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Antony and Cleopatra. 
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ACT I SCENE I. 
b SCENE Alexandria in Ægypt. 
"Wh nter Deinetrim and Philo. 


PHIL O. 


Oer- flows the Meaſure ; thoſe his good - 
ly Eyes 


War, © 
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now 
bend, now turn 
The Office and Devotion of their view 
Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain's Heart, 
Which in the ſcuffles of great Fights hath burſt 
The Buckles on his Breaſt, reneges all Temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 
To cool a Gypfies Luſt. Look where. they come! 


Enter Antony, and Cleopatra, her Ladies; the Train, 


with Eunuchs fanning her. 


Take but good Note, and you ſhall ſee him. 
The tripple Pillar of the World, transform'd 
Into a Strumpet's Fool. Behold and ſee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 
Ant. There's beggary in the Love that can be . d. 
Cleo. I'Il ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 
. — Then muſt thou needs 20 out new Heav'n, new 
Ear 


= = AV, but this Dotage of our General 


That o'er Ar Files: and Muſters of che 


A 2 Enter 


86 Antony and. Cleopatra. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


| Mef. News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
Ait. Rate me the 

Clio. Nay; hear them tntomy.” - 
Fulwia perchance is angry; or ho n 
If the ſcarce-bearded' Cæſar have not ſent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 
Perform't, or elſe we damn thee. 

Ant. How, my Love? 
Cleo. Perchance, nay, and moſt like, 
You muſt not ſtay here longer, your Diſmiffion 
Is come from Cæſar, therefore hear it — 11 
Where's Fulvia's Proceſs ? Cz/ar's, I would fay, both ? ? $# 
Call in the Meſſengers ; as I am Agypt's Queen, 

Thou bluſheſt Zutony, and that Blood of thine | 
Is Cz/ar's Homager : Elſe fo th Cheeks pay Shame, 
When ſhrill'd tongu'd Falvia ſcolds. The Meſſengers. 

Au. Let Rome in ber melt, and the wide * 
Of the rais'd Empire fall; here is my Space, 

Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feed Beaſts as Man; the Nobleneſs of Life 
Is to do thus; when ſuch a mutual Pair, 
And ſuch a twain can do't ; in which I bind, 
On Pain of Puniſhment, the- rn to weet 
We ftand up Peerleſs. 

Cleo, Excellent F alood! 5 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love Her ? ? 
I'll God the Fool I am not. Antony will be himſelf, 

Ant. But ftirr'd by Cleopatra, 
Now for the love of love, and his ſoft Hours, 
Let's not confound the time with Conference harſh ; 
There's not a Minute of dur Lives ſhould ſtretch 
Without ſome Pleaſdie : What ſport to 1 89 ? 
' Cleo. Hear the | 

Ant. Fie wrangl ueen f! | 
Whom every to chide, to hogk, 
To weep 3 whoſe every Paſſion fully ſtrives. 
To make itſelf in thee fair and admir d. 
No Meſſenger but thine;: and all alone, 

To Night we'll wander _— the Streets, and note 

The qualities of People. je, ny Queen, 


Laſt night you did defire 227 pes to us. 
[E æeus with their Train. 


— 


Ai ond Cl o 7 . 


8 6. ? 
Mg de Rr + e e 


He ane e e Pit „„ Mol e 


Which ſtilt Hôuld 80 With Zntbny,.. Fry N 
Dem. J am full ſorry, that he apptoves the h 
Lyar, who thus ſpealks « of him at Rome ; but I will hope 


of better Deeds to morrow, Reſt you happy, [L Sent. 


E nter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, . 4 
Soothayer. 


Char. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing 4/exas, 


almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the Soothiayer that 


you prais d to th' Queen? Oh |! that I knew this Hu- 
bund, which you ſay, muſt change d his Horns with Gar- 
lands. 

Alex. Soothfayer. 

Sooth. Your Will. 

Char. Is this the Man ? bet t you, that know thing 

Soo. In Nature's infinite Book of Socreey, a liuie 1 


can read. 


Mex. Shew him your Hand, 

Eno. Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enoogh, 
Cleopatra's Health to drink. 

Char. Good Sir, give me 2 Fortune, 

Soth. I make not, but fe reſee, 

Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 

Seoth. You ſhall be yet far fairer than you are. 

Char. He means in Fleſh. 

Tras. No, you ſhall paint when you. are old. 

Char, Wrinkles forbid. 

Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentive, 

Char. Huſh ! 

Soth. You ſhall be more beloving, than 3 

Char. L had rather heat my Liver with Drinking. 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
Married to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow 
them all; let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod 
of ann may do Homage. Find me to marry me with 
Octavius Cæſar, and Companion me with my Miſtreſs. 

Socth. You ſhall out-liye. the Lady whom you ſerve. 

Char, Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Bigs. 

Seoth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former For- 
uns; than that which i is to approach, 

3 1 A 3 Char. 


79 


| 8 D | 


£20, Huſh, here comes bs Wc 


ante Ele peef f, 


Char. They belike my Children hall have no Names; 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenehes mult I have? 
Soth. If every of your Wiſhies had a Womb, 
And foretel every Wiſb, a Million. 
* Char. Out Fool I forgive thee for a W itch. 
Alex. You think none but your "Sheets are privy to 


your "Wiſhes. 


Cher. Nay, come, tell ras hers. - 

Alex. Well know all our Fortunes. 

Euo. Mine, and moſt or our F ortunes to Night, ſhall 
be to go drunk to Bed. 

Tras. There's a Palm pre! fages Chaſtity, if nothing ele. 

Char. F'en as the o'erftowing Mus preſageih Famine. 

Zras Go you wild Bedſellow, you cannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitfal Prognoſti- 
cat:on, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell 5 but a 
Workyday Fortune. *. 1 

Soth. Your Fortunes are alike. 

Jras. But how, but how give me particulars. 

S20th. I have hid. 5 

Zras. Am I not an inch of Fortune better-than me? 

Char. Well, if you were hut an inch of Fortune better 
than I; where w ould you chuſe it? 

Tras. Not in my Husband's Noſe. 

Char. Our worier thoughts Heav'ns mend. 

Alex. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh Jet him 
Marry a Woman that cannot go, ſweet is, I beſeech 
thee, and let he die too, and give him a worſe, and let 
worſe follow worſe, *till the worſt of all follow him 


laughing to his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Js, 
hear me this Prayer, though thou deny me a matter 


of more Weight; good %, I beſeech thee, 

Char. Amen, dear Goddeſs, hear that Prayer of the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
Man looſe-wiy'd, ſo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a 
foul Knave Uncuckolded ; therefore dear Lis, keep de- 


corum, and Fortune him accordingly. 


Zras. Amen, 


Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me a 
Cuckold, they would mules themſelves Whores, * 


they'd vb E 
Enter Cleopatra. 


| C "PER 


— 


— 


Antony and Cleopatra. 


Char. Not he, the Queen. 
Cleo. Saw you my Lord? 
Eno. No, Lady. . 
Cleo. Was he not here | ; 
Char. No, Madam. | 
Cleo. He was diſpos'd to Mirth, but oa the ſudden: 
A Roman Thought had ſtruck him. Enobarbus. 
Eno. Madam. | | 
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither ; where's Alexas? 
Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 


Enter Antony with a Meſſenger and Attendants. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him; go with us. [ Exe. 

Meſ. Fulvia thy Wife firſt came into the Field. 

Ant, Againſt my Brother Lucius? 

Mc/. Ay, but ſoon that War had end, and the times ſtate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their force gainſt Cz/ar,. 
Whoſe better Iſſue in the War of Italy, 

Upon tne firſt Encounter drave them, 

Ant, Well, what worſt? _ . 

Meſ. The Nature of bad News infects the Teller. 

Ant. When .it concerns the Fool or Coward ; on-. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. Tis thus, 
Who tells me true, though in the Tale lie Death, 

1 hear him as he flatter'd. e 

Mei. Labienus, this is ſtiff News, 

Hath with his Parthian. Force, extended Ada 

From Euphrates his conquering | — 
Banner ſhook, from Syria to Lydia, 5 
And to ia, whilſt 

Ant. Antony thou would'ſt ſay. 

Mef. Oh, my Lord: 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general Tongue, 
Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome. - # 
Rail thou in Fulvia's Phraſe, and taunt my Faults 
With ſuch full Licence, as both Truth and Malice 
Have Power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lie Ritl, and our Els told us 
Is as our Earing ; fare thee well awhile. 

Meſ. At your nob'e- Pleaſure: 

Ant. From Scician how the News? Speak there: 

Me. The Man from Scicion, is there ſuch en one? 

Attend. He ſtays upon your Will. 

Aut. Let him appear; 


A 3. 8 Thels 


10 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Theſe ſtrong Agyptian Fetters I muſt break, 
Or loſe myſelf in Dotage. What are you ? 


Enter another Meſſenger with a Litter, 


2 Me. Fulwwia thy Wife is dead. 

Ant. Where died ſhe ? | | 

2 Meſ. In Scicion, her length of Sickneſs _ 

With what elſe more ſerious, 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. 
Ant. Forbear me. 3 
There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I defire it. 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wiſh it ours again, the preſent Pleaſure, 
By revolution lowring does become 
The oppoſite of itſelf; ſhe's good being gone, 
The Hand could pluck her back, that ſhov'd her on. 
J muſt from this AZgyptian Queen break off. 
Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills I know, 
My Idleneſs doth hatch. How now Enobarbus f 
Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. What's your Pleaſure, Sir? 

Ant. I muſt with haſte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women. We ſee. 
how mortal an Unkindneſs is to them, if they ſuffer 
our departure, Death's the word. | | 

Ant. J muſt be gone. | "TION 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion, let Women die. It 
were pity to caſt them away for nothing, tho' between 
them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteemed nothing. 
Cleopatra catching but the leaſt noiſe of this dies inſtantly 3 
I have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment: 

1 do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits 
ſome loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a Celenty in 
Dying. 51/10 ds” oa 
Ant. She is. Cunning, paſt Man's Thought. 
Eno. Alack, Sir, ho, her Paſſions are made of no- 
thing but the fineſt part of pure Love. We cannot call 
her Winds and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet 
they are greater Storms and Tempeſts than Almanacks 
can report. This cannot be cunning in her: if it be, 
| ſhe makes a Shower of Rain as well as Jove. - 
Ant, Would I had nevgr ſeen her. 
Zus. Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a 8 
| | iece 


————0—0—0—0—0—0—0T0— ne ce— 


Antony and Cleopatra. 11 
Piece of Work, which not to have been bleſt withal 
would have diſcredited your Travel. 4 | 
Ant, Fulvia is dead. | 
Eno. Sir! 
Ant. Fulwia is dead. 
Em. Fulvia ? 
Ant, Dead. | 2 IS 
En. Why Sir, give the Gods a thankful Sacrifice: 
When it pleaſeth their Deities to take the Wife of a Man 
from him, it ſhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth: 
Comforting him therein, that when old Robes are worn | 
out, there are Members to make new. If there were no 
more Women but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, } 
and the caſe were to be lamented : This Grief is crowned |} 
with Conſolation, your old Smock brings forth a new t 
8 and indeed the Tears live in an Onion, that 
ould water this Sorr. ). EE” 
Ant, The Buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd here in the State, 
Cannot endure my Abſence. ENS toes Ps | 
Aut. And the Buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot 4 
be without you, and eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which | 
wholly depends on your Aboad. 77 1 
Eno. No more like Anſwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall break i 
The cauſe of our Expedience to the Queen, 1 
And get her Love to part. For not alone 
The Death of Fulvia, with more urgent Touches 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us, but the Letters too | 
Of many our contriving Friends in Rome, | 
Petition us at home, Sextus Pomprinys * 
Hath giv'n the Dare to Cæſar, and commands J. 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flipp'ry People, b 
Whoſe Love is never link'd to the Deſerver, 
Till his Deſerts are paſt, begin to throw © 
| Pompey the Great, and all his Dignities, | 
Upon his Son; who high in Name and Power, 
Higher than both in Blood and Life, ſtand up | 
For the main Soldier ; whoſe Quality going on, | 
The fades & th* World may danger. Much is breeding. ' 


. ⁵ run ao ne a 
nn TIT 


Which like the Courſer's Hair, hath yet but Life, 1 

And not a Serpent's Poiſon. Say our Pleaſure, 14 

To ſuch whoſe Place is under us, requires | 
Our quick remove from hence, ; pe 

£10. I ſhall dot. FExeunt; 

. | | | Enter 


12 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, ene and dran, 


Cleo. Where i is he? 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. | 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he do's : 


l did not ſend you. If you find him fad, 


Say Jam dancing; if in Mirth, report 
That I am ſudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
_ Char. Madam, methinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforc2 
The like from him 
Cleo. What mould 1 do, 1 do nor F 
Char. Ineach thing give him way, croſs him in nothing. 
Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a Fool: the way to loſe him, 
Char. Tempt him not, ſo, too far. I wiſh, forbear, 
In time we hate that which we often fear, 
Enter N 
But here comes Antony. | 
Co. I am Sick, and ſullen. | 
Ant. I am ſorry to give Breathing to my purpoſe. 
Cho. Help me away, dear Charmian, I ſhall fall, 
Itcannotbethuslong, t the hdesof N ature  [Seeming Pater: 
Will not ſuſtain it. 
Ant. Now, my deareſt Queen. 
Clo. Pray you ſtand farther from me. 
Ant. What's the matter? 
Cleo. I know by that ſame Eye there's Forms goodNews. 
What fays the marry'd Woman? you may go; 
Would ſhe had never given you jeave to come; 
Let her not fay *tis I that keep you here, 
J have uo Pow'r upon you: Hers you are. 
Ant. The Gods beſt know. 
Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed ; yet at the firſt | 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted.  - 


Ant. Cleopatra. | 
Clo. Why ſhould I think you can be mine, and true, 


Tho' you with ſwearing ſhake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falſe to Fulvia? Riotous Madneſs ! | 
To be entangled with t ele Mouth- made Vows, 5 


Which break themſelves in ſwearing. 


Ant, Moſt ſweet Queen. 
Cleo. Nay pray you ſeek no Colour for your going, 


But bid farewe!, and go: When you ſued ſfaying, 


Then! was the dime for Words: No going then, — 
Eter- 


Antony and Cleopatra. I 3 


Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 
Bliſs in our Brows bent, none our parts ſo poor, 
But was a Race of Heav'n. They are fo ſtill, 
Or thou the greateſt Soldier of the World, 
Are turn'd the greater Liar. 
Ant. How now, Lady? 
Cleo. T would I had thy Inches, thou ſhould'll know 
There were a Heart in Zgypt. | 
| Ant, Hear me, Queen; 
The firong Neceſſity of time, e 
Our Services awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Lal) 
Shines o'er with civil Swords; Sixt Pompeins 
Makes his Approaches to the Port of Rome, 
Equality of two Domeftick Pow'rs, 
Breed ſcrupulous Faction; the hated grown to Strength, 
Are newly grown to Love; the condemned Pom} 2%; 
Rich in his Father's Honour, creeps apace, 
Into the Hearts of ſuch, as Lave not thriv'n 
Upon the preſent State, whoſe Numbers threaten, 
And Quietneſs grown fick of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate Change. My more particular, 
*And that which moſt with you ſhould fave my going, 
Is Fulvia's Death... . 
Cleo. Tho' Age from F olly could not give me freedoms 
It does from Childiſhneſs. Can Fulwvia die? 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen. 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leiſure read 
'The Garboyls ſhe awak'd ; at the laſt, beſt. 
See when, and -where ſhe died. 7 
Queen. O moſt falfe Love 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou fhould'ſt tilt. 
With ſorrowful Water? Now I fee, I fee, 
In Fulvia's Death, how mine ſhall be receiv'd. 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but he prepar'd to know 
The Purpoſes I bear; which are, or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give th' Advice. By the Fire * 
That quickens Nz/us Smile, I go from hence | 
Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect'ſt. 174 
* Cle. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, I am quickly ill, and well, 
So Anthony loves. : 


Aut. My precious Queen forbear, 
And 
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14. Antony 4nd Cleopatra. 
And give true Evidence to his Love, which flands. 
An honourable Kill 8 
Cleo. So Fuluia told me. ES 
1 (22g 8 turn aſide, and — for her, 
Then bid 3 to me, and ſay 5 Tears 1 
Belong to Ægypt. Good now, play once Scene 
Of NE low | Mombling, and let it look 
Like perfe&t Hon eu. | 
Ant. You'll heat my Blood ; no more. : 
Cleo. Vou can do better yet; but this is meetly. 
Aut, Now by my Sword — 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. | 
But this is not the beſt; Look prithee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his Chafe. | 
Ant. I'll leave you, Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one Word : 
Sir, you and. I muſt part, but that's not it. 
Sir, you and J have lov'd, but there's not it. 
That you- know well, ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my Oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. _ „ 
Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idleneſs your Subject, I ſhould take you 
For Idlenefs itſelf. | | 
Cleo. Tis ſweating Labour, 180 
To bear ſuch Idleneſs ſo near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, | 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honour calls you hence, 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied Folly; | 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrell'd Victory, and ſmooth Succels 
Be ftrew'd before your Feet. 
Ant. Let us go. TS 3 
Come : Our Separation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And I hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 


Away . \ = #s 
8 LZaeunt. 
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Enter Oddavius Cri reading a Lie , Lepidas, and 
Attendants, 


Cz/. You may ſee, Lepidus, and henceforth - know, 
It is not Ca/ar's natural Voice, to hate | 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria . 
This is the News; he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 5 
The Lamps of Night in Revels; is not more Manly » 

1 
[ 


Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen of Ptolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or 14 vouchſafe to think he had Partners. You __ 
Shall find there a Man, who is th” abſiradt of all m—_ 
That all Men follow. 

Lep. I muſt not think _ 
There are Evils enough to darken all his 8 | 
His Faults in him, ſeem as the Spots of Heav'n, 
More fiery by Night's blackneſs; Hereditary, 2 
Rather than purchaſt; what he cannot change, 1 
Than what he chuſes. 

Ce/. You are too indulgent. Let's grant it is 
Amils to tumble on the Bed of Ptolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 
And keep the turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
To reel the Streets at Noon, and ſtand the Buffet 
With Knaves that ſmell of ſweat-; ſay this becomes him, 
As his Compoſure muſt be rare indeed, | 
Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh, yet muſt Anton 
No way excuſe his Foils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his Lightneſs. If he be fill'd 
His, Vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſs; 
Full ſurfeits and the drineſs of his Bones, 
Call on him fort. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his Sport, and ſpeaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: j1 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their Experience to. their preſent nn. 
And ſo rebel to ſudgment. 

Enter a Meſſenger, 

Lep. Here's more News. 

Meſ. Thy biddings have been done, and every Hour, 
Moſt noble Cæſar, ſhalt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ſtrong at Sea, 


And 
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16 Antony and Cleopatra. 
And it appears, he is belov'd of thoſe 
That only have fear'd Cæſar: to the Ports 
The Diſcontents repair, and Mens _ | 
Give him much wrong d. | 

Cæſ. I ſhould have known no leſs ; : 
It hath been taght us from the primal State, 
That he which i is, was wiſh'd, untill he were: | 
And the ebb'd Man, ne'er lov *till ne'er worth love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack d. This common ny 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the Stream, | 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it ſelf with Motion. 

Me. Cæſan, I bring thee Word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous Pirates, 
Make the Sea ſerve them, which they ear and vw ound 
With Keels of every kind. Many hot Inrodes 
They make in 7ta/y, the Borders Maritime 
Lack Biood to think on't, and fleſh Youth to revolt. 
No Veſt! can peep forth, but tis as ſoon | 
Taken as ſeen : For Pampey* s Name ftrik<s more 
Than could his War reſiſted. 

Ceſ. Antony, ; 
Leave thy laſcivious V; aſſals. When thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew'it. 
Hirtius and Panſa Conſuls, at thy Heel. 
Did Famine follow, whom theu fought'ft againſt, 
Though da ntily brought up, with Patience more 
Than Savages could ſuffer. Thou didſt drink 
The ſtale of Horfes, and the gilded Puddle — 
Which Beaſts would cough at. Thy. Palat then did dain 
'The rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge 
Yea, like the Stag, When Snow the Pallare ſheets. 
The Barks of Trees thou Broſed'ſt. Op the Alps, 
It is reported thou d:dit eat ſtrange Fleſh, _ 
Which ſome did die to look on; and all this, 
It wounds thine Honour that I ſpeak it now, 
Was born ſo like a Soldier, that thy Cheek. 
£0 much as lank'd not. 

Lep. Tis pity of him. 

Cæſ Let his Shames quickly: 
Drive him to Rome,” tis time we twain 
Did ſhew curſelves i' th' Field, and to that end 
Aſſemble we immediate Council; Pompey 
Thrives in our Idleneſs. 2 
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Lep. To- morrow, Cæſar, 
T ſhall be furniſh'd to inform you rightly; 
Both what, by Sea and Land, I can be able, 
To front this preſent time, 

C2. Till which Encounter, it is my Buſineſs too. Batewet 

Lep. Farewel my J. ord, what you ſhall know-mean 
Of ſtirs abroad. I ſhall. beleech you, Sir, [time 
To let me be Partake. 

Cz/. Doubt not, Sir, I know 1 it for my Bond. [Exeunt, 


SCENE III. Alexandria, | 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char. Madam 
Cleo. Ha, ha — give me to drink Rn lars 
Char. Why, Madam? 
Cleo. That I might ſleep out this great gap of Time, 
My Antony is away. 
| Char. You think of him too much. 
Cleo. O tis Treaſon. - 
Char. Madam, I truſt not fo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch, Mardian ? 
Mar. What's your Highneſs Pleaſure ? 

Clio. Not now to hear thee fing. I take no Flealure 
In ought an Enuch has; tis well for thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer 'Thoughts 
May not fly forth of 25 pt.  Haſt thou Affections? 

Mar. Ves, gracious Madam. b 

Cleo. Indeed? | 

Mar. Not-in deed, Madam, for I can 4 nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done: 
Yet have I fierce Affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo. Oh Charmian ! | 
Where think'| thou he i is now! ? Stands he, or fits he? 
Or does he walk? Or is he on his Horſe ? 
Oh happy Horſe to bear the weight of Antony / 
Do bravely, Horie, for wot'ſt thou whom thou mov'ſt; 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arm 
And Burgonet of Man. He's ſpeaking now, 
Or murmuring, where's by Serpent of old Mile, 1 
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For ſo he calls me; now I feed myſelf 

With moſt delicious Poiſon... Think on . 

That am with Phebus amorous Pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad- fronted — 
When thou waſt here above the Ground, I was 
A morſe] of a Monarch; and great Pompey | 

Would ſtand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 
'There would he anger his TRY 1 die 

With looking on his Life. 


Enter Alexas. 


Alex, Sovereign of Egypt, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou unlike Mari Antony? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine hath * 
With his Iinct gilded thee, 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony. 
Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kiſs'd the laſt of many doubled Kiſſes, 
This orient Pearl. His Speech ſticks in my Heart, 
Cle. Mine Ear muſt pluck it thence, 
Alex. Good Friends, quoth. he, 


Say the firm Roman to great Æg ypi ſends 


This treaſure of an Oyfter ; at whoſe Foot, 
£45 mend the 5 Preſent, I will piece 
opulent Throne with Kingdoms. All the Eaſt, 


* a ſhall call her Miftreſs So he nodded, 


And ſoberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 


Who neigh'd fo high, that what-I would have ſpoke 


Was beaſtly dumb by him. 

Cleo. What, was he fad or merry? 

Alex. Like tothe time o'th*Year, between th Extreams 
Of hot and cold, he was not ſad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided Diſpoſition; note him, 
Note him, good Charmian, tis the Man; but note him, 
He was not ſad, for he would ſhine on thoſe pg bo 
That make their Looks by his. He was not merry, 


Which ſeem'd to tell them, his Remembrance lay 
In g ypt with his Joy? but between both. 


Oh hy nly Mingle! Be'ſt thou fad, or merry; 


The Violence of either thee betomes, | 


So do's it no Man elſe. - Met'ſt thou my Poſts ? 
Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty ſeveral Meſſengers, 


Why do you ſend ſo thick ? 
C 2 
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Cleo. Who's born that Day, 


When l forgot to fend to Antony, 


Shall die a Beggar. Ink and Pa Did, Charmian. 
Welcome, my good Alexas. E C OY 
Ever love Cæſar ſo? 

Char. Oh that brave Ca/ar 

Cleo. Be choak'd with ſuch another Emphaſis, 
Save the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Ceſar. | 

Cleo. By Hr, I will give thee bloody Teeth, 
If thou with Cæſar paragon again, 
My Man of Men, 

Char. By your moſt gracious Pardon, 
J ſing but after you. 

Cle. My Sallad Days, 
When I was green in Judgment, cold in Blood 
To lay, as I ſaid then. But come, away. 


Get me Ink and Paper, 


He ſhall have every Day ſevcral Greetings, or I'll un- 
people Zgypt. [ Exeunt. 
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4a Ct HLEπn- 
SCENE in Sicily. 


Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas. 


Pom. IF the great Gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt 
The Deeds of juſteſt Men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That which they do delay, they not deny. 
Pom. While we are Suitors to their Throne, decays 
The thing we ſue for. 
Nen. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 
Beg often our own Harms, which the wiſe Powers] 
Deny us for our good ; fo find we Profit 
By loſing of our Prayers. 
Pom, I ſhall do well: _. 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine ; 


My Powers are Creſcent, and my arguing Hope 


Says it will come to th full. Mark Antony 
In 
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In Ag ypt ſits at Dinner, and will make 
No Wars without Doors. Cæſar gets Money where 
He loſes Hea rts; Li pidus flatters. both, 
Of both is flatter'd; but he neither loves, j 
Nor either cares for him. 
Mene. Cæſar and Lepidus are in the Field, 
A mighty Strength they carry. 

Pom. Where have you this? Tis falſe. 

Mene. From Silvius, Sir, 

Pom. He dreams, ; I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for Antony: But all the Charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wand Lip, 

Let Witchcraft join with Beauty, Luft with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feaſts, 

Keep his Brain fuming ; Epicurean Cooks, 
Sharpen with cloyleſs Sawce his Appetite ; 

That Sleep and Feeding may prorogue his Honour, 
Even *till a lethied Dulneſs 


Enter Via: 


How now Yarrius ? 

Var. This is moſt certain, that I ſhall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every Hour in Rome 
Expected. Since he went from Ag ypt, tis 
A ſpace for farther Travel. 

Pom. I could have given leſs matter 
A better Ear, Menas, I did not think 
This amorous Surfeiter would have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a pretty War ; his Soldierſhip : 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring. 
Can from the Lap of Agypt's Widow pluck 
The near Luſt-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 
Cæſar and Antony ſhall well greet together : 
His Wite's that's "ent did Treſpaſſes to Cæſar, 
His Brother warr'd upon him, although I think 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 
How lefſer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Wer't not that we ſtand up againſt them all, 


Twere 2 they ſhould . between wem chere ; 
or 
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For they have #ntertained Cauſe enough 
To draw their Swords; but how the fear of us 
May cement their Diviſions, and bind up 
The petty Difference, we yet not know. 
Be't as our Gods will have't ; it only ſtands 
Our Lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt Hands. 


Come, Menas., [ Exeunt. 


SCENE HI. Rome. 


Euter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſhall become you well, to entreat your Captain 
To ſoft and gentle Speech. rags 
Eno. I ſhall entreat him 
To anſwer like himſelf ; 
It Cæſar move him, 
Let Antony look over Cæſar's Head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter 
Were I the wearer of Antonios Beard, 
I would not ſhave't to Day. | 
Lep. Tis not a time for private Stomaching. 
Eno. Every time ſerves tor the Matter that is then 
bor int, 175 | | 
Lep. But ſmall to greater Matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the ſmall come firſt, 
Lep. Your Speech is Paſſion, but pray you ſur. 
No Embers up. oh 
Here comes the noble Antony. 


| Enter Antony and Ventidius. 
£20. And yonder Cæſar. 
Enter Cziar, Mecænas, and Agrippa. 


Ant, If we compoſe well here, to Partbia 
Hark, Ventid ius. 
Cz/. I do not know, Mecænas, alk Agrippa. 5 
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Lep. Noble Friends, | 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner Action rend us. 
What's amiſs, þ 
May it be . gently heard: 
When we debate | | 
Our trivial Difference loud, we as commit 
Murther in healing Wounds. 
Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for I earneſtly beſeech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt Points with ſweeteft Terms, 
Nor Curſtneſs grow to th' Matter. 
Ant. Tis ſpoken well! 
Were we before our Armies and to kalt, 
I ſhould do thus.  [PFhourifh, 
Cz/. Welcome to Rome. | | 
Ant. Thank you. 
Ce/. Sit. 
Ant. Sit, Sir, 
Cæſ. Nay then. 


Ant. I learn you take hinge ill, which are not ſo : 5 


Or being, concern you not. 
C I muſt be Jaught at. 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should ſay myſelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly  th* World. More laught at, that I ſhould 
Once name you derogately ; when to found your Name 
It not concern'd me. 
Ant. My being in Ag ypt, | Ceſar, what was't to you, 
Cæſ. No more than my refiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Ægypt: Yet if you there 
Did practiſe on my State, your being in Zg yt 
Might be my Queſtion. 
Ant. How intend you, praftis'd ? | 
C . You may be pleas'd to Eatch at my intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made Wars upon me, and their Conteſtation 
Was Theme for you, you were the Word of War. 


Ant. You do miſtake your Buſineſs, my Brother never 


Did urge me in his Act: I did enquire it, 

And have my Learning from {ome true Reports | 

That drew their Swords with you. Did he not rather 

Diſcredit' my Authority with yours, - 

And make the Wars alike againſt my Stomach, = 
a- 
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Having alike your Cauſe? Of this my Letters 
Before did ſatisfy you. If you patch a quarrels 
As matter whole you've not to make it with, 
It muſt not be with this, 5 | 
Cæſ. You praiſe yourſelf, by laying DefeQs of Judg- 
Z ; 
But you patch up your Excuſes. 
Ant. Not ſo, not ſo : | 
I know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 
Very Neceſſity of this thought, that 1 
Your Partner in the Cauſe gainſt which he fought 
Could not with graceful Eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own Peace. As for my Wife, 
I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
The third o' th' World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may pace eaſy, but not ſuch a Wife. 
Eno, Would we had all ſuch Wives, that the Men 
might go to Wars with the Women. 5 
Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles Cæſar 
Made out of her Impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdͤneſs of Policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much Diſquiet, for that you muſt 
Top oy T could not help it. 
Ca, T wrote to you, | 
When rioting in Alexandria you | 
Did pocket up my Letters; and with Taunts 
Did beg my Miſſive out of Audience. | 
Ant. Sir, he fell on me; ere admitted : then 
Three Kings I had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what I was i' th' Morning: but next Day 
I told him of: myſelf, which was as much 
As to have askt him Pardon, Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our Strife : If we contend 
Out of our Queſtion wipe him. 
Cæſ. You have broken 
The Article of your Oath, 
Which you ſhall never 
Have Tongue to charge me with, 
Leb. Soft, Cæſar. | 
Ant. No,  Lepidus, let him ſpeak, 
The Honour is ſacred which he talks on now, 
Suppoſing that I lackt it: But, on Ca/ar, 
Jhe Article of my Oath. | | 
Ce/, To lend me Arms, and Aid, when I requir'd * 
| EE S 
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The which you both denied. 
Aut. Neglected rather: 
And then when poiſon'd Hours had bound me up 
From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 
Fil play the Penitent with you. But mine Honeſty 
Shall not make poor my Greatneſs, nor my. Power 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia. 
To have me out of Ag ppi, made Wars here, 
For which myſelf, the ignorant Motive, do 
So far ask Pardon, as befits mine Honour 
To ſtoop in ſuch a Caſe. 
Lep. Tis nobly ſpoken. 
Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The Griefs between ye. 
To forget them quite, 


Were to remember chat the preſent need, » 

Speeks to attone you. i 
Lep. Worthily ipoken, Mecanas, ] 
Eno. Or if you borrow one another's Love for the - 


inſtant, you may when you hear no more Words of 
Pompey return it again: You ſhall have time to wrangle þ 
in, when 'you have nothing elfe to do. 
Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only ſpeak no more. 1 
Eno. That Truth ſhall be filent, I had almoſt ſorgot. 1 
Ant. You wrong this Prelence therefore ſpeak no more, F 
Eno. Goto then: Your confidera:e Stone. | T 
Caf. I do not much diſlike the matter, but A; 
The manner of his Speech : For't cannot be, | ; 


We ſhall remain in Friendſhip, our Condit:ons 7 
So differing in their Acts. Yet if J knew. N; 
What. Hoop Mould hold us ſtanch, from edge to edge T. 
O' tht World, I would purive it. | Fh 


Aer. Give me Leave Cajar. 


Ga Speak, Agrippa. 0 

Aer, Thou haſt a Siſter by the Mother's Site, | F a 
Admird Oëavia] Gieat Mark Antony 5 | Or 
I; now a Widower. | 5 


Ce/. Say not fo, Ai ph; if Cleopatra heard you, your 

Preot were well deſerved of Raſhneſs. At 
Ant. I am rot married, Cæſar ; let me hear | 

Agr ippe further ſpeak. re: Of 
Azr. To hold you ig perpetual e . Or 

To make you Brothers, and tO Knit your Henri 


Wich 
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With an unſlipping Knot, take. Antony : | | 
Odavia to his Wife; whole Beauty claims 
No worſe a Husband than the beſt of Men; { 
Whole Virtue, and whoſe general Graces ſpeak | 
That which none elſe can utter. By this Marriage, 
All little Jealouſies which now ſeem great, | 
And all great Fears, which now import their Dangers, | 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be Tales, | 
Where now half Tales be Truths: Her Love to both | 

| Would each to other, and all Loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, | 
For tis a ſtudied not a preſent Thought, 
By Duty ruminated. 
Ant. Will Caſar ſpeak? + 

Cæeſ. Not till he hears how Antony is touch'd 
/ | With what is ſpoken already. 5 
Ant. Mhat Power is in Agrippa, 

5 If 1 would ſay Agrippa, be it lo; 

e. | To make this good | 

of Ci}. The Power of Cæſar, 

le And his Power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 
To this good Purpoſe, that ſo fairly ſhews, 
Oh Dream of Impediment; let me have thy Hand 
rs Further this of Grace : And from this Hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And {way our great Deſigns. | 
Ceſ. There's my Hand: | 
A Silter I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly. Let her live | 
To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 
Lep, Happily, Amen, ST 
Ant. I did not think to draw my Sword 'gainſt Pompey + 
For he hath [aid ſtrange Courteſies, and great * 
Of late upon me. 1 muſt thank him only, 
dur | Leſt my Remembrance ſuffer ill Report; 
an | At heel of that defy him. 
LTep. Time calls upon's, = 
Of us. muſt Pompey preſently be ſought, 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us. 


II Au. Where lies he? | 
Vih = 7 Caefs 
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Cal. About the Meunt-Miſenum. 
Ant. What is his Strength by Land? 
Ce}. Great and increaſing : 

But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter. 
Ant. So is the Frame, 


Would we had ſpoke together, Haſte we for it, 


Yet ere we put our ſelves in Arms, diſpatch we 

1 he Buſineſs we have talk'd of. | 
Caſ. With moſt gladneſs. | 

And do invite you to my Siſter's View, 

V\ hither ſtraight I'll lead you. 


Ant. Let us, TLepi dus, not lack your Company. 


Lep. Noble Antony, not Sickneſs ſhould detain me. 
: 5 | . 
Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecænas. 


— 


Mec. Welcome from Z#g ypt, Sir. 


Eno. Half the Heart of Cæſar, worthy Mecanas. My | 


Honourable Friend Agr ippa, 
Agr. Good Enobarbus, £ | 
Mec. We have cauſep to be glad, that Matters are ſo 
well digeſted : You ſtaF'd well by't in Xg ypt. 7 
Eno. Ay Sir, we did ſleep day out of Countenance, 


and made the Night light with drinking. 


Mec. Eight Wild boars roaſted whole at a Breakfaſt : 
And but twelve Perſons there. Is this true? 
Eno. This was but a Fly by an Eagle: We had much 


more monſtrous matter of Feaſt, which worthily de- 


ſerves uoting. 
Mec. She's a moſt triumphant Lady, if Report be 
ſquare to her. | | 
Eno. When ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe purs'd up 
his Heart upon the River Cydnuvs. 1 
Agr. There ſhe appear'd indeed: Or my Reporter 
devis d well for her. : 
Eno. I will tell you; 
The Barge ſhe ſat in, like a Burniſh'd Throne 
Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 
Purple the Sails, and ſo perfumed, that 
The Winds were Love-lick. | 
With them the Oars were Silver, 
V hich to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made 
The Water which they beat, to follow faſter, 
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As amorous of their ſtrokes, For her own Perſon 
It beggar d all Deſcription; ſhe did lie 
In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 
Oer picturing that Venus, where we ſee 
The Fancy out-work Nature. On each ſide her 
Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like ſmiling Cupi ds, 
With divers-colour'd Fans, whole wind did ſeem 


Jo glow the delicate Cheeks which they did cool, 


And what they undid did. 
Agr. Oh rare for Anton. 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 
So many Mer-maids tended her i'th* Eyes, 
And made their bends adornings, At the Heim, 
A ſeeming Mer-maid ſteers, the Silken Tackles 
Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower ſoft Hands, 
That yearly frame the Office. From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible Perfume hits the Senſe 


Of the adjacent Wbarfs. The City caſt 


Her People out upon her; and Ant: ny 
Enthron'd ith' Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiſtling to th' Air; which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Clecpatra too, 8 


And make a gap in Nature. 


Agr. Rare Agyptian? 
Eno. Upon her landing, Antony ſent to her, 


CY 


- 


Invited her to Supper: She reply'd, 
It ſhould be better, he became her Gueſt; 


Which ſhe intreated. Our courteous Antony, 


Whom ne'er, the word of no, Woman heard ſpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the Feaſt « 
And for his Ordinary, pays his Heart, 


* 


For what his Eyes eat only. | 
Aar. Royal Wench! 


She made great Cæſar lay his Sword to Bed, 
He ploughed her, and ſhe cropt. 


Eno. 1 ſaw her once 


Hop forty Paces through the publick Street. 


And having loſt her Breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panteJ, 
That ſhe did make Defect, Perfection, 5 
And breathleſs Power breath forth. 
Mec. Now Antony mult leave her utterly. 
Eno. Never, he N not. 
5 


Age 
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Age cannot wither her, nor Cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the holy Prieſts 
- Bleſs her, when ſhe is Riggiſh. | 
Mec. If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle | 
The Heart of Antony, Oftavia is 
A bleſſed Lottery to him. 

Agr, Let us go. 
. Good Enobar bus, make your (elf my Gueſt, 
Whilſt you abide here. 


Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. 
Enter Antony, Cæſar, Octavia between 1 


- Hut. The World, and my gceat Office, will ſometimes 
Divide me from your Boſom. 
Octa. All which time, 
Before the Gods my Knee ſhall bow in Prayers 
To them for yon, 
Ant. Good Night, Sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my Blemiſhes in the World's Report: 
J have not kept my Spuare, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th' Rule; good Night, dear Lady. 
Oda. Good Night, Sir. 


C:ſ. Good Night. [ Exeunt Celar and Octavia. 


Enter Soothſayer · - 

Ant. Now Sirrah ! do you wiſh your ſelf in Eaypt i ? 

Soctb, Would 1 had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. 

Ant. If you can, your Reaſon ? Tongue: 

Soot h. I ie it in my Motion, have it not in my 
But et. hie you to Agypt again. 

Ant. Say to me, whote Fortune ſhall riſe higher, 
Cæſar's or mine? ſide. 

Sooth., Cæſar s. Therefore, oh Antony, ſtay not by his 
Thy Daemon, that's thy Spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, High, Unmatchable, * 
Where Cæſar's is not. But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a Fear; as being o'er power d, and therefore 
Make ſpace enough. between you. 

Aut. Speak this no more. 


Footh, To none but thee, no more, but when to en, 
* 
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If thou doſt play with him at any Game 
Thou art ſure to loſs: And of that natural Luck 
He beats thee 'gainſt the odds, Thy Luſtre thickens, 
When he ſhines by: I fay again, thy Spirit 
Ts all afraid to govern thee near him: 
But he alway is noble. | 
Ant. Get thee gone: | pn, 
Say to Ventidius, | would ſpeak with him. [Exit Sooth. 
- He ſhall to Partbia, be it art, or hap, © | 
He hath ſpoken true. The very Dice obey him, 
And in our Sports my better cunning faints, 
Uu der his Chance; it we draw lots, he ſpeeds; 
His Cocks do win the Battle, ſtill of mine, 
Whenit is all to naught s And his Quailes ever 
| Beat mine, in hoop'd at odds, I will to t; 
mes And though I make this Marriage for my beace, 
I'th' Eaſt my Plealure lies. Oh come, FVentidius. 
| Enͤnter Ventidius. | 
You muſt to Parth a, your Commiſſion's ready: 
Follow me ard receiv't, . Exeunt. 
; Enter Lepidus, Mecænas, and Agrippa. | 
Tep. Trouble your ſelf no farther : Pray you haften 
Your Generals after. | 


dy. Aer. Sir, Mark Antony will een but kiss 03avia, and 
„ well follow. 8 | : | | Ep 
Heat Tep. Till I ſhall fee you in your Soldier's dreſs, 


„Which will become you both, Farewel. 
Mec. We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be 
you | At the Mount before you, Lepidas. EH 


. Zep. Your way is ſhorter, 
ues | My purpoſes do draw me much about, 
my You'll win two Days upon me. 
Both. Sir, good ſuccels. 
1 Tep. Fare wel. Fa. [Exeunt. 
his SCENE III. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me ſome Muſick: Muſick, moody food 


„ Of us that trade in Love. 
omnes. The Muſick, hoa! . 
5h | | - 3 Enis 
3 
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| Euter Mardian the Eunuch, 


Cleo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards: come Charmian. 


Char. My Arm is ſore, beſt play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a Woman with an Eunuch play'd, 

As witha Woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir? 
Mar. As well as I can, Madam. (mort, 
Cleo. And when good will is ſnewed, tho't come too 

The Actor may ptad pardon, I'll none now. 

Give me mine Angle, we'll to th River, there 

My Muſick playing far off I will betray 

Tawny-fin Fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 

T heir ſlimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 

Fl think them every one an Antony, 

And ſay, ah, ha; you're caught. 


Char. Twas merry; when you wager'd on your Ang- 


ling, when your Diver did hang a ſalt Fiſh on his Hoo 
which he with feryency drew up. | 
Cleo, J hat time! - oh times! — 
I laught him out of patience, and that Night 
I laught him into patience, and next Morn, 
Ere the ninth Hour I drunk him to his Bed: 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from ah. 
15 Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That long time have been barren, 
Ac}. Madam! Madam! 
Cleo. Antonys dead; - _ pes 
If thou ſay ſo, Villain, thou kill'ſt thy Miſtreſs $ 
. But well and free, if thou ſo yield him. 
Þ here is Gold, and here > Fr 
My bleweſt Veins to kiſs: a Hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiffing. 
Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. [.! xe uſe 
Cleo. Why there's more Gold, But, Sirr ah, mark, 
To fay the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give thee, will I melt and pour 
Pown thy ill-uttering Throat, 8 
meſ. Good Madam, hear me. 
„ to WH: dt, 
But there's no goodneſs in thy face. If Antony 
Be fi ee and healthful; why fo tart a fayour 
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To trumpet ſuch good tidings? If not well, 
T hou ſhould ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes, 
Not like a formal Man. | 
Meſ. Will't pleaſe you hear me? | | 
Cleo. I have a mind to ſtrike thee ere thou ſpeak ſt; 


Vet ir thou ſay, Antony lives, tis well, 


Or Friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
I'll fee thee in a ſhower of Gold, and hai! 
Rich Pearls upon thee. | 
Meſ. Madam, he's well. 
Cleo. Well faid. | 
Meſ. And Friends with Caſar. 
Cleo. T hour't an honeſt Man. | 
Meſ. Caeſar and he are greater Friends than ever. F 
Cle», Mark thee a Fortune from me. #7 
Meſ. But yet, Madam — 44 
Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay 449 
The good precedence; fy upon but yet, i 
But yet, is as a Jaylor to bring forth 
Some monſtrous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, 
Pour cut the pack of matter to mine Ear, 
The gcod and bad together: he's Friends with Ceſar, 
In State of Health theu ſey'ſt, ard thou lay'ſt, free. 
Mef. Free, Madam! no: 1 made no ſuch ſport, 
He's bound unto Octavia. 
Cleo. For what good turn? 
Meſ. For the belt turn i' th' Bed. 
Cleo. 1 am pale, Charmian. 
Me ſ. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 
Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee, 
2 | 1 Strikes him di wnu. 


Meſ. Good Madam, patience. 
Cleo. What ſay you? [Strikes bim. 
Hence horrible Villain, or I'll fpurn thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me; ll unhair thy Head: 

| ry [the hales him up and dom n. 


Thou ſhalt be whipt with Wyre, and ſtew'd in brine, _ 


Smarting in lingring pickle. 10 
Meſ. Gracious Madam, Fe oF 
I, that do bring the News, made not the Match. 14 


Cleo, Say tis not ſo, a Province | will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the Blow thou hadſt 
—_ B 4 | Shall 


* 
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Shall make thy peace, for moving me to Rage, 
And I will boot thee with that Gift beſide 
Thy Modeſty can beg. 
Meſ. He's married, Madam, 
Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liy'd too long. [Draws a Dagger. 
Meſe Nay then I'll runs 
What mean you, Madam? T have made no fault. [_ Exit. 
Char. Good Madam, keep your felt within your AP 
The Man i is innocent. 
Cleo. Some Innocents*ſcape not the Thunderbolt: 5 
Melt Agyſt into Nile; and kindled Creatures 
Turn all to Serpents. Call the Slave again, 
J hough I am mad, I will not bite him; Call. 
Char. He is afear d to come. 
Cleo. I will not hurt him. 
Theſe Hands do lack Nobility, that they ſtrike 
A meaner than my ſelf: ſince Imyſelf 
Have given myſelf the cauſe, Come hither, Sir. 
Re- Enter the __ 
Though it be honeſt, it is never goo 
To bring bad News: give to a gracious Meſſage 
An Hoſt of Tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
1 hemſelves, when they be felt. 
Mef. I have done my Duty. 
Cleo. Is he married? 
I cannot hate thee worſer than Ido, 
If you again lay yes. 
Afef. He's married, Madam ? 
Cleo. The gods onto thee, doſt chou hold there 
Meſ. Should I lic, Madam ? [ſtill? 
Cleo. Oh, would thou didſt: 
So half my Aghpt were ſubmerg' d, and made 
A Ciſtern for {cal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy Face, to me 
Thou wouldſt appear moſt ugly: He is married? 
Hef. J crave your Highneis Pardon. | 
Cleo. He is married? 
eſs Take no offence, that T would not offend you; 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 2 
Seems much unequal? he's married to Ofavie. 


Cleo, Oh that his fau't ſhould make a K nave of thee, 


T hat art not what thou art ſure of, Get thee thence, - 
The Mcr:handiſes which thou haſt * from Rome 


- 
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Are all too dear for me: | + 

Lye they upon thy Hand, and be undone by em 
[Exit Mee 


33 


Char. Good your Highneſs patience. 
Cleo, In praiſing Antony, I have diſprais d Cæſar. 

Char. Many times, Madam. . 

Cleo, I am paid for't now: lead me from hence.. 

I faint ; oh Iras, Charmian *tis no matters. 

Go to the Fellow, good Alexas; bid him 

Report the Feature of Octavia, her Years, 

Her Inclination, let him not leave out | 

The colour of her Hair. Bring me word quickly, 

Let him for ever go let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 

The other way'sa Marg. Bid you Alexas- 

Bring we word how tall ſhe is: pity me, Charmian, 
But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. ['Fxec. 


S CEN. E IV. The Caſt 


Miſenum. 


of Italy, near 


Enter Pompey and Menzs at ene Door with Drum aud 
Trumpet: At another, Cæſar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno- 
barbus, Mecænas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marchings 


Pom. Your Hoſt ages I have, ſo have you mine; 

And we Mall talk before we fight. 1 

- Caf Moſt meet | 

That firſt we come to words, and therefore have we 

Our written purpoles be fore us ſent, 

Which it thou hadft conſidered, let us know, 

If 'twill fe up thy diſcontented Sword, 

And carry back to Sei much tall Youth, 

That elſe muſt periſh here. 4 
Pom. To you all three, 

The Senators alone of this great World, 

Chief Factors for the gods. I do not know, 

Wherefore my Father ſhould Revengers want, 

Having a Son and Friends; ſince Julius Cæſac, 

Whaat Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 

There ſaw you labouring for me. What was't 

That moy'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And what 

Made thee all honour'd, * Roman Brutus, 
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The Offers we have feut you 
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With the arm'd.reſt,, Courtiers of beauteous freedom; : 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 
Hath made me rig my Navy. At whoſe burden, 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant 
To ſcourge th Ingratitude that deſpiteful Rome 
Cait on my noble Father, | 
- Caf. Take your time. 

Ant, Thou can'ſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy Sits 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At Land thou know'lt. 
How much we do o'ercount thee. | 
Pa. At Land indeed 
Thou doſt ol er- count me of my Father's "Houſe. 

But ſince the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
N int as thou may {t. 

Lep. Be pleas d to tell us, 

For this isfrom the preſent now you talk 


Caf. There's the point. 5 
Ant. Which do not be inerearedt to, "but welgh 


What i it is worth embrac'd. 


Ca. And what may follow 
To try a larger Sortune. 
Perm. You have made me Offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirates; then to ſend 
Meaſures of Wheat to Rome : this e e 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear back 
Our Targets undinted. 
Ones. That's our Offer. Toes | 
Perm, Know then I came before you Hu a 7 
Prepar d, to take this Offer. But Mark Antony 
Fut me to ſome impatience; though loſe 
The praile of it by telling. You muſt know 
M hen cæſar and you: Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother came to Sici! », and did find | 
Her welcome friendly. 
Ant. 1 have heard it, Pompey, | 
And am well ſtudied fora liberal Ban, 
Which I do cwe you. 
Pom. Let me have your Hand; 
1 did not A Sir, to bave met you here, 
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Four Feaſts are toward. 


WII you lead, Lords? 
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Art. The Beds i th' Eaſt are loft, and thanks to you, 
That call'd me timelier than my purpoſe hither : 
For I have gain'd by't, 
Cæſ. Since I law you laſt, 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, 1 know not 


What counts ha d Fortune caſts upon my Face. 


But in my Boſom ſne ſhall rever come, 

To make my Heart a Vaſſal. - 
Tep. Well met here. | 
Pom, I hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed: 


I crave our (Compoſition may be written 


And ſeal'd between us. 
Caſ. That's the next to do. SER. 5 
Pom. We'll feaſt each other, ere we part, and let's 


Draw Lots who ſhall begin. 


Ant. That will {, Pompey. 
Pom. No, Antony, take the Lot: 
But firſt or laſt, your fire #9 yptian Coe kery 
Shall have the Fame. I have heard that Julius Ge av 


. Grew fat with feaſt ing there. 


Ant. Ycu have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir. 
Ant. And fair Words to them. 
.. Pom. Then ſo much have | heard. 


And I have heard Apellodorous carried 


Eno. No more ot that: he did ſo. 

Pom. What, I pray you? _ 
Eno. A certain Queen to Ceſar in a Mattrice. 
Pom. I know thee now, how far'ſt thou, Soldier? 
Eno. Well, and well am like to do, for I pe ceive 


Pom. Let me ſhake thy Hand, 


I never hated thee : 1 have ſeen thee fight, 


When I have envied thy Behaviour. TN 
Eno. Sir, I never loyd you much, but I ha? p:a's'd ye, 


When you have well deſery'd ten times as much, 
As I have laid you did. 


Poem. Enjoy thy plainneſs, 


It notbing ill becomes thee; 


Aboard my Galley, L invite you all. 
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All. Shew's the way, Sir. | 
Pom. Come. ¶ Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Meras. 
Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne er bare made 

You and I have known, Sir. en. 
Eno. At Sea, 1 think. 8 
Meu. We baye, . 

Eno. Vou have done well by Water. 
Men. And you by Land. 


Eno. T will praiſe any Manthat win praiſe me, chough 


It cannot be denied what I have done by Land. 
Men. Nor what I have done by Water, 
Eno. Yes, ſomething you can deny for your own Safe- 
ty : You have been a good Thief by Sea. 
Aen. And you by Land. 
Eno. There I deny my Land Service; but give me 


your Hand. Menas, if your Eyes had Authority, here 


they might have two Thieves kiſſing. Care. 


Men. All Mens Faces are true, what ſoe'er their Hands 


Eno. Eut there is ne'er a fair Woman, has a true 18 
Men. No flander, they ſteal Hearts. 
Eno. Me came hither > fight with you. 


Men. For my part, Iam lorry it isturn'd toa arinking, 


Demgey doth. this Day laugh away his Fortune. 
Eno. It he do, ſure he cannot weep't back again. 


Men. Y.ou've laid, 5 Sir; we look d not for Mark Ante. 


here; pray you, is he married to Clecpatra ? 
Eno. Caſar's Siſter iscall'd Octavia. 85 

Men. True, Sir, ſhe was the Wife of Caius Mir telus, 
Eno. Fut now ſhe is the 1 85 of Marius Antonius. 
Men. Pray ye, Sir. | 
Eno. I is true: | 
Men. Then is Cæſar and he for ever knit together. | 


Eno. It I were bound to Div ine of this Unity, I would 


not Propheſy ſo. 


Men. I think the Policy of that Purpoſe, made more in 


the Marriage, than the Love ofthe Parties. 


Eno. Ttilink fo too. But you ſhall find the band that 


feems to tie their Friendſhip together, will be the very 
eſtranger of their Amity : Q#avia isof a holy, cold, and 
ain Converſation. | 

Men, Who would not have his Wife ſo ? 


* ue. Not he that himſelf is not ſo; which i is Mark An- 
* 
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tony. He will to his ægyptian Diſh again; they ſhall the 
ſighs of Odtavia blow the Fire up in Caſar, and, as I 


{aid before, that which is the Strength of their Amity, 


Mall prove the immediate Author of their Variance. An- 
tony will uſe his Affection where it is. He married but 
his Occaſion here. 
Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you A- 
broad ? J have a Health for you. 
- Eno. I ſhall take it, Sir: we have us d our Throats in 
Men, Come, let's away. 
| SCENE v. Pompey's Gallery. 
Muſick Plays. 


Enter two or three Servants with a Banquet. 

1 Ser. Here they ll be, Man: ſome o their Plants are 
ill rooted: already, the leaſt Wind i'th' World will blow 
them down. 863 

2 Ser. Lepidas is high-colour'd, | 

1 Her. They have made him drink Alms drink. 

2 Ser. As they pinch one another by the P iſpoſition he 

. eries outs no more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and 
himſelf to th' drink, | | 
I Ser. But it raiſes the 


greater War between him and 
his Diſcretion. | 


2 Ser. Why this it is to have a Name in great Mens 


Fellowſhip :-1 had as lieve have a Reed that will do me 
no Service, as a Partizan I could net heave, 
I Ser. To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and not to be 


ſeen to move in't, are the holes where Eyes ſhould be, 


which pitiiully dilaſter the Chee ks. 
| | Trumpets. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, 

Mecznas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains, 
Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the low 6'th' Nile 

By certain Scale, ith' Pyramid; they know | 

By th height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if Dearth 

Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilus (wells, 

The more it promiſes; as it ebbs, the Seedſman 

Upon the Slime and Qoze ſcatters his Grain, 
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And ſhortly comes to Harveſt. 
Lep. ag ve ſtrange Serpents there. 
Ant. A LTepidus. | 
- Lep« £24k Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your mud 


| by the Operation of your Sun; ſo is your Crocodile; 


Ant. They are ſo, 

Poem. Sirrah, ſome Wine! a Health to Ee. 
_ Lep. I am not ſo well as I ſhould be : 
But I'll ne er out. 

Eno. Not till you have nept; 1 fear me, you ide lo, 
till then. 

Tep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Ptolomy” 8. Pyra- 
miſis are very goodly things; without contradiction I 
have heard that. 

Men. Zemp, a Word. 5 EY CA +. 

Pom. Say in mine Ear, whatis't ? 

Men. Forſake thy Seat, I do beſeech thee, Captain, 


And hear me ſpeak a Word, 


Pom. For me till anon. - [Whiſpers © in's Ear, 
This Wine for Lep:dus. | 
Zep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile: 5 
Ant. It is ſhap d, Sir, like it felt, and it is as bioad as 


It hath breadth; it isjuſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 


its own Organs. It lives by "that which neuriſheth it, 
and the Elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates. 
Tep. What colour is it of? 
Ant. Oſ it's own colour roo, 
Lep. Iis a ſtrange Serpent. | 
Ant. * Tis fo, and the Lears of it are wet. 
Cæſ. Will this Deſcription ſatisſie him ? 


Ant. With the Health that ada. gives him, elſe be is 
a very Epicure. 


- 


Pem. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that ? away! 
Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for ? 
Men. It for the ſake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 


| Riſe from the Stool. 


Pem. I think thou'rt mad; the matter? | 
Men, I have ever held my Cap off to thy Fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haſt ſerved me with much Faith: ; what 8 
elſe to ſay? Be jolly, Lords. 
Ant. "theſe Quick-ſands, Tepidas, 4 
Keep off them, for you fink, 
jb Mew; 


| 
; 
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Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the World? | 
Pom. What ſay ſt thou?  _ 5 7 
Men, Wilt thou be lord of the whole World ? that's 
Pom. How ſhall that bes? twice. 
Men. But entertain ĩt, and though thou think me poor, 


1 am the Man will give thee all the World. 


Pom. Haſt thou drunk well? 

Men. No, Pompey, T have kept me from the Cup: 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Jove: | 
What e er the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips, 

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. | 
Tom. Shew me which way. | 5 

Men. Theſe three World-Sharers, theſe Competitors 
Are in thy Veſſel. Let me cut the Cable. 

And when we are put off, fall to their Throats: 
All there is thine, _ . 
Pem. Ay, this thou ſhouldſt have done. 

And not haye ſpoken on't. In me tis Villany, 

In thee thad been good Service: thou muſt know, 
*Tis not my Profit that does lead my Honours 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e er thy Tongue, 


Hath ſo betray'd thine Act. Being done unknown, 
I ſhould have found it aſterwards well dope; 


But muſt condemn it now. Deſiſt, and drink. 
Men. For this I'll never follow 
Thy pall'd Fortunes more; WI 
Who ſeeks and will not take, when once tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more, 
Pom. This Health to Tepidus. 
Ant. Bear him aſhore, 


I'n pledge it for him, | Pompey. 


Eno. Here's to thee, Menas. 
Men, Enobarbus, welcome. 


Por. Fill ill the Cup be bid. [pidus 


Eno. There's a ſtrange Fellow; Menas. [ Pointing to Le- 
Men. Why? {not ? 
Eno. A bears the third part of the World, Man! ſeeſt 


Men. The third part then is drunk; would it were all, 


that it might go on Wheels, 
Eno. Drink thou, encreaſethe Reels. 
Men. Come. ö i 
Pom, This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaſt. 


Ant. 
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Ant. It ripens towards it; ſtrike the Veſſels hoa. 
Here's to Cæſar. 

Cæſ. I could well forbear* t it's monſtrous Labour 
when I waſh my Brain, and it grows fouler. 

Ant. Be a Child o'th' time. 


Caſe. Poſſeſs it, I'll make anſwer ; but I had rather 


faſt from all, four Nays, than drink ſo much in one. 
Eno. Ha, my braye Emperor, ſhall we dance nov the 
Egyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink? 
Pom. Let's ha't, good Soldier. 
Ant. Come let's all take Hand s, 
Till that the conquering Wine hath * our. Senſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Leihe. 
| Eno. All take Hands: 
Make battery to our Ears with the loud Mufi ck, 
The while, Fl place you, then the Boy ſhall fing. 
The holding every man ſhall beat as loud, 
As his ſtrong Sides the volly. 


Maficł plays, Enobarbus places them Hand in Rack 
The SONG. 


Come thou Menarch of the Vine, 

Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyae, 

In thy Fats our Cares be drown d: 

With thy Grapes our Hairs be crown . 
Cup us till the World go round, 
Cup ws till the World go round. 


Caf. What would you more: ?. Pompey good Nights. - 
Good Brother | 
Let me requeſt you off; our graver Buſineſs _ 
Frowns at this Levity, Gentle Lords, let's part, 
You ſee we have burnt our Cheek. Strong Enobarbe- 
Is weaker than the Wind; and mine own Tongue. 
Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 
Antickt us all. What needs more Words, good N 
Good Antem, your Hand. | 
Pom, I'll try you on the Shore. | 
Hat, And ſhall, Sir, give's your Hand, 
Tem. Oh, Anten, you have my Father Houſe 
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But what, we're Friends? Come dovvyn into the Boat 
Eno. Take heed you fall not. | 
Aen. FH not on Shoax. =... 

No, to my Cabin= theſe Drums ! 

Theſe Trumpets, Flutes! what! 

Let Neptune hear, we bid aloud farewell 


Io theſe great Fellows, Sound and be hang' d, ſound out. 


[ Sound a Fl uriſb with Drums. 
nc. Hoo ſays a! There's my Cap. | 
Men. Hoa, noble Captain, come. [ Exeunt, 


oF bo ko obo bo bofofokoboboboloboboto bebo ph hc 
CVVT 
SCENE 4 Camp. 


Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacorus 


born before him, Roman Soldiers and Attendants, 
Fen. OW darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now 


Make me revenger. Bear the King's Sen's Body 
Before our Army; thy Pacirus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Craſſus. 


Rom. Noble FVentidius, 
Whiiſt yet with Parth:an Blood thy Sword is warm, 


The Fugitive Parthians follow, Spurn through Media, 


Meſcpotamia, and the ſhelters, whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony 


Shall ſet thee on triumphant Chariots, an 


Tut Garlands en thy Head. 


Ven. Oh Silius, Silius, 
J baye done enough. A lower Place, note well, 


May make too great an Act. For learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our Deed 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him we ſerv's away. 
Ceſar and Antony have ever won | | 


More in their Officer, than Perſons Seſias, 


One of my Place in Syrza, his Lieutenant, 

For quick Accumulation of Renown, 

Which he atchiey'd by th' Minute, loſt his Favour. 

Who does i'th' Wars more than his Captain can, 
0 Becomes 


Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Craſſus death, 
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Becomes his Captain's Captain: And Ambitien, 
The Soldier's Virtue, rather makes choice of Loſs 
J ban Gain, which darkens him. 
could do more to do Antbonius good, 
But twould offend him; and in his Offence, 
Should my perſormance periſh. _ - hs 
Nom. Thou haſt, Ventidius, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtintion : 
Thou wilt write to Antony. 
. Ven. I'll humbly ſignifie what in his Name, 
That magical word War, we have effected: 
How with his Banners, and his well paid Ranks, 
That neer-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia | 
Me haye jaded out o'th' Field, 
Neem. Where is he now? | | 
« Ven. oy purpoſeth to Athens; whether with what 
| aſte | „ 
The weight we muſt convey with's, will permit, 
We ſhall appear before him. On there, pals along. [Ex, 


n r 


Enter Agrippa at one Do:r, Enobarbus at anctber. 
Hor. What, are the Brothers parted ? 
Eno, They have diſpatch'd wit?. Poxzpey, be is gone, 
The other three are Sealing. Octavia weeps 
To part from Rome : Cæſar is lad, and Lepidus 
Since Permpey's Feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled 
With the Green-lickneſs. 
Agr. Iis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fine one; oh, how he loves Caſar, 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Anteny. 
Eno. Caſas? why he's the Jupiter of Men. 
Apr, What's Antony, the God of Jupiter? 
Eno. Speak you of Ceſar ? Oh! the non- pareil! 
Z gr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian Bird! EET: 
Eno. Would you praile Cæſar, ſay Ceſar, go no further. 


Her. Indeed he plied them both with excellent Praiſes. 


Euo. But he loves Cafar beſt, yet he loves Anteny : 
Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Scribes, Bards, Poets, can- 


not | 
Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number; ho, 
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His love to Antony, But as for Cæſar, 
Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder 

Agr. Beth he loves. 1 

Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle, ſo - 
This is to Horſe; adieu, noble Agripa, Trumpei s. 

Auer. Good Fortune, worthy Soldier, and farewel, 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Bepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant. No farther, Sir. 

Cæſ. You take from mea great part of my ſelf: 
Ufe me well in' t. Siſter prove ſuch a Wife 


As my Thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Bond 


Shall paſs on thy approf. Moſt noble Antony, 
Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our Love, 

To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 

The Forti Fit ; for better might we 


_ Haveloy'd without this mean, if on both parts 


This be not cheriſnt. | 
Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt, | 
Cæſ. 1 laid. 

Ant. You ſhallnot find, 


Though you be certain curious, the leaſt cauſe 


For what you ſeem to fear; ſo the Gods keep you, 
And make the Hearts ot Romans ſerve your Ends: 
We will here part. 

Caf. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, fare thee well, 
The Elements be kind. to thee, and make 
Thy Spirits all of Comfort, fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble Brother! 

Ant. The April's in her Eyes, itis Love's Spring, 

And theſe the Showers to bring it on; be chearful. 
OR. Sir, leok well to my Husband's Houſe ; and 
Cæſ. What Octavia. | | 
O4. I'll tell you in your Ear, 

Ant. Her Tongue will not obey her Heart, nor can 
Her Heart inform her Tongue, the Swan's Down- feather, 
That ſtands upon the Swell at full of Tide; 

And neither way incline:, 
Eno. Will Cæſar weep ? 
Agr. He hasa Cloud in's Face, 1 | 
Eno. He were the worle tor that were he a Horſe ſo 
is he being a Man. As. 
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Agr. Why, Encharbus ? 

When Antony found Julius Ceſar dead, 

He cried almoſt to roaring: And he wept, 
M hen at Philippi he found Brutus (lain, 


Eno. That Year indeed, he was croubled with 4 


Rheum, 

What willingly he did confound; he wail d; 
Believ'c till I weep too. 
_ * Cafe, No, ſweet OFavza, 
You ſhall hear from me ſtill; the time ſhall not 
OQut-go her thinking on y cu. 
Ant. Come Sir, come, 
T wreſtle with you in my Strength of Love. 
Look here have you thus let you 8% 
And give you to the Gods. 

Caf. Adieu, be happy. 

ln Let all the number of the Cre give Light 


o thy fair way. 5 
pro's Farewel, . | [LK ;ſſes Octavia. 
Ant. Fare wel. [ Trumpets ſound, Exeunt. 


[SCENE Ill. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas. 
' Cleo, Where is the Fellow ? 
| Alex, Half afear d to come, 
Cleo. Go to, go to: come hither, Fs 
Enter the Meſſenger as before. 
Alex. Good Majeſty, Hered of Jewry dare not look 
upon you, but when you are well plzas' d. 


Cleo. That Hered's Head, I'll ha ve; but how 2 When 


Antony is gone, through whom 1 might command it. 
Come thou near, 
- Meſ, Moſt gracious Majeſty... 
Clea. Didſt thou behold Octavia? 
Meſ. Ay, dread Queen. 
Cleo. Where? 
Me /. Madam, in Rome, I lookt her inthe Face; 
And ſaw her led between her Brother and 
Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Is tho as tall as me ? 


Ma: 


e 
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Moſ. She is not, Madam. | 
Cleo, Didit hear her {peak ? is ſhe ſhril-tongu'd or low ? 


Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak, ſhe is low-voic'd. - 


Cleo, That's not ſo good; he cannot like her lon 
Char, Like her? Oh us tis impoſſible. fiſhs 
leo. I think ſo, Charmian; dull of Tongue and Dwar- 
What Majeſty is in her Gate ? remember 
If e er thou look ſt on Majeſty. 
Meſ. She creeps; 
Her Motion and her Station areas one : 
She ſhews a Body, rather than a Life. 
A Statue, than a Breather, 
Cleo. Is this certain? 
Meſ. Or I have no Obſeryance. 
Char. Three in Egypt cannot make better note. 
Cleo, He's very knowing, I do perceiv't, 
There's nothing in her yet. 
The Fellow has good Judgment. 
Char. Excellent. 
Cleo. Gueſs at her Years, I prithee : 
Meſ. Madam, ſhe was a Widow, 
. Clev. Widow, Charmian, hark. 
Meſ. And Ido think ſhe's thirty. + Fround? 
. Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her Face in Mind? is't long or 
Meſ. Round even to Faultineſs. 
Cleo. For the moſt Part too, they are fooliſh that are ſo, 
Her Hair, what Colour? 
Meſ. Brown, Madam; and her Forehead 
As low as ſhe' would with it. 
Cleo. There's Gold for thee. 
Thou muſt not take my former Sharpneſs ill, 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Moſt fit tor Buſineſs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd, | 
Char. A proper Man, | J 
Cleo, Indeed he is ſo: I repent me much 
That I fo harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing, Ts 
Char, Nothing, Madam. 
4 Cleo. The Man hath ſeen ſome Majeſty, and ſhould 
now. 


Char, Hath he ſeen Majeſty ? Ms elſe defend ! 
1 
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And ſerving you ſo long. (mian * 
Cleo. 1 have one Thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 
But tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
Wbere I will write: All may be well enough. . 
| Char. ] warrant youz * | [ Exeunt. 


Enter N and Odavia. 

Ant. Nay, Nay, Octavia, not only that, : 
That were exculable, that and ten thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd 
New Wars gainſt Pompey; made his Will, and read it 
To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me; 

When perforce he could not | 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold and fickly 
He vented them; moſt narrow Meaſure lent me; 
When the beſt hint was given him, he 0 er- look d 
Or did it from his Teeth. 
Oct. Oh, my good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chanee, ne er ſtood between 
Praying for both Parts: The good Gods will mock me, 
When 1 ſhall praying, oh bleſs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh bleſs my Brother. Husband win, win | Brother; 
Prays, and deſtroys the Prayer, no midway 
*T wixt theſe Extreams at all. 

Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your beſt Love draw to char point which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it: If I loſe mins Honour, 

I loſe myſelf; better I were not yours, 

Than yours ſo Branchleſs. But as you requeſted, 
Your ſelt ſhall go between's ; the mean Time, Lady, 
I'll raiſe the Preparation of a War 

Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte 

So your Deſires are yours. 

Oct. Thanks to my Lord, 

J he Jove of Power make me moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Your Reconciler: Wars twixt you twain would be, 


As if the World ſhould cleave, and that lain _— 4 
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Should fodder up the Kifs. 
Ant. When it appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your Diſpleaſtire that way, for our Faults 
Can never be ſo equal, that your Love 
Can equally move with them. Previde your going, 
Chuſe your own Company, and command what Colt 
Your Heart has mind to. [ Exeunt, 
Enter Enobarbus and Eros. 
Eno. How now, Friend Eros? 
Ercs, There's ſtrange News come, Sir. 
En). What, Man? 
Eres, Caſar and Lepidus have made War upon Pompey. 
Eno, This is old, what is the Succeſs? : 
Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the Wars'gainſt 
Pompey : Freſently denied him Rivalty, would not let 
him partake of the Glory of the Action, and nut reſting 
here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Upon his own Appeal ſeizes him, to the poor 
I hird is up, till Death enlarge his Confine. 
| Eno. Then would thou hadit a pair of Chaps no more, 
and throw between them all the Fcod thou haſt, they'il 
grind the other. Where's Antony ? 
Eros. He's walking in the Garden thus; and ſpurns 
The Ruſh that lies before him. Cries, Fool Zepidus, 
And threatens the Throat of that his Officer, 
That-murder'd Pompey. 
Eno. Our great Navy's rigg'd. | 
Eros. For Italy and Cæſar: more Domitius, 
My Lord deſires you preſently ; my News 
I might have told hereafter. | [ tony, 
Euo. *T will be nought, but let it bez bring me to Au- 
Eros, Come, Sir, [ Exeunt, 


o 


Enter Czſar, Agrippa, and Mecznas, 


Cæſ. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more, 
In Alexandria; here's the matter of it: 


I'th Market place on a Tribunal ſilyer' d, 
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Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 

Were publickly enthron d; at the Feet ſat 
Cæſario whom they call my Father's Son, 

And all the unlawful Iſſue, that their Luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the ſtabliſnment of Egypt, made her 
Of lower Hria, Qprus, Ydia, 

Abſolute Queen. 

Mec. This in the publick Eye? 

Cæſ. I'th common ſhew- place where they exerciſe, 
His Sons were there proclaim'd the Kings ef Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolomy he aſſign d 
Syria, Cilicia, and Phanicia : She. - 

In the Habiliments of the Goddeſs [is 

That day appear'd and oft before gave Audience 
As tis reported, ſo. 

'  Mec. Let Rome be thus inform'd, 

Agr. Who queaſie with his Inſolence already, 

Will their good Thoughts call from him. 

Ca/. The People know it. 

And have now receiv*d his Accuſations... . 

Agr. Whom does he accuſe 2 

Cæſ. Ceſar, and that having i in Sicily 

Sextus Pompetts ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 

His Part o'th' Iſle. Then does he ſay, he lent me 

Some Shipping unreſtor d. Laſtly he frets 

That Lepidus of the Triumvirate 

Should be depos'd, and being, that we detain 

All his Revenue. 

3 Sir, this ſhould he anſwer' d. 

Caf. lis done already, and his Meſſenger gone: 

J told him Tepidys was grown too crue!, 

That he his high Authority-abus'd, 

And did deſerye his Chance. For what I have conquer d, 

I grant him Part; but then in his Armenia, 

And other of his conquer 'd Kingdoms, I 

Demand the like, | 

Meo. He'll nover yield to that. 

Cæſ. Nor muſt not then be yielded to in this. 
Enter Octavia witb Attendants. 
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on, Hail Cæſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear c 


Caſ. That ever I ſhould call thee Caſt away. 
O. Vou have not call d me fo, nor have you cauſe, 
Caf, Why haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus; you came not 
Like Caſar's Siſter ; the Wife of Antony 
Should have an Army for an Ufher, and 
The neighs of Horſe, to tell of her Approach, 
Long ere the did appear. The trees by th' way 
Should have born Men, and ExpeRation fainted 
Lorging for what it had not. Nay, the Duſt 
Should have aſcended to the Roof of Heav' n, 
Rais'd by your populous Troops : But you are come 
A Market-Maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oſtentation of our Love; which left unthewn, 
Is often left unloy'd; we ſhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying every Stage 
With an augmented Greeting. 
Oct. Good my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it 
On my free Will. My Lord, Mark Antony, 
earing that you prepar'd for War, acquainte 
My grieving Ear withal ; whereon I begg'd 
His Pardon for return. 
Caſ. Which ſoon he granted, 
Being an abſtract tween his Luſt and him. 
Oc. Do not ſay ſo, my Lord. 
i. | have Eyes upon him, 
And his Affairs come to me on the Wind: 
M here is he now ? | 
. 04, My Lord, in Athens. | 2 
Cæſ. No, my moſt wronged Siſter; Cleopatra, 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his Empire 
Up toa Where, who noware levying 
The Kings o'th' Earth for War. He bath aſſembled, 
Bachus the King of Lybia, Archilaus 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelphus King | 
Of Fapblagenia; the Torasian King Adallas, 
King Malichus of Arabia, King of Pont, 


I Herodot Jewry, Mithridates king 


Ot Comagene, Pelemen and Am intas, 
The King of AMede, and Hcas nia, 
With a more larger Liſt of Scepters. 


Od. Ay me moſt wretched, - 
| S That 
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That have my Heart parted betwixt two Friends, 
That do attiteach ether, 
_ . Caſ, Welcome hither; _ 
Your Letters did with-hold our beg forth 
Till we perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 

And we in negligent Danger; cheer your Heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives, 
Oer your Content; theſe ſtrong Neceſſities, 
But let determin d things to Deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothin 5 more dear to me. You are abusd 
Beyond the Mark of Thought ; and the high Gods 
To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters on | 
Of us, and thoſe that love you, Be of Comfort, 
And ever welcome to us 

Agr. Welcome Lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear Mad 
Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you; 
Only th adulterous Anteny, molt large 
In his Abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent Regiment to a r rel 
That Noſes it againſt us. 

O. Is it fo, Sir? 

Cefſ. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome ; pray) ou 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ſt Sifler ¶ZExeum. 


S 2 EN E VI. Acium. 


Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 

Cleo. Lwill be even with thee; douht it not. 

Eno. But why, why, why? 

Cleo. Thou haſt Robes my being in theſe Wars; 

And ſay'ſt it is not fit. 

Eno, Well; is it, is it? 

Cleo. Is t not denounc'd againſt us; > why ſhould not 
ve be there in Perſon ? 

Eno, Well, 1 could reply ; if we ſhould ſerye with 
Horſe and Mares together, the Horſe were merely luſt; 
the Mares would bear a Soldier and his Horſe, 

Cleo. What is't you ſay? 

Eno. Your Preſence needs muſt puzzle Ant | 
Taks from his Heart, take from his Brain, take from's Ti * 

| What 
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What ſhould not then he ſpar'd. He isalready 
Traduc'd for Levity, and *tis ſaid in Rime, 
That Phctinus an Enuch, and your Maids, 


i Manage this War. 


Cleo. Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot 
That ſpeak againſt us. A charge we bear i'th' War, 
And as the Preſident of my Kingdom will 
Appeaꝛ there for a Man, Speak not againſt it, 
Iwill not ſtay behind. Wes 

- Enter Antony and Canidius. 

Eno. Nay I.have done, here comes the Emperor. 

Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Cani dias, 

That from Tarentum, and Brun duſium, 
He could fo quickly cut th Inian Sea, 
And take in Tyne? You, have heard on't, Sweet? 

Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the Negligent. $6 

Ant. A good Rebuke, | 


Which might have well becom'd the beſt of Men 
To taunt a Slackneſs. Canidius, we 


Will figbt with him by Sea. 
Cleo. By Sea, what elle ? | 
Can, Why will my Lord do ſo? 
Ant, For that he dares usto't. 
Eno. So hath my Lord dar'd him to ſingle fight. 
Can. Ay, and to wage his Battle at Pharſalia, 


Where Ca ſar fought with Pompey. But theſe Offers, 


Which ſerve not for his Vantage, he ſhakes off, 
And ſo ſnould you. | EE 

Eno. Your Ships are not well Mann'd, 
Your Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People 
Ingroſt by ſwift Impreſs. In C ſars Fleet 
Are thole that often have gainſt Poxpey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: No dilgrace 
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Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 
Beirg prepar'd for Land. | 


Ant, By Sea, by Sea. | 
Eno. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away, 
The abſolute Soldierſhip you haye by Land, 
Diſtract your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of War-mark'd Footmen, leave unexecuted 
Your on renowned Knowledge, quite forego 
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T he way which promiles Aſſurance, ard | 
Giye up your {elf merely to chance and hazard, 
From frm Security. | 

Ani. 11] fight at Sea. | 

Cleo. I bave fixty Sails, C ar: none better, 

Ant. Our overplus of Shipping will we burn, 
And with the reſt full. mann d, from th' Heart of Adium, 
Beat the approaching Cæſar. But if we fail, 
Me then can doꝰt at Land. 

Enter a Meſſengere 

Thy Buſineſs? 

Mef.* The News is true, my Lord, he 1 is deſcried, 


| Caſar has taken Toryne. 


Ant. Can he be there in Perſon ! Tis impoſible 
Strange, that his Power ſhould be ſo. Canidius, 
Our nineteen Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 

Ard our twelve thouſand Horſe, We'll 15 our Ship, 
Away, my Thetis, + 
Enter a Sol dier. 

Hc.w now, worthy Soldier? 

Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not to rotten Planks: Do you miſdoubt 
This Sword, and theſe my Wounds ? let th zz yptans 
And the Phanticians goa Ducking : we | 
Have us'd to Conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 


And fighting foot to foot. 


Ant. Well, well, away. [Fxe. Art. Cleo. and Bb 

Sold. By HorcalesT think 1 am 1 'th' right, 

Can. Soldier thou art: but the whole Action grows 
Not in the power on t: ſo our Leade:s lead, 


And we are Womers Men. 


Sold. You keep by Land 
The Legions and the Horle whole, do you not ? 
Ven. Marius Offauiis, Marcus qu lus, 
Publiccla, and Celius, are for Sea: 
But we keep whole by Land. This ſpeed of Cæſar 8 
Carries bey ond belief. 
Sold. M hile he was yet in Rome 
His Power went out in ſuch diſtractiors, 
As beguil'd all Spies. 
Can. Who's his Lieutenant, hear you g 


Ae They ſay, one Du : 
| | Can. | 
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Can. Well, I know the Man. | 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Meſ. The Emperor calls Canidizs, [ forth 
Can, With Newsthe Time's in Labour, and throws 


Each minute, {omse. | [ Exeunts 


Enter Czlar with his Army marching. 
Cœſ. Terus ? | 
Tr. My Lord. [ Battle 
Caſe Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not 
J ill we have done at Sea, Do not exceed 
The Preſeript of this Scrou! : Our Fortune lies 
Upon this jump. n 
Enter Antony, and Enobarbus. | 
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o th Hill, 
In Eye of Ceſar's Battle, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold, 


And ſo proceed arcordingly. I[Exit. 


Canidius marehing with his Land Army ene way over the 
Stage and Torus the Lieutenant of Cæſar the ether way: 
after their geirg in, is heard the noiſe ef a Sea-fig.ot. A- 

larum. Enter Enobarbus, 


Eno. Naught,naught,all naught,I can behold no longer; 

Thantoniad the Ag yptian Admiral, 

With all their ſixty fly, and turn the Rudder: 

To ſee't, mine Eyes are blaſted, 
PN Enter Scarus. 
Scar. Gods, and Goddeſſes, all the whole Synod of them 
Eno, What's thy Paſſion ? | 

Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loſt 

With very ignorance, we have kiſs'd away 

Kingdoms and Frovinces. | 
Eno, How appears the Fight ? 

Scar. On our fide like the Teken'd Peſtilence, 
Where Death is ſure. Your ribauld Nag of Egypt, 
(Whom Leproly o er,) i'the' very midſt o'th' fight, 
When Vantage like a pair of Twins appear'd 
Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder; 

T he Breeze upon her, like a Cow in June, 

Hoiſts Sails, and flies. 
Eno. That I beheld : 


8 Mine 


54 auen and Cleopatra. 
Mine Eyes did ſicken at the fight, and could nos 


Irdure a further view. 
Scar. She once being looft; 
T he noble ruin of her Magick, Antony, | 
Claps on his Sea-wing, and like a doating Mallard 
Leaving the Fight in heighth, fies after her: 
I never ſaw an Action of ſuch ſhame; 
Experience, Manhood, Honour ne er before, 
Lid violate fo it felk. | 
Eyo, Alack, alack. 
Enter ( 3 | 
Can. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 
Ard finks moſt lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well: 
Ohhe has given example for our flight, 
Mott groſly by his own. 
Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then good night 
Can. Toward Peloponneſus are they fled. . 
Scar. I is eaſy to't. 
And there I will attend what further comes. 
Can, To Calar will render 
My Legions and my Horſe, ſix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 
Eno, I'll yet follow _ 
The wounded chance of Auteny, chough my Reaſon 
Sitsin the Wind againſt me. 
Enter Antony with Attendants, | 
Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upon 5 
It is aſham d to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
J am ſo lated in the World, that I 
Have loſt my way for ever, I have a Ship 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it ; fly, 
- And make your peace with Cæſar. 
Omnes. Fly] Not we. 
Ant, 1 have fled my lelf, and have :nfruced Cowards 
To run, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 
I have my felf refolv'd upon a courſe, EN 
Which has no need of you. Be gone, 
My Trealure's in the Harbour. Take i. Ob, 
I tollow'd that I bluſh to look upon, 
My very Hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
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For fear, and doating. Friends, be gone, you ſhall 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for yu. Pray you look not fad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſs; take the hint 
VM hich my Deſpair proclaims. Let them be leſt 
Which leave themſelves. To the Sea- ſide ſtraight · way: 
I will poſſeſs you of that Ship and Treaſure, 
Leave me, I pray, alittle; pray you now 
Kay, do ſo; for indeed J have loſt command, 
Therefore, I pray you'll fee you by and by. L Sits demm. 
Enter Cleopatra, Jed by Cha mian and Eros. 
Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him. 
Iras. Do, moſt dear Queen. 
Char, Do ? why, what elſe ? 
Cleo. Let me fit down; Oh Jane! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 
Eros. See you here, Sir? 
Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie, 
Char. Madam, 3 
Tat. Madam, Oh good Empreſs, 
i., 2s | 
Ant. Yes, my Lord, yes; he at PHilippi kept 
His Sword e' en like a Dancer, while I ſtrook 
The lean and wrinkled Caſſius, and twas L 
That the mad Brutus ended; he alone 
Deait on Lieutenantry, and no practice had | 
In the brave ſquares of War; yet now—no matter 
Cleo. Ah ſtand by. Fe By 
Eros. The Queen, my Lord, the Queen 
Tras, Go to him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 
He is unqualited with very ſhame, ' 
Cleo. Well then, ſuſtain me: Oh ? | 
Eros. Moſt noble Sir, ariſe, the Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will ſeize her, but 
Your comfort makes the reſcue. 
Ant. I have offended Reputation; 
A moſt unnoble ſwerving | 
Eros, Sir, the Queen, 
Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, Agypt? ſee 
How convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 
By looking back, on what I have left behind 
Stroy d in diſhonour, gee | 
(beo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; 
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Forgive my fearful Sails; 1 little thought 
You would have followed. | 


f 


| Ant. Agypt, thou knew ſt too well, | | R 
| My Heart was to thy Rudder ty'd by th'ſtring. +» 
| And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after. O'er my Spirit H 
| The full Supremacy thou knew ſt, and that 1 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the Gods A 
. Command me. | — N 
a Cleo. Oh, my pardon. St 
Int. Now I muit | = 
To the young Man ſend humble treaties; dodge N 
And palter in the ſhift of lowneſs, who | 
With half the bulk o'th' World play'd as I pleas'd, I. 
Making and marring Fortunes. You did know Oo 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that E 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 0 
Obey it on all cauſe. Sh 
Cleo. Pardon, pardon. | | 1 5 
Ant. Fell nota Tear, I ſay, one of them rates „ 
All that is won and loſt; Give me a Kiſs, : Te 
Even this repays. | Fr 
We {ent our Schoolmaſter, is he come back 2 | Ar 
Love I am full of Lead; ſome Wine Fr 
Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knows, Fn 
We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers Blows. [ Exe. * 
ENEV. Czlar's Camp. | Wi 
Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with others. 
Cæſ. Let bim apf ear that's come from Antony. 13 855 An 
Know you him? | In 
Del. Caſar, tis his Schoolmaſter, | l 
An Argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He ſends ſo poor a Pinnion of his Wiug. 
V: hich had ſuperfluous Kings for Meflepgers, 
Not many Moons gore by. | 
Enter Ambaſſader from Antony. 0 
Cuaſ. Approach and ſpeak. 7 4 
Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 1 
J was of late as petty to his ends, 5 wed 
As is the Morn-deiy on the Myrtle Leaf Lo! 
To his grand Se . | Exe 
. af Fri 
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' Caſe. Beꝰt ſo, declare thine Office. 
Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Ægypt; which not granted 
He leſſens his Requeſts, and to thee ſues | 
Jo let him breath between the Heav'ns and Earth: 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy Greatneſs ; 
Submits her to thy Might, and of thee craves, 
The Circle of the Ptolomies for her Heirs, 
| Now *azarded to thy Grace, 
Cxſ. For Antony, | 
] have no Ears to his Requeſt. The Queen, 
Of Audience, nor Deſire ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From #g ypþt drives her ill-diſgraced Friend, 
Or take his Life there, This, if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
- Amb. Fortune puriue thee. | | 
Cæſ. Bring him thro' the Bands: [ Exit Ambaſſador. 
To try thy. Eloquence, now tis time, dilpatch, | 
From Antony. win Cleopatia, ' Tb Thidiavs. 
And in our. Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers* Women are not 
In their beſt Fortunes ſtrong ; but Want will perjure 
The ne'er. touch'd Veſtal. Try thy. Cunning, Thidias,. 
Make thine own Edict for thy pains, which we 
Will anſwer as a Law. | | 
i Thi d. Cæſar, J go. ; 7 
Ce/. Obſerve how Antony, becomes his flaw, 
And what thou thinkeſt his very Action ſpeaks: 
In every power that moves. 88 
Toid. Cæſur, I ſhall. [ Exeunts. 


SCENE VIII. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Egobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 
Cleo. M hat ſhall we do, Enobarbus? 
Ens. Think, and die. g 
Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his Wilt 
Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fied 
From that great Face of war, whole ſeveral ranges 
Frighted each other? Why. ſhould he follow ?. 
ä 
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The itch of his Affection ſhould not then 

Have nickt his Captainſhip, at ſuch a point, 
When halt to half the World oppos d, he being 
The meer queſtion. Tis a ſhame no leſs 

Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying Flags, 


And leave his Navy gazing. 


Cleo. Prithee Peace. 8 
Enter Antony with the Ambaadcr. 
Ant. Is this his Anſwer? - | 
Amb. Ay, my Lord. . 
Ant. The Queen ſhall then have courteſie, 
So ſhe will yield us up. | 
Amb. He ſays lo. 
Ant. Let her know't. 
To the Boy Cæſar ſend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill thy Wiſhes to the brim, 
With Principalities. 
les. That Head, my Lord? 
Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Roſe 
Of Youth upon him: from which, the World ſhould note 


Something particular; his Coyn, Ships, Legions, 


May be a Coward's, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the Service of a Child, as ſoon 
As ith' Command of Cæſar. I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay Compariſons apart, Es 
And anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword, 


— 


Our {elves alone; I'll write it, follow me. ¶ Ex. Antony, 


Eno. Ves, like enough : hye-battel'd Cæſar will 
Unſtate his Happineſs, and be ſtag'd to th' ſhew 
Againſt a Sworder, I ſee Mens Judgments are 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 


Do draw the inward quality after them 


To ſuffer all alike, That he ſhould dream, 
Krowirg all Meaſures, the full Ceſar will 


Anſwer his Emptinefs; Czſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 


His Judgment too. 
; Enter a Servant. 
Ser. A Meſſenger from Cæſar. | 
Cleo. What, no more Ceremony? See my Women, 
Againſt the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Noſe, 
That kneel'd unto the Buds. Admit him, Sir. 
Eno. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare 
| ; | OE 
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The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make | 

Our faith meer Folly : yet he that can endure: 

To follow with: Allegiance a fall n Lord, 

Do's corquer him that did his Maſter conquer, 

And earns a place i tl Story. 


Enter Thidias. 
Cleo. Cœſar's Will. | 
_ Thid, Hear it apart, 
Cleo. None but Friends; a9 boldly. 
Thid. So happly are they Friends to Anteny. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Cæſar has; 
Or needs not us. If Cæſgar pleaſe, our Maſter 
Will leap to be his Friend: For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, and that is Ceſar's. { treats 
Thid. So. Thus then thou moſt renown'd, Ceſar in- 
Not to conſider in what Cale thou ſtand'R. | 
Further than he is Ceſar. 
Cleo. Go on, right Royal. 
Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you far'd him. 
Cleo. Oh! [ Aides, 
Thid. The Scars upon your Honour, therefore he 
Do's pity, as conſtrained Blemiſhes, 
Not as deſerved. — 
Cleo He is a God, and knows what is moſt rig ht. 
Mire Honour was not yielded, but corquer'd meerly. 
Eno, To be ſure of that, 1 will ask Aut ny. 
Sir, Sir, thou art fo leaky. 
That we muſt leave thee to ch y ſinking, for 
Thy deareſt quit thee. - - Exit Eno. 
Ibid. Shall 1 ſay to Ceſar, ; | 
What you require of him: tor he partly begs 
To be defir'd to gire. It much would pleale him, 
That of his Fo tunes you would make a Sta 
To lean upon, But it would warm his Spirits, 


To hear from me you had left Anteny, lord 
And put your ſelf under his Shroud the univerſal Land- 


(leo. What's your Namæ? 
Thid. My Name is IHidias. 
Clec. Moſt kind Meſſenger: 
Say to great Caſas this in ditputation; 
J kils bis conqu'ring Hand. Lell him, Lam prompt 
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Fo lay my Crown at's Feet, and there to knee!, 
Tell him, that from his all-obeying Breath 
I hear the doom of Zgypt. 
Thid. *Tis your noble Courſ: : 
Wiidom and Fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No Chance may ſhake it, Give me Grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand- 5 
Cleo. Your Cæſar's Father oft, | 
When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his Lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd Kiſſes. | | 
Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 
Ant. Favours! by Jove that thunders. 


What art thou, Fellow? 
" Th:z4; Ove that but performs 

The bidding of the fulleſt Man, and worthieſt 

To have Command obey'd. 


[Seeing Thidias kiſs 1 


Ene. You will be whipp'd. | l [Devils? 


Ant. Approach there — ah you Kite! Now. Gods 


and. 


Authority melts from me of late. When I cry'd hoa! 


Like Boys unto a Muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry your Will. Have you no Ears? 


I am Antony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him. 


| J Sar 4 Sore. 
Eno, "Tis better playing with a Lion's Whelp, 
Tham with an old one d) ing. 
Ant. Moon and Stars; 


Mhip him: were twenty of the greateſt Trihutaries 


That do acknowledge Ceſar, ſhould 1 find them 


So ſawey with the Hand of ſhe here, what's her Name: 


Since ſhe was Cleopatra — Whip him, Fellows 
Till like a Boy you ſee him cringe his Face, 
And whine aloud for Mercy. Take him hence. 
Thid. Mark Antony — | | 
Ant. Tug him away; being whipt, 
Bring him again, the Jack of Cz/ar's ſhall _ 


Pear us an Errand to him. [ Exeunt with Thidias, 


You were half blaſted ere I knew you: Ha! 
ave | my Pillow left unpreſt in Rome. 
For born the getting of a lawful Race, 

| © 


{ | y = 


And 


— — — m 7˙·˙ 


Antony and Cleopatra. 

And by a Gem of Women, to be abus d 
By one that looks on Feeders? 

Cleo. Good, my Lord- 

Ant. You have been a Beggler ever, 
But when we in our Viciouſnzis grew hard, 
Oh miſery on't, the wile Gods teal cur Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear Judgments, make us 
Adore our Errors, laugh. at's while we ftrut 
To. our Confuſion, 7 

Cleo. Oh, is't come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a Morſel, cold upon 
Dead Cæſar's Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment 
Of Cneius Pempey s, beſides what hotter Hours 
Unregiſtered in vulgar Fame you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For I am ſure, 
Though you can guels what Temperance ſhould be, 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo. Wherefore is this? 

Ant, To let a Fellow that will take Rewards, 
And ſay, Gad quit you, be familiar with | 
My Play-fellow, your Hand ; this Kingly Seal, 
And plighter of high Hearts! - O that | were | 
Upon the Hill of Baſan, to out- roar 
The horned Herd, tor I have Savage Cauſe. 
And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd Neck, which does the Hangman thank. 
For being yare about him. Is he whip'd? 

Enter a Servant with Thidias, 


Ser. Soundly, my Lord. "TIM 


Ant. Cry'd he ? and begg'd a pardon ?- 

Ser. He did ask Favour. 

Ant. If that thy Father live, let him repent 
Thou waſt not made his Daughter; and be thou ſorry 
Jo follow Cæſar in his Triumph, ſince 
Thou haſt been whipp'd, for following him. Henceforth 
The white Hand ora Lady Feaver thee, 
Shake to look on't, Go get thee back to Cæſar, 
Tell him thy Entertainment: look thou ſay, 
He makes me angry with him. For he ſeems 
Proud and diſdeimul, har ping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry, 
And at this time moſt eaſie tis to do't; 

| | When 
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When my good Stars, that were my ſormer guides, 
Have empty leit their Orbs, and ſhot their Fires, 
Into the Abiſm of Hell, If he millike 
My Speech, and what is done, tell him he has 
Hiparchus, my enfranched Bond man, whom 
He may at plcalure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he ſhall like, to quit me. Urge it thou: . 
Hence with ſtripes, be gone. [Exit Thid- 
Cleo. Have you done yet? | | 
Ant. Alaek, our Terrene Moon is now Eclips'd, 
And it portends alone the Fall of Antony. ih 
Cleo. I muſt ſtay histime. | 
Ant. To flatter Ceſar, would you mingle Eyes 
With one that ties his Points? | 
Cleo, Not know me yet? 
Ant, Cold-hearted toward me? 
Cleo, Ah Dear, if I be fo, ES 
From my cold Heart let Heay*n ingender Hail, 


And poiſon it in the Source, and the firſt Stone 


Prop in my Neck; as it determines, lo 
Diſſolve my Life; the next Ceſario ſmite, 
Till by degrees the Memory of my Womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the diſcattering of this pelletted Storm, 
Lie Graveleſs, till the Flies and Gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for Prey. | 

Ant. I am fatished : 
Cæſar ſets down in Alexandria where 
Iwill oppoſe his Fate. Our Force by Land 


Hath nobly held, and ſever'd Navy too 


Have knit again, and Float, threat' ring moſt Sea-like. 

V here haſt tbuu been, my Heart? doſt thou hear, Lady? 

If from the Field I ſhall return once more ITT 

To kils theſe Lips, I will appear in Blood,. 

I, and my Sword, will earn my Chronicle, 

There's hope in't yet. 

Cleo. That's my brave Lord. 8 
Ant. 1] will be treble finewed, hearted, breath'd, 

Ard fight maliciouſly: for when mine Hours 

Were nice and lucky, Men did ranſom Lives 


a 


Ot me for Teſts; but now, Il] ſet my Teeth, 


And tend to Darkneſs all that ſtop me, Come, 
V 
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Let's have one other gaudy Night: Call to me | 
All my ſad Captains, fill our Bowls; once more 
Let's mock the Mignight Bell, + £1 

Cleo, It is my Birth-day, | 
T had thought t'have held it poor. But ſince my Lord 
Is Antony agaan, I will be Cleopatra. | 

Ant, We will yet do well. 5 

Cleo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord. 

Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to Night I'll force 
The Wine peep through their Scars. Come on my Queen, 
There's ſap int yet. The next time I do fight 
I'll make Death love me: for I will contend | 
Even with his Peſtilent Scythe. [ Exeunt.. 
Eno. Now he'll outſtare the Lightning; to be furious 
Ts to be frighted out of Fear, and in that Mood 
The Dove will peck the Eſtridge; and I fee ſtill 
A diminution in our Captain's Brain 
Reſtores his Heart; When Valour preys on Reaſon, 
It eats the Swords it fights with: I will ſeek 
Some way to leave him. [ Exit; 


eee 
Ar 
SCENE Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, and Mecznas with his Army. 
5 Czlar reading a Letter, 
Cafe E calls me Boy, and chides as he had Power 
To beat me out of Xgypt. My Meflenger 
He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perſonal Com- 
Ceſar to Ant y. Let the od Rufhan know (bat, 
I have many other ways to die: mean time 
Laugh at this Challenge. 
Mec. Cæſar muſt think, 
W hen one to great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no Breath, but now 
Make boot of his Diſtraction: Never Anger 
Made good Guard for it ſelf. £ 
Caf, Let our beſt Heads know, 
That to Morrow the laſt of Battels 


i 
[| 
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We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 

Of thole that ſerv'd Mark Autony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 

And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to do't, 

2 they have earn d the waſte. Poor Antony [ Exeunts 


SCE N E II. Alexandria. 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 
Iras, Alexas, with cthers. 
Ans. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
Eno. No. 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better e 
He is twenty Men to one. 
Ant. To Morrow, Soldier, 
By Sea and Land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well; ? 
Eno. Il] ſtrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant. Well ſaid, come on: 
Call forth my Houſhold Servants, let's to Night 
Enter Servants. 
Be Bounteous at our Meal. Give me thy Hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly. honeſt, ſo haſt thou, 


And thou, and thou, and thou : you have ſerv'd me well. 


And Kings have been your Fellows. 
Cleo. M hat means this? 


Eno. Tis one of thoſe odd Tricks which Sorrow-ſhoats. 


Out of the Mind. 

Ant. And thou art honeſt too: n 
I wiſh · I could be made fo many Men, 
Ard all of you clapt up together, in 
An Antem, that I might do you Service, 
So: gaod as you have done. 

Omnes. Ihe Gods forbid! 

Ant. Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Night; 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 


As when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 


And ſuffered my command. 
Cleo. What does he moan : 2. 
Eno. To make his Followers weep. 


Auk 
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Ant. Tend me to Night; | 
May be it is the Period of your Duty, 
Haply you ſhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled Shadow, Perchance to Morrow, 
You'll ſerve another Maſter, I look on you, 
As one that takes his Leave. Mine honeſt Friends, 
T turn you not away, but like a Maſter 
Married to your good Service, ſtay till Death: 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no more, 
And the Gods yieid you for't. | 
Eno. What mean you, Sir, 
To giye them this diſcomfort? Look, you weep, 
And I, an Aſs, am Onion-ey'd ; for ſhame, 
Transform us not to Women, 
Ant. Ho, ho, ho: | 
ds the Witch take me, if I meant it thus. 
race grozv where thoſe drops fall; my hearty F. iends, 
You take me in too dolorous a ſenſe ; | 
For I ſpake to you for your Comfort, did deſire you 
To burnthis Night with Torches : know my Hearts, 
1 hope well of to-morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather i'll expect victorious Life, 

Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
And drown Conſideration.” [ Exeunt. 
Enter a Company of Soldiers. 

I Sold. Brother, good Night: To Morrow is the Day. 
2 Sold. It will determine one way: Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the Streets? 
1 Sold. Nothing, what News ? 
2 Sold. Belike tis but a Rumour, good Night you, 
1 Sold, Well, Sir, good Night. 


[The y meet with other Soldiers. 


2 Sold. Solders have careful Watch. 
I Sold. And you, Geod Night, good Night. 


. { They place themſelves in every Corner of the Stage. 
2 Sold. | 


Here we; and if to Morrow 
Our Nayy th ive, i have an abſolute hope 

Our Landmen will ſtand up. _ 

i Sd. *Tis a brave Army, and full of Purpoſe, 
[Muſick of the Hautboys is under the Stage. 

2 Sold. Peace, what Noiſe? 
1 Scld. Liſt, lit ! 3 

7 2 Sold. Hark ! I Sold. 
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1 Sold, Muſick i'th' Air. | 
3 Sold. Under the Earth. 
It ſings well, do's it not? 
2 Sold. No. | 
I Sold. Peace | ſay ; what ſhould this mean? 
2 Feld. Tis the good Hercules, who loved Aztony, 
Now leaves him. | 
1 Sold, Walk, let's ſee if other Watchmen 
Do hear what we do? 
2 Sold. How row, Maſters ? [ Speak f getber. 
Omnes, How now ? how now ? do you hear this? 
1 Sold. Is't not ſtrange? 
3 Sold. Ne you hear, Maſters? Do you hear ? 
1 Sold. Follow the Noiſe ſo far as we have quarter, 
Let's ſee how it wil) give off, If 
Qn:mes. Content: tis ſtrange. [ Exeunth 
Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with cthers, | 
Ant. Eres, mine Armour, Ercs. 
Cleo. Sleep alittle. » | 
Ant. No, my Chuck: Eros, come, mine Armour, Fros. 
V ; 
Come, my good Fellow, put thy Iron on. 
If Fortune be not ours to Day, it is 
Becauſe we brave her. Come. 
Ceo. Nay, I'H help too, Antony. 
What's this for? Ah, let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer of my Heart; Falſe, falle; This this, 
Sooth-law i] help: Thus ic muſt be. | 
Ant. Well, well, we fhall thrive now, ER 
Seeſt thou, my good Fellow. Go put on thy Defences. 
Eno. Briefly, Sir. ED) 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 
Ant. Rareiy, rarely: | | 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafe 
To dof't for our Repoſe, ſhall hear a Storm, 
Thou fumbleſt, Eros, and my Queen's a Squire 
More tight at this; Diſpatch. O Love, 
Thzt thou couldſt ſee my Wars to Day, and knew'(E 
The Royal Occupation, thou ſhouldſt ſee | 
A Workman int. 
Enter an armed Soldier. 
Good Morrow to thee, welcome, 


Thou 
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Thou look ſt like him that knows a warlike Charge: 
To Buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, 
And go to't with delight. 
Sold. A thouſand, Sir, Ok | 
Early though't be, have on their Rivitted trim. | 
And at the Port expect you. | Shouts Trumpets Fleuriſhs 
Enter Captains and Soldiers. 
Cap. The Morn is fair; good Morrow General. 
All. Good Morrow, General. . 
Ant. Tis well blown, Lad. 
This Morning like the Spirit of a Youth 
That means to be of Note, begins betimes, 
So, ſo ; Come give me that, what e'er becomes of me 
Fare thee well, Dame; what e'er becomes of me, 
J his is a Soldier's kiſs: rebukeable. | 
And worthy ſhameful Check it were, to ſtand 
On more Mechanick Compliment, F'll leave thee, 
Now, like a Man of Steel, you that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe, Fl] bring you tot: Adieu. [ Exeunt. 
Char, Pleaſe you to retire to your Chamber? 
Cleo, Lead me : EF | | 
He goes forth gallantly: that he and Ceſar might 
Determine this great War in ſingle Fight; 
Then Antony — but now Well on. [ Exeunt 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Antony and Eros. 
Eris, The Gods make this a happy Day to Antony. 
Ant. Would thou, and thoſe thy Scars had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. Cvail'd 
Eros, Hadſt thou done lo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and the Soldier 
That has this Morning left thee, would have ſtill 
Followed thy Heels, | 
Ant. Who's gone this Morning? 4 
Eros. Who, one ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus 
| He ſhall not hear thee, or from Cœſar s Camp 
Say, I amrone of thine. 5 
Aut. What ſay ſt thou? 
Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. | | 
Eros, Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with him. 
Ant, Is hegone? : 
S:1d, Moſt certain. . 8 
Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, do it. 


Detain 
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Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him, 
I will ſubſcribe; gentle Adieus, and Greetings: 
Say, that | wiſh he never find more Cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my Fortunes have | 
Corrupted honeſt Men. Diſpatch Eros. [ E xcunt. 


7 SC E:NE III. Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and Dolabella, 

Caj. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the Fight: 
Our Will is Antony be took alive; 
Make it fo known. 

Apr. Caſar, I ſhall. | 

C:ſ. The time of univerſal Peace is nears 
Prove this a proſp'rous Day, the three-nook'd World 
Shall bear the Olive freely. 

45 Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Antonyis come into the Field. 

* Caf. Go charge Agrippa, | | 
Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Antem may ſeem to ſpend his Fury | 
Upon himſelf. = [_Exeunt, 

Eno. Alexas doth revolt, and wert to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony; there did perſuade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to Cæſar, 
And leave his Maſter Antony. For this pains 
Ceſar hath hang'd him: Canidius and the reſt 
T hat fell away, have Entertainment, but 
No honourable Truft : I have done ill. 
Of which I do accuſe my ſelf ſo ſorely, 
That I will joy no more. 5 

Enter a Soldier of Cæſar's. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 8 

Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 


His Bounty Over-plus. The Meſſenger 


Came on my Guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Unloading of his Mules. 

Eno. give it you. 5 
Fold. Mock not, Enobarbus 
J tell you true: Beſt you lee ſafe the Bringer 
Out of the Hoſt: I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would have don't my ſelf. Your Emperor 
= Continues 
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ontinues {till a Jove. Exit. 
8 I am alone the Villain ot the Earth. | L 
And feel I am. fo moſt. Oh Auto, 
FF rhou Mine of Bounty, how would it thou have paid 
ut. ly better Service, when my Yurpicude 
Thou doſt fo crown with Gold. I his bows my Heart 
In ſwift Thought break it not, a (witted mean 
Shall out-ſtrike T' hought; but thought will do't, I feel, 
Ala, ] fight againſt thee ! No, I will goſeek 
Some Ditch, where I may die; the foul {t belt fits 


My latter Part of Life | Exit. 


SCENE AIV. Bejee the Walls f Alexandria, 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter A grippa. 
Agr. Retire, we have engag'd our ſelves too far: 
ſar himſelf has Work, and our Oppreſſion 
:xceeds what we expected. 
Alarum, Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded, 
Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fousht indeed, 
„ Had we done lo at firſt, we had droven them home- 
. I With Clout s about their Head. 
Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. 
Scar. I had a Wound here was like a T. 
Pur now tis made an H. 
An. They do retire, 
Scar. We'll beat em into Bench- kde, I have yet 
Room for ſix ſeotches more. 
Enter Eros. | 
Eros. They are heaten, Sir, and our Advantage ſerves 
For a fair Victory. 
Scar. Let us ſcore their Backs, 
und {hatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
Tis ſport to maul a Runner, 
Ant. I will reward thee 
nee for thy ſprightly Comfort, and ten- fold 
For thy good Valour, come thee on. 
Scar. I'll halt aſter. Cutie 
larum. Enter Antony again in a March, Scarus with 
ot hers. 
Ant. We have heat him to his Camp; run on before, 
ues nd let the Queen know of our Guetts to mor ro 
| Before 
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Before the Sun ſhall ſee's, we'll ſpill the Blood 

That has to day elcap'd. - I thank you all, 

For doughty handed are you, and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd the Cauſe, but as't had been 
Each Man's like mine; you have ſhewn all Hectors. 
Enter the City, olip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilſt they with joy ful Tears 


Waſh the congealment from your Wounds, and kiſs 


The honour'd gaſhes whole. Give me thy Hand Io Scarus. 
| Enter Cleopatra. 3 


Jo this great Faiery 1'l] commend thy acckss. 


Make her Thanks bleſs thee, O thou day o'th' World, 
Chain mine arm d Neck, leap thou, Attire and all, 
Through Proof of Harneſs to my Heart, and there 
Ride onthe Pants triumphing. 

Cleo, Lord of Lords, | 
Oh infinite Virtue, convſt thou ſmiling frem 
The World's great Snare-uncaught ? 

Ant. My Nightingale, | | | 
We haye beat them to their Beds. What, Girl, though gray 
Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet 
A Brain that nouriſſies our Nerves, and can [ha'we 
Get gole for gole of Youth. Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring Hand, 


. Kiſs it my Warrior: He hath fought to Day, 


As if a God in hate of Mankind had 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a Shape. i” 
Clee. I'll give thee, Friend, | 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a King's. . 
Ant. He has deſerv'd it, were it Carbunckled 
Like holy Phebus Car, give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 


Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them. 


Had our great Palace the capacity 

To camp this Hoſt, we all would ſup together, 

And drink Carowſes to the next Day's Fate 

Which promiſes Royal Peril. Trumpeters 

With brazen din blaſt you the Cities ear, 

Make mingle with our rattling Tabourines, [ gether, 
That Heay'n and Earth may ſtrike their ſounds to- 


Applauding our Approach, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE v. Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter a Century, and his Company, Enobarbus ſolloms. 
| Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this Hour, 
. We muſt return to th Court of Guard; the Night. 
In ſhiny, and they ſay, we ſhall embattel 
By th* ſecond Hour iᷣth' Morn. 5 
1 Vat h. his laſt Day was a ſhrew'd one to's. 
rus, Eno, Oh bear me witneſs, Night, 
2 Fatch. What Man is this? 
| 1 Watch. Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
5 Eno. Te witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed Moon, 
When Men revolted ſhall upon Record | 
Bear hateful) Memoryt; poor Enobarhus did 
Before thy Face repent. 1 
Cent. Enobarbus? : 
3 Watch. Peace ; hark farther. 
Eno. Oh Sovereign Miſtreſs oftrue Melarcholy, 
The poiſonous Damp of Night diſpunge upon me, 
ry That Life, a very Rebel to my Will, : 
Jet ] May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
wel Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my Fault, 
| Which being dried with Grief, will break to Pow der, 
And finiſh all foul Thoughts, Oh Antony, 
Nobler than my Revolt is infamous, 
Forgive mein thine own Particular, 
But let the World rank me in Regifter 
A Maſter-leaver, and a Fugitive: | | 
Oh Azteny, Oh Artery ! | [Dies. 
1 Watch. Let's ſpeak to him. | 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 


I May concern Ceſar. | 
lo 2 Watch. Let's do fo, but he fleers. 

| Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ſleep. 

1 77atch, Go we to him. 

2 IVatch. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 

1 Vat. B. Hear you, Sir? E 
ther, Cent. The Hand of Death hath caught him. 

FL Drums afar off. 

eunt.] Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
NE] Let us bear him to th' Court of Guard; he is of note, 
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Our Hour is fully out. 5 
2 Match. Come on then, he may recover yet. | Exeuni. 


S. S ENE VI. Between the two Camps. 


Emer Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 
Ant, T heir Preparation is to-day by Sea, 
Me pleaſe them not by Land. 2 
Scar. For both my Lord. | 
Ant. I would they'd fight ith” Fire, or in the Air, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hills adjoining to the City 


Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, *s 


They have put forth the Haven, further on, 

Where their Appointment we may beſt diſcoyer, 

And look on their Endeavour. 
| Enter Cœſar and his Army, 
Cefſ. But being charg'd, we will be ſtill by Land, 

M hich as I take't we ſhall; for his beſt force 

Is forth to man his Gallies, Fo the V ales, „ 

And hold our beſt Advantage. Exeuni. 


¶Alarum afar off, as at a Ha- ſigbdt. 


1 Enier Antony and Scarus. 
Ant. Yet they are not join d: 


Where yond Pine ſtands, I ſhall diſcover all. 


I'll bring thee word ſtrait, how tis like to go. [ Exit, 
Scar, Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra's Sails their Neſts. The Auguries 

Say, they know not—they cannot tell—ook grimly, 

And dare not ſpeak their Knowledge. Antony 

Is valiant, and dejected, and by itarts, 

His fretted Fortunes give him Hope and Fear 

Of what he has, and has not. [ Exits 


1+. Þ CENE VII. Alexandria. 
Enter Antony. 
Ant. All is loſt! 


This foul Egyptian bath betray'd me! 
My Fleet yielded to the Foe, and vonder, 


U xe und 


They 
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They Caſt their Caps up, and carouſe together | 
Like Friends long loſt. ' Triple-turn'd Whore ! tis thou 
Haſt ſold me to this Novice, and my Heart 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all fly: | 
For when i am reveng'd upon my Charm, | i 
I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone. | 
Oh Sun, thy uprile I {hall ſee no more: 1} 
Fortune and Anteny part here, even here 1 
Do we ſhake Hands All come to this!—The Hearts | 
That panned me at Heels, to whom I gave | { 
Their Wiſhes, do dil-candy,” melt their Sweats | 
On bloſſoming Cæſar: and this Pine is bark d, 
That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am, 
Oh this falſe Soul of Zgypt / this grave Charm, 
M hoſe Eye beck'd forth mv Wars, and call'd them home. 
Whole Bolom was my Crownet, my chief End, 
Like a Gipſie, hath at faſt and looſe | 
Beguil'd me, to the very Heart of Lols, 
What Ercs, Eros | | 

| Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou Spell! Avant! 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love ? 

Ant. Vaniſh or Ifhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemith Ceſar's Triumph. Let him take these, 
And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting Plebeians; 
Follow his Chariot, lik? the greateſt Spot 
Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 
For poor'{t Diminutives, for Dolts; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy Viſige up | 
With her prepared Nails, *Tis well thou'rt gone, 

: [ Exit Cleopatra. 

If it be well to live. But better twere 
Thou fell'ſt into my Fury, for one Death ob 
Might have prevented many. Ercs, hoa ! 
The Shirt of Nefſus is upon me; teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy Rage : 
Let me lodge Zzcas on the Horns 0'th' Moon, | 
And with thoſe Hands that graſpt the heavieſt Clab, 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf. The Witch ſhall die; 
To the young Roman Boy ſhe bath fold me, and I fall 
Under bis Plot: She dies for't. Eros, hoa ! Exit 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian, 
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Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 
Was neyer ſo imboſt. | 

Char. Toth' Monument, there lock your ſelf, 
And lend him Word you're dead: 

The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 
J ban Greatneſs going off. 

(leo. Toth' Monument; 

Mar dian, go tell him I have ſlain my ſelf, 
Say, that the laſt I ſpoke was Antony, | 


And word it, prithee, pitiouſly, Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me how he takes my Death to th Monument. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE VIII. Cleopa:ra's Palace. 


Enter Antony and Eros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 

Eris. Ay, noble Lord. . 

Ant. Sometime we fee a Cloud that's Dragoniſh, 
A Vapour ſometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 
A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 
With Trees upon't, that nod unto the World, 


And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haſt ſeen theſe Signs, 


They are black Veſper's Pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my Lord. 5 
Ant. That which is now a Horſe, even with a Thought 
The Rack diſlimns, and makes it indiſting | | 
As Water is in Water. | 
Eros. Tt does, my Lord, 
Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even ſuch a Body; here I am Antony, 
Yetcannot hold this viſible Shape, my Knave. 
I male theſe Wars for Egypt, and the Queen, 
Whoſe Heart I thought | had, for ſhe had mine; 


Which whilſt it was mine, had annext unto't 


A million more, now loſt; ſhe, Eros, has 

I :ckt Cards with Czſar, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy's Triumph, 

Fay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 

Our ſelves to end our ſelyes. Oh the vile Lady 
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„ Enter Mardian. 
She has robb'd me of my Sword. 
Mare No, Antony, x | 
My Miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mingled 


with thine intirely. 


Ant. Hence, ſaucy Eunuch, Peace, ſhe hath betray'd 
And fhe fhall die the Death. ek (me, 
Mar. Death of one Perſon can be paid hut once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg' d. What thou would'ſt do 
Is done unto thy Hand; the laſt ſhe ſpake | 
Was Antony! moſt noble Antony 
Then in the midſt a tearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony ; It was divided 
Between her Heart and Lips; ſhe rendred Life 
Thy Name lo buried in her, 
Ant. Dead then? 
Mar. Dead. | 
Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long Day's task is done, 
And we mult ſleep; that thou depart' ſt hence ſafe 
Does pay thy Labour richly; go. Oh, pluck off 
To: | | [Exit Mardian, 
The ſeven-fold Shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my Heart. O cleave my fades. 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent, [ Unarmins 
Crack thy frail Caſe. Apace, Eros, apace, himſelf. 
No more a Soldier bruiſed pieces go, 
You have been nobly born; from me a while, [Exit Eros. 
I will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and  - | 
Weep for my pardon, So it mu t be, for now 
All length is Torture, ſince the Lorch is out, 


Lie down and ſtay no further. Now all labour 


Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles 
Itſelf with ſtrength ; ſeal then and all is done. 
Eros I come, my Qucen—Fres! Stay for me, 
Where Souls do couch on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand, 
And with ourſprightly Port make the Ghoſts gaze; 
Didb and her Zneas ſhall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be vurs. Come, -Er.s, Eros! 
| Enter Eros, 
Eros, What would my Lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, | 

J have hy'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the Gods 
ä D 2 | - Deteſt 
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Deteſt my Baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword 
Quarter'd the World, and o'er green Neptune's back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn myſelt, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; leſs noble-minded 

Than ſhe which; by her Death, our Ceſar tells, 


Jam Conqueror of myſelf. Thou art worn, Eros, # 


That when the Exigent ſhould come, which now 
Is come indeed, when I ſhould ſee behind me 
Th' inevitable Proſecution of Diſgrace 
And Horrour, that on my command, thou then 
Would'ſt kill me. Dot, the time is come: 
Thou ſtrik ſt not me, till Ceſar thou defeat ſt, 
Put Colour in my Cheek. | 

Eros. The Gods with-hold me, 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
Though Enemy, loſt aim, and could not ? 

Ani. Ercs, 2 

 Would'ſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee - 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 

His corrigible Neck, his face ſubdu d | 

To penetrative Shame: whilſt the wheel'd ſeat ' 

Of fortunate Cæſar drawn from him, branded 

His Baſenefs that enſued ? 

Eros, I would not ſee t. 1 | 
Ant. Come then; for with a Wound I muſt be cur'd, 
Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 
Moſt uſeful for thy Country. 1 

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor' ſt thou not then 
To do this when I had thee? Do it at once, 

Or thy precedent Services are al! 5 
But accidents unpurpos d. Draw, and come. 

Eros, Turn from me then that noble Countenance, 

Wherein the worſhip of the whole world lies, | 


Ant. Lo thee. ED [ Turning from bim. 


Eres, My Sword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haſt dranwy it, 

Eres, My dear Maſter, | ; 
My Captain, and my Emperor. Let me ſay, 
Before I ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel, 

Ant. Tis ſaid, Man, and fare wel. 


ETCS, 


Si 


ot 


Antony and Cleopatra. 77 
Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ſtrike now? 
Ant. Now, Fros. | | 
Eros. Why there then | [Eros kills himfelf. 
Thus I do eſcape the Sorrow of Antom s Death. 
Ant. Thrice nobler than myſelf, | 
Thou teacheſt me, oh valiant Eros, what 


J Kould, and thou could'ſt not; my Queen and Eros 


Have by their brave inſtruct ion got upon me 
A nobleneſs in Record. But I will be | 
A Bridegroom in my Death, and run into't 
As to a Lover's Bed. Come then, and Eros [Sw rd. 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar; to do thus | Falling on his 
I learnt of thee, How, not dead? not dead 
The Guard—how !— oh diſpatch me. 

Enter Decretas and Guard. 


I Guard. What's the noiſe? 


Ant. I have done my Work ill, Friends: 
O make anend of what I have begun. 
2 Guard, J he Star is faln. | 
1 Guard, And tune 1s at his Period. 
All. Alas, and woe! 
Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead, 
I Guard, Not J. 
2 Guard. Not J. | | 
3 Guard. Not any one. =” [ Exeunt, 
Dec. Thy Death and Fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
This Sword but ſhewn to Ceſar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 
255 | Enter Diomedes. 
Dio. Where's Antony ? | 
Dec. There, Di med, there. 
Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, Man? 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword, and 
give me Sl | 
Sufhcing Strokes for Death - 
Dio. Moſt abſolute Lord, 
My Miſtreſs Clecpatra lent me to thee, 
Ant. When did ſhe ſend thee ? 
Dio. Now, my Lord. | 
Ant. Where is ſhe? ' Fear 
Dio. Lockt in her Monument. She had aprophelying 


Of what hath come to pals; for when ſhe ſaw, 
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Which never ſhall be found, you did ſuſpect 
She had diipos' d with Ceſar, and that your Rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe tent youu word ſhe was dead: 
But fearing fince how it might work, hath ſent 
Me to proclaim the Truth, and I am come, 
I dread, too late. | | | 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed; call my Guard, I prithee 
Dio, What hoa ! the Emperor's Guard. 
The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord calls. 
Enter the Guard. 


Ant. Pear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, 


Tis the laſt Service that I ſhall command you. 
Guard. Woe! woe are we, Sir! you may not live to 


All your true Followers out. [ wear 


All. Moſt heavy day! 


Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp Fate 


To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that welcom 2 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, | 

I have led you oft, carry me now, good Friends, 

And have my thanks for all, [Exeunt bearing Antony. 
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SC E NE A Magnificent Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 


Cleo. H Charmian, I will never go from hence 
| Char. Be comforted, dear Madam. d 


Cleo. Wo, I will not: | 3 
All ſtrange and terrible Events are welcome, $a 
But Comfortswe deſpiſe; our ſize of ſorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, mult be as great 
As that which makes it | 
: Enter Diomedes, 

How now? Is he dead? Fa 

Dic. His Death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o th' other ide your Monument, 
His Guard have brought him hither. 

Enter Antony, born by the Guard. 1 
| . Cleo. 
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Cles. O Sun, 5 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov ' ſt in, darkling ſta d 
1 he varying Shore o' th' World. O Anton)! Antony | Antony 1 
Help Charmian, help Iras, help; help, Friends, 
| Belew, let's draw him hither, 
Ant, Peace. | 
Not Cæſar's Valour hith o'er-thrown Antony, 
Put Antony hath triumph'd on himſelf. 
Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Ant ny 
Should conquer Anteny, but woe tis fo. 
Ant. I am dying, #-ypt,-dying; only 
I here importune Death a while, until 
Of many thouland Kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy Lips. * 
Cleo. 1 dare not, Dear, Eg 
Dear my Lord, pardon: I dare not 
Leſt I be taken: not th'imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd Cafar, ever ſhall E 5 
Be brooch'd with me; if Knite, Drugs, Serpents have 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am fate: 
Your Wire Oftavia, with her modeſt Eyes, 
And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honoury 
Demuring upon me. But, come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we mult draw thee-up ——— 
Aſſiſt, good Friends. | 
Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone. ; 
Cleo, Here's (port indeed; how heavy weighsmy Lord! 
Our Strength is all gone into heavineſs, 
That makes the weight. Had I great Juno s Power, | 
The ſtrong - wing d Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, [ 
And (ct thee by Fove s fide, Yet come alittle, | 
Wiſhers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come 
They draw Antony up to Cleopatra, 
And welcome, welcome. Die when thou haſt liv'd, 
Quicken with kifling ; bad my Lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. | f 
All. Oh heavy fight! f 
Ant. I am dying, Agppt, aping: 

Give me ſome wine, and let me {peak a little. 
Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail fo high, 
That the falſe Hujwite, Fortune, break her V heel,. 
? Provok d by my Offence, 
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80 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Ant. One word, ſweet Queen. | 7 
Of Ceſar ſeek your Honour, with yourSafety = Oh 
Cleo. They do not go together. 
Ant. Gentle, hear me, 
None about Ce/ar truſt, but Preculeius? 
Cleo. My Reſolution, and my Hands, Il] truſt, 
None about. Ceſar. - 
Ant. The miſerable change now at my End, 
Lament nor ſorrow at: But pleaſe your Thoughts 
In feeding them with thoſe-my former Fortunes, 
W herein 1 jiv'd, The greateit Prince o'th' World, 
The nobleſt once; and now not baſely die, | 
Nor cowardly, put off my Helmet to 


My Countrymen. A Roman, by a Roman 


V aliantly vanquiſh'd. Now my Spirit is going 

I can no more — | Antony dies, 
Cee. Nobleſt of Men — woo't die? 

Halt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide | 

In this dull World, which in thy Ablence is 

No better than a Stye? O ſee, my Women! 

The Crown o'th' Earth doth melt — My Lord! 

Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 

The Soldiers Pole is fall'n: Yourg Boys and Girls 

Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, 

And there is nothing left remarkable, 


Beneath the viſiting Moon. us faints, 
' Char. Oh quietreſs, Lady. | | 
Tres, She's dead too, our Sovereign. 7x ik 
Char, Lady. | | 7 £02435 SA, 5 


Iras, Madam. | 
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam 


fras. Royal Agypt! Emprels! 


Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 


Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor Paſhon, as the Maid that milks, | 
And does the meaneſt Chares. It were for me 
To throw my Scepter at th' injurious Gods, 

To tell them that this World did equal theirs, 

Till they had ſtol'n our Jewel. All's but nought: 
Patience is ſottiſn, and Impatience does 

Become a Dog that's mad: Then it is Sin, 

To ruſh into the ſecret Houſe of Death, 
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| Fre Death dare come to us? How do ye, Women? 
i What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian? |} 
My noble Girls? — Ah, Women, Women, Look, 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out — Good Sirs, take Heart, 
We'll bury him: And then what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do't after the high Rowan Faſhion, 
Ard make Death proud to take us. Come, away, 
This caſe of that huge Spirit now is cold, 
Ah, Women, Women! Come, ive have no Friend, 
But Reſolution, and the briefeſt End, 
nf | \ Exeunt, bearing off Antony s Body 


SCENE v. Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, and Menas. 
70 Cz/: Go to him, Hclabella, bid him yield, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, ; f 
He mocks the pauſes that he makes, | 
Del. Cæſar, I ſhall. | 


Enter Decretas with the Sword of Antony, | 
Caf. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dar'ſt 
Appear thus to us? | | ö 
Dec. I am called Decretas. . 8 f 
Mark Antony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
7 Beſt to be {ery'd ; whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
50 He was my Maſter, and I wore my Life 
To ſpend upon his Haters, If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee; as 1 was to him, 
I'll be to Ceſar: If thou pleaſeſt not, 
J yield thee up my Life. 
Ceſ. Whatis't thou ſayeſt? „ 
Dec. I ſay, Oh Cæſar, Antony is dead. 1 f 
Ceſ. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make | 
A greater Crack. The round World f 
Should have ſhook Lions into civil Streets, | 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of Antony ; 
Is not a fangle Doom, in the Name lay 
A moiety of the World. | 
Dec, He is dead, Caſar, f 
Not by a publick Miniſter of Juſtice, 
Nor by a hir'd Knile : but that ſelf-hand | 
VW ibich writ his Honour inthe Acts it did, | ; 
e OE Hath | 
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Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend it 
Splitted the Heart. This is his Sword, 7 
3 robb'd his Wound of it: Behold it ſtain d 
With his moſt noble Blood. 

Ceſ. Look you, {ad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a Tiding 
To waſh the EF ycs of Kings, | 

Dol. And ſtranze it is, 
The Nature mult compel us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted Needs. 


Men. His Taints and Honours weigh'd equal in bim. 


Dol. A rarer Spirit never 
Did ſteer Humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some Faults to make us Men. Cafar is touch'd. 
Men. When ſuch a ſpacious Mirror's ſet before him, 
He needs muſt ſee himiclf, | : 
Ciſ. O Antony . 
T have followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeaſes in our Bodies. I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a-declining Day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With Tears as ſovereign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all Deſign, my Mate in Empire, 


Friend and Companion in the Front of War, 


The Arm of mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle; that our Stars 
Unreconcilable, ſhou'd divide our Equalneſs to this, 
Hear me good Friends, . 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon— 
| The Buſineſs of this Man looks out of him, 
We'll hear him what he ſays. W hence are you? 
Enter an Egyptian. 


_ Zoypt, A poor Agyptian yet; the Queen my Miſtreſs 


 Contin'd in all ſhe has, her Monument, 
Of thy Intents, deſires Inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 
To th' way ſhe's forc'd to. 
Ceſc Bid her have good heart, 
She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 
How honourable, and how kindly we 


Determine 
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Determine for her. For Ceſar cannot live to be ungentles 
Apt. The Gods preſerye the. [Eats 
Cx). Come hither, Proculeius, go and ſay x 

We purpoſe her no Shame: give her what Comforts 

The Quality of her Paſſion ſhall require; 

Let in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal Stroke 

She do defeat us: For her Life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt bring us what ſhe ſays, 

And how you find of her, | py 
Pro. Ceſar, I ſhall. [ Exit Proculeins, 
Caſe Gallus go you along; [where's Dolabella, to le- 

cond Preeuleins?* s- | | 
All. DoJabella. | 
Caf. Let him alone; for I remember now 

How he's employ d: He ſhall in time be ready, 

Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 

How hardly I was drawn into this War, 

How calm and gentle I proceeded till _ 

In all my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 

V hat I can ſhew in this, | [ Excunt, 


SCENE VIII. The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 
Cleo. My Detolation does begin to make „ 
A better Life, tis paltry to be Cæſar: 15 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's Knave, 
A Miniſter of her Will; and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends all other Deeds, 
Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change, 
Which ſleeps, and never palates more the Dung, 
The Beggar's Nurſe, and Caſar's. 
BE Enter Proculeius. 1 | 
Pro. Cuſar ſends greeting to the Queen o Fi 1 
And bids thee as . on what {aphid on” 
Thou mear'ſt to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What's thy Name? 
Fro. My Name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Ann „ | 
Did tell me of you, bad metruſt you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiy'd 
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84 Antony and Cleopatra. 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your Maſter 
Would have a Queen his Beggar, you muſt tell him, 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 
No leis veg than a Kingdom: If he pleaſe . 
To give me corquer'd At tor my Son, 
He gives me lo muctrof mine own, as I * 
Will kneel to him with thanks, | 
Pre. Be of good cheer : 
You're faln into a princely Hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
V bo is fo full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Four ſweet dependency, and y ou ſhall find 
A Corqueror that will p ay in aid for kindnefs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo Pray you tell him, 


F am his Fortare's Vaſſal, and I ſend him Ol 
Ihe Greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 1 
A Doctrine of Obedience, and would glad ly ] 
Look him 1'th' Face. * 
his report, dear Lady, | ] 
Have comfort, for | know your plight is pitied l 
Of him that caus d it. ] 


_ Char. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpris d: 
Guard ber till Cæſar come. | 
Jrus. Royal Queen, : 
Char. Oh Clecpatra, thou art taken, Queen. 
ec. Quick, quick, good Hands. 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
No not your ſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Relieved, but not betray d. 2 © 
Cleo. What of Death too that ridsour Dogs of languiſh. ? 
Pre. Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Maſter's Bounty, by 
Th undoing of your felf: Let the World ſee | 
His Noblencts we l a&ed, which your Death 
Will never let come forth. 
Cleo. Where art thou, Death? 
Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen 
Worth many Fabes and Beggars. 
Pro. Oh femperance, Lady. | 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no Meat, III not drink, Sir: 
I idle Talk will once be neceifary, 
a rot ſleep neither. This mortal Houſe I'] ruin, 
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Do Ceſar what he cin. Know, Sir, that! 
Will not wait pinnion'd at your Maſter's Court, 
Not once to be chaſtis'd with the ſober Eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 
And ſhew me to the ſhouting, Var'otry 
Of cenſuring Rome? rather a Ditch in Egypt, 
But gentle Grave unto me: rather on Milus Mud 
Lay me ſtark- nak'd, and let the Water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring; rather make 
My Country's high Pyramid:s my Gibbet, 
And hang me up in Chains. 
Pro. You do extend | 
Theſe Thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find caule in Ceſar, | | 
| Enter Dolabella, 5 
Dol. Proculeius, N | | 
What thou haſt done, my Maſter Cæſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee :*as for the Queen, 
Fl] take her to my Guard, | 
Pro. So, Dolabella. 
It ſhall content me beſt; be gentle to her: 
To Ceſar Iwill ſpeak what you ſhall pleaſe, 
If you'll employ me to him. [ Exit.Proculeius, 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

Dcl. Mott noble Empreſs, you have heard of me, 

Cleo. I cannot tell, 

Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. e 1 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have he ird or knowh ; 
| You laugh when Boys or Women tell their Dreams, 
Is't not your trick ? | 

Del. I underſtand not, Madam. = 

Cleo. | dreamt there was an Empetor Antony; 

Oh ſuch another Sleep, that I might les 
But ſuch another Man. | 

Del. If it may pleaſe ye—— 

Cleo. His Face was as the Heav' ns, and therein ſtuck 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their Courſe, and lighted 
The little o'th' Earth. 

Dol. Moſt Sovereign Creature 
Cleo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 

Creſted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 2 
: | ut 
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But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 

He was as rattling Thunder, For his Bounty, 

There was no Winter in't. An Antony it was, 

That grew the more by reaping : his Delights 

Were Dolphin like, they ſhew d his Back above 

The Elements they liv'd in; In his Livery 

Walk'd Crowns and Crownets: Realms and Iſlands 

As Plates dropt from his Pocket 
D I. Clepatra — | | 
Cleo Think you there was, or might be ſuch a Man 

As this I dreamt of? . © 
Dol. Gertle Madam, no. # 

de. Youlyeup to the hearing of the Gods; 

But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, | 

It's paſt the fize of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 

To vye ſtrange Forms with Farcy, yet & imagine: 

An Antony were Nature's piece, gainſt Fancy, 

Condemning Shadows quite. 7 

Dol. Here me, good Madam: 

Vour Loſs is as your ſelf, great; and you bear it 

As anſwering to the weight: would I might never 

Oer take purſu'd Succets, but I do feel 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 

- My very Heart at root, Hs 

Cleo. I thank you, Sir, 

| Know you what Cafar means to do with me? 

Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew. 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. „ 

Dol. Though he be honourable. 

Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph, 

Dol. Madam, he will, I know't. | 

Enter Cæſar, Gallus, Mecænas, Proculeius and Attendants. 
* All. Make way there —= Ceſar. | 
Caf. Which is the Queen cf Egypt? 

Dol. It is the Emperor, Madam, 
Ceſ. Ariſe, you ſhall not kneel? 

I pray you riſe, rite, Xgypt. 
Clec. Sir, the Gods will have it thus, 

My Maſter and my Lord I muſt obey. 
Ceſc Take to you no hard Thoughts, 

- The Record of what Injuries you did us, 

Though written in our Fleſh, we ſhall remember 
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As things but done by chance. 
Cleo. Sole Sir, o'th'- World, | 
I cinnot project mine own Cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confels { have 
Feen laden with like Frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 
Cœſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will extenuate rather than inforce : 
If yeu apply your ſelf to our Intents, 
W hich towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 
A benefit in this Change; but if you ſeek 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking | 
Aateny's Courle, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 
Of my good Purpoles, and put your Children 
Jo that Deſtruction which I'll guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. FI take my leave. 

Cleo. And may through all the World: tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your ſigns of Conqueſt ſhal! 
Hang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord. 

Ca. You ſhall adviſe me of all, Cleopatra. 3 
Cleo. This is the brief: of Money, Plate, and Jewels 
I am poſſeſt of, tis exactly valued, 

Not petty things admitted. Where's SeJeurns ? 

Sel. Here Madam. | | 

Cleo. J his is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeak my Lord, 
Upcn his peril, that I have reſerv'd 5 
To my ſelt nothing, Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, 1 had rather ſeal my Lips, 

T han to my peril ſpeak that which is not. 

Cleo. What have I kept back? ; 

Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 
Cœſ. Nay, bluſh not Clecpatra, I approve | 
Your Wiſdom in the Deed. | 

Cleo. See Ceſar! Oh behold, 

How Pomp is followed : mine will now be yours, 

 And' ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine. 

The Ingratitude of this SeJeucus does 

Ev'n make me wild. Oh Slave of no more Truſt 

Than Love that's hir'd, What, goeſt thou back? thou ſhale 
Go back, I warrant thee:. but Ill catch thine Eyes 


Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-leſs Villain: Dog, 
| Cel. 


O rarely baſe, 


A — 
„ ated. OY Oe — — "FOOTE 22 


wn... rr 


== a 22 ˙»-‚ yz 


— 2 — — 


88 Antony aud Cleopatra. 
Ceſ. Good Queen, let us intreat you. 
Cleo. O Ca ſar, what a wounding Shame is this, 
That thou vouchſaſing here to viſit me, 
Doing the Honour of thy Lordlineſs 
To one ſo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the ſum of my Diſgraces, by | 
Addition of his Envy! Say, good Ceſar, | f 
That I ſome Lady-trifles have reſery'd, <4 
Immoment Tozs, things of ſuch Dignity | 11 
As we greet modern Friends withal, and ſay 
Some Nobler Token J have kept apart 
For Livia and OTavza, to induce 
Their Mediation, muſt I be unfolded 
By one that I have bred? the Gods! it ſmites me 
Beneath the Fall I have. Prithee go hence, 
Or I ſhall ſhew the Cynders of my Spirits 
Through th* aſhes of my Chance: Wert thou a Man, 
Thou wou'd'ſt have mercy on me. 
- Ceſc. Forbear, Seleucus. 


Cleo. Beitknown, that we the greateſt are miſ-though: 
For things that others do; and when we fall, 
We anſwer others Merits, in our Names 
Are therefore to be pitied. 2 
__ Cx. Cleopatra, a | 

Nor what you haye reſerv'd, nor what acknowleg d 
Put me i'th* Roll of Conqueſt ſtill be't yours; 
Beſtow it at your pleaſure, and believe 
Cx/ar's no Merchant to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold, Therefore be cheer'd,. 


Make not your Thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queer, 


For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, as | 
Yourlelf ſhall give us counſel: Feed, and ſleep. 
Our Care and Pity is ſo much upon you, 
That we remain your Friend, and lo adieu. 
Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. „ 
Cæſ. Not ſo, Adieu. | Exeunt Cæſar and his Trais: 
Ces. He words me, Girls, he words me, 
That I ſhould not be noble to myſelt. 
But hark thee, Charmian. 5 | 
ras, Finiſh, good Lady, the bright Day is done. 
Ard we are tor the dark, 5 | 
Cleo. Hie thee again, 
3 5 I have 
5 


o 
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J have ſpoke already, and it is provided, 
Go put it to the haſte, 

Char, Madam, I will. 

| Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. Where's the Queen ? 

Char, Behold, Sir, 

Cleo. Dolabella. 

Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your Command, 

Which my Love makes Religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Ceſar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three Days, 
You with your Children will he ſend before; 
Make your beſt uſe of this, I have perform'd 
Your Pleaſure and my Promiſe. | 

Cleo, Dolabella, I ſhall remain your Debtor, 

Del. J your Servant. | 
Adieu, good Queen, I mult attend on Cæſar. [ Exit. 

Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think'ſt 
Thou, an Ægyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn [ thou ? 


In Rome as well as]; Mechanick Slaves 


Wich greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, ſhall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick Breaths, 


Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we beenclouded, 


And forc'd to drink their Vapour. 


Iras. The Gods forbid, | 

Cleo. Nay, tis moſt certain, Iras: ſawey Lictor 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcall'd Rhimers: 
Ballad us out a Tune, The quick Comedians 


Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexandrian Revels: Antony 


Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee |} 


Some ſpeaking Cleopatra Boy my Greatneſs 
I'th' poſture of a Whore, 


Iraz. O the good Gods! 

Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 

Iras. I'll never lee't; for am ſure my Nails 
Are ſtronger than mine Eyes. 

Cleo. Why that's the way 
To fool their Preparation, and to conquer 
Their moſt abſurd Intents. Now Charmian, 

| Enter Charmian, 

Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch } 
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90 Antony and Cleopatra. 
My beſt Attires. I am again for Cidnus 
To meet Mark Antony, Sirrah Jras, go, 
Now noble Charmian we'll diſpatch indeed, 
And when thou haſt done this chare, I'Il give thee leave 
To play till Dooms-day : bring Crown, and all. 
[A Noiſe within. 
Vf herefore this Noiſe ? - ie | 
. Enter a Cuardſman. 
Guardſ. Here is a rural Fellow, 
J hat will not be deny' d your Highneſs Preſence, 
He brings) ou Figs. 


Cleo. Let him come in, How poor an Inſtrument 
May do a noble Deed? he brings me Liberty. 
My Reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Of Woman in me; now from Head to Foot 
I-am Marble conſtant : now the flee ting Moon 
No Planet is of mine, 85 
| Enter Guardſman, and Clonn with a. Basket. 
Guard. I his is the Man. | 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him 
Halt thou the pret: y Worm of Nilus there, 
That kills and pains not ? | 
Clown. Truly I have him : but I would not be the 
Party that ſhould defire you to touch him, for his biting 
is immortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or never 
recover. | ; : 3 5g $93 7 + : 
Cleo. Remember'ſt thou any that have dy'd on't? 


— 


Gown, Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 


one of them no longer than Yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 
man, but ſomething given to lie, as a Woman ſhould not 
do, but in the way of Honeſty, How ſhe dy'd of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain ſhe felt ; truly, the makes a very 
good Report o'th Worm: but he that will believe all that 
they ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but 
this is moſt fallible, the Worm's an odd Worm. | 
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 
Clown, I wiſh you all Joy of the Worm, 
Cleo. Fare wel. ä 5 | 
Clown. . You muſt think this, look you that the Worm 
will do his kind, | 
Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel. 
; a | | Clown. 


[Exit Guardſman. 


make, the Devils mar five. 
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Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted, but 
in the keeping of wiſe People, for indeed there is no 
good neſs in the Worm. | 
Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded, 

Clown. Very goed: give it nothing I pray you, fo 
it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me? | 

Clown. You muſt not think I am ſo ſimple, but I know | 
the Devil himſelf will not eat a Woman: I know, that a '1 
Woman is a Diſh for the Gods, if the Devil dreis her not. 
But truly, theſe ſame Whore-ſon Devils do the Gods 
great harm in their Women; for in every ten that they 


Clec. Well, get thee gone, farewel, | 
Clown* Ves forſooth, 1 wiſh you joy o'th' Worm. [ Exit. 
Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
Immortal lonzings in me. Now no niore 
The juice of Egypt's Grape fhall moiſt his Lip 
Fare, yare, good Jras, quick—methinksl hear 
Antony call, I fee him rowle himſelf | 
To praiſe my noble Act. I hear him mock | 
The luck of Cæſar, which the Gods give Men | 
To excuſe their After-wrath, Husband, I come; 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my Title. 
Iam Fire and Air; my other Elements 
I giveto haſer Life. So — have you done ? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind Charman, Iras, long farewel. 
inn 
Have I the Aſpick in my Lips? Doſt fall? a 
Tf thou and Nature can ſo gently part, 
The ſtroke of Death is as a Lover's Pinch ; 
Which hurts and is defir'd. Doft thou lie {till ? 
If thus thou vanquiſheſt, thou tell'ſt the World 
It is not worth leave taking. hs 
Char. Diſſolve thick Cloud and Rain, that I may ſay, 
The Gods themſelves do weep. | | | 
Oleo. This proves me baſe 
Tf ſhe approves the-curled Antony, 
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Hell make demand of her, and Read that Kis _ | 
W hich is my Heav'n to have. Come thou mortal Wretch 4 
With thy ſharp Teeth this Knot intrinſicate 8 |} 


. 


92 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Of Life at once untie : Poor venomous Fool, 
Beangry and diſpatch. Oh couldſt thou ſpeak: 
That I might hear thee call great Cefar Als „ unpolicied. 
Char. Oh Eaſtern Star | 
Cleo, Peace, peace 
Noſt thou not ſee my Baby at my Breaſt, 
That ſucks the Nurſe aſleep ? 
© Char. O break O break! 
. Cleo. As ſweet as Bam, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 
O Antony! Nay will take theetoo, 
What ſhould I ſtay 
Char. In this wild World ? ſo fare thee well: 
New boaſt thee Death, in thy poſſeſſion lyes 
A Laſs unparalel'd, Downy Windows clole, 
And golden Phebus never be beheld 
Of Eyes again ſo Royal: Your Crown's awry, 
III . it, and then play 
Enter the Guard ruſbing in. 
1 Guard. Where's the Queen 
Char. Speak loftly, wake her not, 
1 Guard, Ceſar hath ſent 
[Charmian and Iras ap the Alp. 
Char. Too ſlow a Meſſenger. | 
Oh comeapace, diſpatch, I partlyf feel thee, 
I Guard, Approach ho! | 
All's not well, Cæſar's beguil'd. © 
2 Guard. There s Dolabella ſent from Caeſar, call . 
1 Guard. What work is here, Charmiandis this well done? 
bur. It's well done, and fitting for a. Princels 
Deſcended of ſo * Royal Kings 
Ah Soldiers !— 


[Dien 


unn and Iras 15 
Pater Dolabella, | 
Del. How goes it here? 
2 Guard. All dead. 
Dol. Cefar, thy Thoughts 
Touch their Effects in this; thy ſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded Act which thou 


So ſoughtꝰ' ſt to binder. 


Enter Cæſar and Attendants. 
All. Make way there, make way tor Cefar. 
Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too ſure an ae; : 


That 


wk 


at 
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That you did fear, is done. 
Cæſ. Braveſt at the laſt, EY 
She levell'd at our Purpoſes, and being Royal, 


Took herown way; the manner of their Deaths ? 


do not ſee them bleed, 
Del. Who was laſt with them? ; 
1 Guard. A ſimple Countryman, that brought her Figs: 
This was his Basket. 
Cæſ. Poiſon'd then. 
I Gent. Oh Caſar! | | 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake: 
I found her trimming up the Diadem / 


On her dead Miſtreſs, tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 


And on the ſudden dropt. 

Cæſ. Oh noble Weakneſs ! | 
If they had ſwallow'd Poiſon, twould appear 
By external Swelling ; but ſhe looks like ſleep, 
As ſhe would catch another Antcny 
In herſtrong Toil of Grace. 

Dol, Here on her Breaſt 
There :s a vent of Blood, and ſomething bloyn, 
The like is on her Arm. | 

I Guard. This is an Aſpick's Trail. 

And theſe Fig- leaves have ſlime upon them, ſuch 
As th' Aſpick leaves upon the Caves of Nile. 

Cæſ. Moſt p-obable 
That ſo ſh2 died; for her Phyfician tells me 
She hath purſu'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſy ways to die. Take up her Bed, 

And bear her Women from the Monument, 

S he ſhall be buried by her Antony. 

No Grave upon the Earth ſhall clip in it 

A pair fo famous. High Events as theſe 

Strike thole that make them; and their Story is 
No leſs in Fity, than his Glory, which 

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In ſolemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, | 
And then to Rome: Come, Dolbaella, ſee 


| High Order in this great Solemnity, {'*Exeunt omnes. 
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Advertiſement. 


HERE AS one J. Tonſon and his Accomplices 
| have with a manifeſt Aſſurance aſſerted, that 
they are the Proprietors of Shakeſpear's Plays, and 
notwithſtanding they have publiſhed ſeveral of the ſaid 


PLAYS ina very incorrect and imperfe& Manner, prints - 


ed ona very bad Letter, in ſome of which there are a great 
Number of Omiſſions, occaſioned by Careleſsneſs or Ig- 


noranee, and in all Probability by both, whereby the 


PLAYS ſo printed, or more properly pyrated by the faid 
J. Tonſon in Conjunction with his Agcomplices are ren- 
der'd unintelligible, and of no Service, yet in order to 
caſt the ſame Odium on the PLAYS beautifully and cor- 
realy printed hy R. Walker, which J. Tonſon's maim'd 
Editions juſtly deſerve, they have cauſed an Advertiſe- 
ment to be figned by Mr. Chetwood, Prompter of 
Drury-Lane Play-houſe, which is to abſurd and impar- 
tinent, that it is thought very proper to make the follows 
ing Anſwer. | 


W HERE AS an Advertiſement was- inſerted in ſeveral of the 


New Papers, ſigned WILLIAM CRHRETWO OD, in Relation 


to R. Walker's Edition of Shakeſpear, I think my ſelf obliged 
to ſhew the Publick, that the ſaid Advertiſement is FooLisa, 
FALSE and SCANDALOUS, 

FooLis# in a Fellow to thruſt himſelf officiouſly and imperti- 
nently into a Buſineſs which no ways concerns him, and that toe 
at the Expence of that Modeſty, which he has, with a great deal of. 
Affectation, always pretended to; for nothing can certainly be ſo 
vain or impudent as this Prompter's anſwering publickly to a Charge 
that was never brought againſt him ; no ſuch Thing having been 
ever inſinuated by Mr. Walker, as that he made wy of any. Copy 

ob tained from him, for it would be of no more Service to have his 
Marks of Exits, F.ntrances, Properties, &c. than it would be to 
print any of the Drolls, or other Rubbiſh written by himſelf, | 

FALSE in ſaying Mr. Walker's Edition has innumerable Errors 
in it, and is not as ated at the Theatres: but this is a Falſhood. 
that almoſt every Reader is able to diſcover, whe, without doubr, 
can judge of this as well as the Prompter, the Candle-Snuffer, or 
any. other Servant of the Houſe. 5 
nd ScAxDALovs, in ſaying, The Right of the Proprietors 
is baſely invaded ; for if they had any. Right they would try it, 
Walk they haye been oftentimes called upon to do, by R. 
| cr, 7 
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A Specimen of ſome of Tonſon's Omiſ: 
frons and Blunders in the Tragedy of 
King Lear, which render the ſame uſe- 
leſs and unintelligible. Ls 


N the firſt Place he is wrong in his Title; he Calls 

it The Life and Death of King Lear; the original 
title by Shakeſpear, was only King Lear, a Tragedy; 
and when alter'd and reviv'd by N. Tate, Eſq; The Hi- 
tory cf King Lear and his three Daughters; how can it 
be called, The Life and Death of king Lear, when in 
the Play as it has been acted for near 50 Years laſt paſt 
(tho' Tonſon's ſpurious Edition kills him on the Stage) 
King Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains alive, 
and give his Daughter Cordelia in Marriage to Edgar, 
Son to Gloceſter. | 


In the 2d Place, he has omitted the Prologue to the 


fame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, which was ſpo⸗ 
ken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry, | 


In the 3d Place, he has printed it from an erroneous ' 

Edition; in which there is not one Scene in the Whole 
as Acted at the Theatres, neither has it the fame be- 

ginnirg or ending. | | | 


In the 4th Place, he has omitted the curious Dedica- 
tion of Mr, Tate, to his eſteemed Friend, Thomas Boteler, 
Eſq; en the Revival of the Flay,, 


Beſides what is already abſerved, there are innume- 
rable Omiſſions and Blunders in his other Plays, viz. 
Julius Caſar, Mackbeth, Titus Andronicus, Th? Tempc/7, 
and ſeveral others, inſomuch that there is ſcarce one Flay 
that is perfect; ſome want Frontifpieces, ſome the 11- 
tles, and in ſeveral others, whole Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speeches, are entirely omitted: So that each Vol. 
of Tonſon's, may be called a Gallimauſiy of Scraps and 
Nonſen:e, 0” 
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red by R Wa r Eur at Shatofpear's-Heay, in 
 Turn-again Lane, by the "Ditch-fide; and may be 


*Change-Alley, Cornhill, and likewiſe at his Shop, 
the Sign of Shatkeſtear's Head, between the Sawy 


and Somerſet-H5uſe, in the Strand. 1 
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| had at his Shop the Sign of Shake/pear's Head in 
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Dramatis Perſon. 


Ntiochus, a Tyrant of Greece, 
Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Fee 10 Lords of Tyre. 
Symonides, King of Pentapolis. 
Cleon, Governor of Tharſus. 
' Eyſimachus, Governor of Metaline. 
Cerimon, à Lord of Epheſus. 
Thaliard, Servant to Antiochus. 
Leonine, a n Servant to Diony ia. 
_ Gower... R | 
Lords, &c. hn 
Knights rg in Honour f Thai. 


Helietided, Daughter of of Antiochus. 

Dionyſia, Wife to Geol. 

Thaiſa, Daughter to Symonides. 

Marina, Daughter to Pericles and Thaiſa 
Lychorida, Nur io Marina. 

Philoten, Daughter to Cleon. | 
Diana, 4 1 7 appearing 10 Pericles. 
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PERICLES 
Prince "of "ET KR'E. 


ACT LL. SCENE: Tt 
Enter GOWER. 


ANCE? fing a Song that old was Jung, 

D rom Aſhes ancient Gower is come. 
Aſſuming Man's Infirmities, 
To glad your Ear, and pleaſe your Eyes; 
is It hath been ſung at Feſtivals, 
e u Ember Eves, and Holidays. 
| And Lords and Ladies in their Lives, 
Have read it for Reftrratives. 
The purchace is to make Mea glorious, 
Et bonum quo Antiquius, eo melius. 

IF you, born in theſe latter times, 
When Wit's more ripe, accept my Rhymes; 
And that to hear an old Man + 145 ig, 
May to your Wiſhes Pleaſure bring : 
I Life would wiſh, and that 1 micht 
Waſte it for you like Taper-light. 
This Antioch, then, Antiochus the Great, 
Built up this City for his chiefeft Seat 5 
The faireſt in all Syria. 
I tell you what mine Authors ſay: 
This King unto him took a Peer, 
Who died, and left a Female Heir, 
$9 buckſome, Blithe, and full of Face, 
As Heav'n had lent her all his Grace: 
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4 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Mtb whom the Father liking took, 
And her to Inceſt did proveke. 
Bad Child, worſe Father, to intice his own. 
To evil, ſhould be done by none: 
But cuflom, what they did begin, 
Was with long uſe, counted no Sin, 
The Beauty o . this ſinſul Dame, 
Made many Princes thither frame, 
To ſee her as a Bedſ/ellow,. 
In Marriage pleaſures, Play-fellow : 
M hich to prevent, he made a Law, 
Zo keep her flill and Men in awe, 
That who fo askt her for his Wife, 
His Riddle told not, loft his Life : 
So for her many a Wight aid dit, 
As yon grim looks do teſtifie. 
bat enſues to the judgment of your Eye, 
| 1 give my Cauſe, who beſt can teſlifie. Exit. 
Enter Antiochus, Prince Pericles, and Followers. 
Ant. Young Prince of Tyre, you have at large receiv'd 
| The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, Antiochus, and with a Soul emboldned 
With the glory of her * think Death no Hazard, 
In this Enterprize. 

Ant. Muſick, bring in our Daughter, cloth'd like 2 
For Embracements, even of Fove himſelf; (Bride 
At whoſe conception, till Lucina reign'd, 

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her Preſence, 
The Senate Houle of Planets all did fit, 
Jo knit in her their beſt Perfections. 

Enter Heſperides. 


Per. See where ſhe comes, apparell'd like the Spring, 


Graces her Subjects, and her 1 houghts the King, 

Of every Virtue gives Renown to Men. 

Her Face the Book of Praiſes, where 1s read 

Nothing but curious Pleaſures, as from thence | 

Sorrow were ever rack't, and teſty Wrath 

Could never be her mild Companion. 

You Gods that made me Man, and ſway in Love, 

That have inflam'd Defire within my Breaſt, 
Jo taſte the Fruit of that celeſtial Tree, 

Or die in the Adventure, by my helps, 


As 


> 


As 


As J am Son and Servant to your Will. 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


To compaſs ſuch a boundleſs Happineſs. 
Ant. Prince Pericles. EY 
Per, That would be Son to great Antiorhus. 
Ant. Before thee ſtands this fair Hęſperides, 
With golden Fruit, but dangerous to be touch's ; 
For Death like Dragons here affright thee hard: 
Her Face, like Heay'n, enticeth her to view 
Her countleſs Glory, which Deſert, muſt gain: 
And which without Deſert, becauſe thine Eye 8 


Preſumes to reach, all the whole hou maſt die, 
Lon ſometimes famous Princes like th 


y ſelf 
Drawn by report, adventrous by deſire, 
Tell thee with ſpeechleſs. Tongues, and Semblance pale, 
That without covering ſave yon Field of Stars, 
Here they ſtand Martyrs ſlain in Capiad's Wars: 
And with dead Cheeks adviſe thee to deſiſt, 
For going on Death's Net, whom none reſiſt. 

Per, Antiochus | thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail Mortality to know itſelf, | | 
And by thoſe fearful Objects to prepare 
This Body, like to them, to what I muſt; 
For Death remembred, ſhould be like a Mirror, 
Who tells us, Life's but Breath, to truſt in Error: 
I'll make my Will then, and as ſick Men do, 
Who know the World, ſee Heav'n, but feeling. Woe, 
Gripe not at earthly Joys, as erſt they did. 
So I bequeath a happy Peace to you 
And all good Men, as every Prince ſhould do, 
My Riches to the Earth from whence they came: 
But my unſpotted fire of Love to you. [To Heſperides. 
Thus ready for the way of Life or Death, 
I wait the ſharpeſt Blow, Antiachus, 
Scorning Advice. Read the Conclufion then. 

Ant. Which read and not expounded, *tis decreed. 


As theſe before ſo thou thyſelf ſhalt bleed. 


Heſp. Of all ſaid yet, may thou prove proſperous, 
Of all faid yet, I wiſh thee Happineſs. [Ex, Heſpe. 
Per. Like a bold Champion I aſſume the Liſts, 
Nor ask advice of any other Thought, 
But Faithfulneſs, and Courage, 


The 
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6 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
| The Riddle. 
J am no Viper, yet I feed © | 
On Mother's Fleſh which did me breed : 
1 fought a Husband, in which Latour, 
I found that kindneſs in a Father. 
| He's Father, Son, and Husband mild, 
Mother, Wife, and yet his Child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 
As you will live, reſolve it you. 
Sharp Phyſick is the laſt ! But O you Powers! | 
That gives Heav'n countleſs Eyes to view Mens Acts, 
Why could they not their Sights perpetually ? 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it, 
Fair Glaſs of Light, I lov'd you, and could ſtill, 
Were not this glorious Caſket ſtor'd with Ill: 
But I muſt tell you, now my Thoughts revolt; 
For he's no Man on whom Perfe&ions wait, 
That knowing Sin within, will touch the Gate: 
You're a fair Viol, and your Senſe the Strings, 
Who finger'd to make Man his lawſul Mufic, s 
Wou'd draw Heav'n down, and all the Gods to hearken, 
But being plaid upon before your time, | 
Hell only danceth at ſo harſh a Chime, 
Good ſooth I care not for you. | 
Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy Life, 
For that's an Article within our Law, ; 
As dangerous as the reſt : Your time's expir'd, 
Either expound now, or receive your Sentence, 
Per. Great King, 2; 
Few love to hear Te Sins they love to act, 
Twould braid yourſelf too ncar for me to tell it: 
Who hath a Book of all that Monarchs do, 
He's more ſecure to 20 it ſhut, than ſhewn : 
For Vice repeated, is like the wandring Wind, 
Blows Dutt in others Eyes, to ſpread itſelf; 
And yet the end of all is bought thus dear, 
The Breath is gone, and the fore Eyes ſee clear. 
Jo ſtop the Air would hurt them, the blind Mole cafts 
Copt Hills toward Heav'n, to tell the Earth is throng'd 
By Man's Oppreſſion, and the poor Worm doth die for't. 
King's are Earth's Gods: In Vice their Law's their Will, 
And if Fove ſtray, who dares ſay, Fove doth il!? 


It 


w, 


'Tho? 24 the Tenour of our ſtrict Edict, 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 7 
It is enough you know it, and it is fit; f 
What being more known, grows worſe to ſmother it. 
All love the Womb that there being bred, ZE 
Then give my Tongue like leave to love my Head. 
Ant. Heav'n that I had it; he has found the meaning, 
But I will gloze with him. Young Prince of Tyre, 


Your Expoſition of mit-interpreting, 
We might proceed to cancel off your Days; 
Yet hope, ſucceeding from fo fair a Tree, 
As your fair felf, doth tune us otherwiſe : 
Forty Days longer we do reſpite you, 
If by which time our Secret be undone, 
This Mercy ſhews, we'll joy in ſuch a Son: 
And until then, your entertain ſha!l be 
As doth befit our Honour, and your Worth. [ Exit, 
Manet Pericles ſolus. 
Per. How Courteſie would ſeem to cover Sin, 
When what is done, is like a Hypocrite, 
The which is good in nothing but in ſight: 
If it be true that I interpret falſe, © 
Then were it certain you were not ſo bad, 
As with foul Inceſt to abuſe your Soul : | | 
Where now you're both a Father and a Son, | 
By your untimely c'aſpings with your Child. 
(OE Pleaſure fits a Husband, not a Father) 
nd ſhe an Eater of her Mother's Fleſh, £7 


By the defiling of her Parent's Bed, 


And both like Serpents are, who tho' they feed 

On ſweeteſt Flowers, yet they Poiſon breed, 

Antioch farewel, for Wiidom ſees, thoſe Men 

Blaſh not in Actions blacker than the Night, 

Will ſhew no Courſe to keep them from the Liaht? 

One Sin, I know, another doth provoke; | | 

Murder's as near to Luft, as Flame to ſmoak. | 

Poiſon and Treaſon are the Hands of Sin, | 

Ay, and the Targets to put off the Shame: 

Then leſt my Lite be cropt to keep you clear, 

By flight I'll ſhun the Danger which I fear, Exit. 
ns Enter Antiochus. | 

Ant. He hath found the meaning, 
For which we mean to have his Head: | 


i 
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He muſt not live to trumpet forth my Infamy, 
Nor tell the World Autiochus doth fin 
In ſuch a loathed Manner. 
And therefore inſtantly this Prince muſt die, 
by his Fall my Honour muſt keep high. 
ho attends us here ? 
| Enter Thaliard. 

Wal. Doth your Highneſs call? 

Ant. Thaliard, you are of our Chamber, 
And our Mind partakes her private Actions 
To your Secreſy ; and for your Faithfulneſs 
We will advance you, Thaliard. 

Behold, here's Poiſon and here's Gold, 
We hate the Prince of Tyre, and thou muſt kill him. 
It fits thee not to aſk the Reaſon why: 
Becauſe we bid it: Say, is it done ? 
Thal. My Lord, *tis done. 
Enter a Me eng er. 


Ant. Enough. Let your — cool your ſelf, — | 


your haſte. . 
Meſ. My Lord, Prince Pericles is fled. 


Ant. As thou wilt live, fly after; and as an Arrow, ſhot 


from a well experient Axcher, hits the Mark his Eye doth 
level at: So do thou never return, unleſs thou ſay, Prince 
Pericles is dead. 

Tal. My Lord, if I can get him within. my Piſtol's 
Length, I'll make him ſure enough: So farewel to your 
Highnels. | [ Exit, 

Ant. Thaliard adieu, till Pericles be dead. 

My Heart can lend no Succour to my Head. [Exits 
Enter Pericles, Hellicanus, vith- other Lats. | 
Per. Vet none diſturb us: | 


Why ſhould this Change of Thoughts, 


Ihe ſad Companion dull. ey'd Melancholy. 

By me ſo us'd, a Gueſt as not an Hour, | 

In the Days glorious Walk our peaceful Night, 

The Tomb where Grief ſhould ſleep, can breed me Quiet. 
HerePleaſures court mine Eyes, and mine Eyes ſhun them, 
And Danger which I feared, is at Antioch, . 

Who Arm ſeems far too ſhort to hit me here. 

Yet neither Pleaſures Art can joy my Spirits, 


or yet the other's Diſtance comfort me : [ 
Then 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre, 
Then it is thus, that Paſſions of the Mind, 
That have their firſt Conception by miſdread 
Have after Nouriſhment and Life by Care; ! 
And what was firſt by Fear, what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done, 
And ſo "tis with me. The great Autiochus, 
Gainſt whom I am too little to contend, | 
Since he's ſo great, can make his Will his Act, 
Will think me ſpeaking, though I ſwear to Silence,, 
Nor boots it me to fay I honour him, 
If he ſuſpect I may diſhonour him. 
And what may make him bluſh in being known, | 
He'll ſtop the Courſe by which it might be known, _=_ 
With hoſtile Forces he'll o'er ſpread the Land, 
And with the Stint of War will look. ſo huge, 
Amazement ſhall drive Courage from the State: 
Our Men be vanquiſh'd e'er they do reſiſt, 
And Subjects puniſh'd, that ne'er thought Offence: 
Which Care of them, not Pity of my ſelf, 
Who once no more but as the Tops of Trees, 
Which fence the Roots they grow by, and defend them; 
Make not my Body pine, and Soul to languiſh, 
And puniſh that before that he would puniſh. 
1 Lord. Joy and all Comfort in your ſacred Breaſt. 
2 Lord. And keep your Mind' till ye return to us 
Peaceful and comfortable. | 
Hell. Peace, Peace, and give Experience Tongue: 
They do abuſe the King that flatter him, 
For Flattery is the Bellows blows up Sin, 
The Thing the which is flatter'd, but a Spark, 
To which that Spak gives Heart and ſtronger glowing ;: 
Whereas Reproof obedient and in order, 
Fits Kings as they are Men, for they may err: 
When Signior Soth here doth proclaim Peace, 
He flatters you, makes War upon your Life. 
Prince, pardon me, or ſtrike me if you pleaſe, 
L cannot be much lower than my Knees. | 
Per. All leave us elſe; But let your Cares o'er-foots 
What Shipping, and what Lading's in our Haven, 
And then return to us: Hellicanus, thou haſt | 
Mov'd us: What ſeeſt thou in our Looks? 
Hell. An angry Brow, dread Lord. | 
A5 Per 


lo Perieles, Prince of Tyre. 

Per If there be ſuch a Dart in Princes Frowns, 
How durſt thy Tongue move Anger to our Face? 

Hell. How dare the Planets look vp unto Heav'n, 


From whence they ha: e their Nouriſhment ? AY 
Per. Thou know'ft J have Power to take thy Lite 


of from thee. 
I T have ground the Ax my ſelf, 
Do you but ſtrike the Blow. . 

Per. Riſe, prithee riſe, fit down. thou art no Flatterer, 
J thank thee for it, and Heav'n forbid 
That Kings ſhould let their Ears hear their Faults hid. 
Fit Counſellor, and Servant for a Prince, | 


Who by thy Wiſdom makes a Prince thy Servant, 


What would'ſt thou have me do? 

Hell. To bear with Patience ſuch Griefs, 
As you your ſelf do lay upon your ſelf. 

Per. Thou ſpeak'ſt like a Phyſician, Hellicanus, 
That miniſters a Potion unto me 
That thou would'ſt tremble to receive thy ſelf. 
Attend me then; I went to Antioch, | 
Where as thou know'ſt, (againſt the Face of De ith) 
& ſought the Purchace of a glorious Beauty, 
From whence an Iſſue I might propagate. 
Are Arms to Princes, and bring Joys to Subjects. 
Her Face was to mine Eye beyond allWonder, 
'The reſt (hark in thine Ear) as black as Inceſt, | 
Which by my Knowledge found, the finful Father, 
Seem'd not to ſtrike, but ſmooth : But thou know'ſt this, 
"Tis Time to fear, when Tyrants ſeem to kiſs, 
Which Fear ſo grew in me, I hither fled, 
Under the Covering of a careful Night, : 
Who ſeem'd my good Protector: And being here, 
Bethought me what was paſt, what might ſueceed ; 
1 knew him tyrannous, and Tyrants fears | 
Decreaſe not, but grow faſter then the Years : 
And ſhould he think, as no doubt he doth, 
That I ſhould open to the liſtning Air, 
How many worthy Princes Blood were ſhed, 
To keep his Bed of Blackneſs unlaid ope, 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this Land with Arms, 
And make Pretence of wrong that I have done him, 
When all for mine, if I may call offence, | 1 . 

| Mu 


Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 1 


Mult feel Wars blow, who fears not Innocence: 
Which love to all, for which thy ſelf art one, 
Who now reproved'ſt me for it. 

Hell. Alas, Sir. . : 

Per. Drew Sleep out of my Eyes, Blood from my Cheeks,. 
Muſings into my Mind, with a thouſand Doubts 
How I might ſtop their Tempeſt ere it came, 

And finding little Comfort te relieve them, 
I thought it Princely Charity to grieve for them. 

Hell. Well, my Lord, ſince you have given me Leave 
Freely will I ſpeak. Antiochus vou fear, [to ſpeals- 
And juftly tco, I think, you fear the Tyrant. 

Who either by publik War or private Treaſon, . 
Will take away your Lite. 

Therefore, my Lord, go travel for a while, 

Till that his Rage and Anger be forgot; 

Or 'till the Deſtinies do cut the Thread of his Life : 
Your Rule direct to any, if to me, | 

Day ſerves not Light more faithful, than III be. 

Per. I donot doubt thy Faith, 

But ſhould he wrong my Liberties in my Abſence > 

Hell. We'll mingle our Bloods together in the Earth, 
From whence we had our Being and our Birth. 

Per. Bre, | now look from thee then, and to Thar/us: 
Intend my Travel, where I'll hear from thee ; 

And by whoſe Letters I'll diſpoſe my ſelf: 

The Care I had and have of Subjects good 

On thoſe I lay, whoſe Wiſdom's Strength can bear it. 
I'll take thy Word for Faith, not ask th ne Oath, 

Who ſhuns not to break one, will ſure crack both: 

But in our O-bs we live fo round and ſafe, 

That Time of both this Truth ſhall ne'er convince, 

Thou ſheweſt a Subꝛect's Shine, Ja true Prince. Exe. 

| Enter T haliard /olus. 

Thal. So, this is Tyre, and this is the Court, here muſt 
T kill King Pericles, and if I do it not, Tam-ſure to be. 
hang'd at home: It is dangerous. 

Well, / perceive he was a wiſe Fellow; and had good 
Diſcretion, that being bid to ask what he would of the 
King, deſir'd he might know none qf his Secrets, Now do 

I ſee he had ſome Reaſon for it: F oi a King bid a Man 
be a Villain, he is bound by the Indenturę of his Oath to 
be one. | | ü Hullys. 


12 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Hafht, here come the Lords of 7jre. 


Enter Hellicanus, Eſcanes, with other Lords of Tyre. 


Hell. You ſhall not need, my Fellow-Peers of Tyre, 

Furthur to queſtion me of your King's Departure. 
His ſeal'd Commiſſion left in Truſt with me, 
Doth ſpeak ſufficiently, he's gone to Travel. 

Wal. How, the King gone? 

Hell. If further yet you will be ſatis fied, 

Why (as it were unlicens'd of your Loves) 
He would depart? I'll give ſome Light unto You, 
Being at Antioch ? 

Thal. What from Antisch? 

Hell. Royal Antiochus (on what Cauſe I 3 not) 
Took ſome Diſpleaſure at him, at leaſt he judg'd i: 
And doubting that he had erred or ſinned, 

To ſhew his Sorrow, he would correct himſelf; 
So puts himſelf unto the Shipman's Toil, 
With whom each Minute threatens Life or Death. | 

Thal. Well, I perceive I ſhall not be hang'd now, al- 


though I would ; but ſince he's gone, the King's Seas muſt 


pleaſe: He 'ſcap d the Land, to periſh at the Sea: I I 
preſent my ſelf. Peace to the Lord's of Tye. 
Hell. Lord Thaliard from Antiochus is welcome. 
Thal. From him I come 
With Meſſage unto Princely Pericles ; 
Rut ſince my Landing J have underſtood, 
Your Lord hath betook himſelf to unknown Travels 
My Meſſage muſt return from whence it came. 
Hell. We have no Reaſon to defire it, 
Commended to our Maſter, not to us; 
Yet e're you ſhall depart, this we defire, 

As Friends to Antioch, we may feaſt in Tyre [ Excurt. 
Euter Cleon, the Governor of Tharſus, with — 
and others, 

Cle, My Diony/ias ſhall ſhereſt us here, 
And by relating Tales of others Grieſs, 
ee if will teach us to for get our own - 
Dio. That were to blow at Fire in Hope to quench its 
For who digs Hills becauſe they do aſpire, 
'Fhrows down one Mountain to caſt up a higher : 
O my diſtreſſed Lord, even ſuch our Grief: are: 
Here they're but felt, and ſeen with Miſchief *'s Eyes, 
But like to Groves, being top'd, they higher riſe, . 
Cle. 
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Cl. O Diony/a, 

Who wanteth Food, and will not ſey he wants it, 
Or can conceal his Hunger, till he famiſh ? 

Our Tongues and Sorrows do ſound deep: 

Our Woes into the Air, our Eyes to weep, 

Till Tongues fetch Breath that may proclaim 
Them louder, that if Heav'n ſlumber, while 
Their Creatures want, they may awake 

Their Helpers to comfort them. 

PII them diſcourſe our Woes felt ſeveral Years, 

And wanting Breath to ſpeak, help me with Tears. 

Dio. I'll do my beſt, Sir, 

Cle. This Tharſus, o'er which I've the Government, 
A City, on whom Plenty held full Hand, 

For Riches ſtrew'd herſelf even in the Streets, | 
Whoſe Towers bore Heads ſo high, they kiſt the Clouds, 
 AndStrangers ne'er beheld, but wonder'd at; 

Whoſe Men and Dames ſo jetted and adorn'd, 

Like one another's Glaſs to trim them by; io 
Their Tables were ftor'd full, to glad cheSight; if 
And not ſo much to feed on, as Delight, if 
All Poverty was ſcorn'd, and Pride ſo great, 

The Name of Help grew 92005 to repreat. 

Dio. Oh 'tis true. 

Cle. But ſee what Heav'n can do by this our Change: 
Theſe Mouths, who but of late, Earth, Sea, and Air, 
Were all too little to content and pleaſe, 

Although they gave their Creatures in Abundance; 
As Houſes are deſil'd for want of Uſe, 
Ihey are now ſtarv'd for want of Exerciſe; 
Thoſe Pallates, who not yet to Savers younger, 
Muſt have Inventions to delight the Taſte, 
Would now be glad of Bread, and beg for it ; 
Theſe Mothers who to nouzle up their Babes, 
Thought Nought too curious, are ready now, 
To eat thoſe little Darlings whom they lov'd, 
So ſharp are Hunger's Teeth, that Man and Wife 
Draw Lots who firſt ſhall die to lengthen Life. 
Here ſtands a Lord, and there a Lady weeping, - 
Here may ſink, yet thoſe which ſee them fall, 
Have ſcare Strength left to give them Burial. 


Is not this true? 1 
| | Cio. { 


14 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 
Dio. Our Cheeks and hollow Eyes do Witneſs it. 
Cle. O let thoſe Cities that of Plenty's Cup, 

And her Proſperities ſo largely taſt, | 

Wich their ſuperflcous Riots hear theſe Tears; 

The Miſery of Thar/us may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 
Lord. Where's the Lord Governor ? 
Cle. Here, {peak out thy Sorrows, which thou bring lt 
in Haſte, for Comfort is too far for us to expect. 
Lord. We have deſeried, u pon our Neigbouring Shore, 
A portly Sail of Ships make hitherward. 
Ce. I thought as much. 

One Sorrow never comes but brings an Heir, 

That may ſucceed as his Inheritor : 

And ſo in ours: ſome neighbouring Nation, 

Taking Advantage of our Milery, 

Hath ſtuſt the hollow Veſſels with their Pow'r, 

To beat us down, the Which are down already, 

And make a Conqueſt of unhappy me, 

| Whereas no Glory is got to overcome. 
Lord. That's the leaſt Fear, S 

For by the Semblance of their Flags diſplaid, 

They bring us Peace, and come to us as F avourers, 

Not as Foes. 

Cle. Thou ſpeak k like Hymns untutor'd to repeat, 
Who. makes the faireſt Shew, means moſt Deccit. 

But bring they what they will, and what they can, 

What need we fear, the Grounds the loweſt, 

And we are the half Way there: 

Go tell their General we attend bim here.: 

To know for what he comes, and whence he comes, 

And what he craves 

Lord. I go, my Lord. 
Cie. Welcome his Peace, if he on Peace . 

If Wars, we are unable to reſiſt. 

Enter Pericles with Attendants. 
Per. Lord Governor, for ſo we hear you are, 
Let not our Ships and Number of our Men. 
Be like a Beacon fir'd, to amaze your Eyes, 

We've heard your Miſeries as far as Tyre, 

And ſeen the Deſolation of your N 

Nor come we to add Sorrow to your Tears, 


But 
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But to re eaſe them of their heavy Load, 
And theie our Ships, you happily may think 
As like the Trojan Horſe, was was ſtuft within, 
With bloody Ne expecting Overthrow, 
Are ſtor'd with Corn to make your needy Bread, 
And give them Life, whom Hunger ſtarv'd half dead. 
| Omnes. The Gods of Greece protect you, 
And we'll pray for you. | | 
Per. Ariſe, I pray you ariſe; | 
We do not look for Reverence, but for Love, 
And harbourage for our ſelf, our Ships and Men. 
Cle. The which when any ſhall not gratifie, 
Or pay you with Unthankfulneſs in Thought, 
Be it our Wifes, our Children, or our ſelves, 
The Curſe of Heav'n and Men ſucceed their Evils : 
Till when, the which, I hope, ſhall never be ſeen, 
Your Grace is welcome to our Town and us. 
Per. Which welcome we'll accept, feaſt here a while, 
Until our Stars that frown, lend us a Smile. [ Exeunt, 
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Enter Gower. | 


Gow. ERE have you ſeen a might King, 
1 His Child I avis, to Inceſt Bring: 

A Better Prince and benign Lord, 

That avill prove awful both in Deed and Word. 

Be quiet then, as Men ſhould. be, 

Till he hath paſt Neceſſity : 

PII fhew you thoſe in Troubles reign, 

Lofing a Mite, a Mountain gain: 

The Good in Converſation, 

To whom I give my Benizon, 

It fill at Tharſus, where each Man 

Thinks. all is aurit he ſpoken can : 

And to remember what he does, 

Build his Statue to make him glorious : 

But Tidings to the contrary, 

Are brought t'jour Eyes, what need ſpeak J. 


Dumb 
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| g Dumb Show. 
Enter at ene Door Pericles talking with Cleon all the Train 
with them. Enter at another Door a Gentleman with a 
Letter to Pericles ; Pericles ſhews the Letter to Cleon, Pe- 
ricles gives the Meſſenger aReward, and knights him. 
[Exit Pericles at one Door, aud Cleon at another. 
* . Good Hellican that ſtaid at home, | 
Not to eat Honey like a Dro, © 
From others Labours; for though he flrive 
Ta killen bad, keep good alive: | 
And to fulfil his Prince's Defire, 
Sawv'd one of all that haps in Tyre: 
How Thaliard came full bent with Sin, 
And had intent to murther him; 
And that in Tharſus was not beſt, 
Longer for him to make his Reſt: 
He doing ſo, put forth to Seas, 
Where <when Men bin, there's ſeldom Eaſe, 
For now the Wind begins to blow 
Thunder above, and Deeps below, 
Make ſuch Unquiet, that the Ship | 
Should Houſe him ſafe, is avracht aud ſplit, 
And he, good Prince, hawing all hoft, | 
By Wiawes, from Coaſt to Coaſt is toſt : 
All Perifſhen of Man, of Pelf, - 
Ne ought eſcapen'd but himfelf; | 
"Tull Fortune tir'd with. doing bad, 
Threw him aſhore to give him glad: 
And here he comes ;. what ſhall be next, 
Pardon o Gower, thus long's the Text : 
| Enter Pericles wet. | 
Per. Yet ceaſe your Ire, your angry Stars of Heav'n, 
Wind, Rain, and Thunder; remember earthly Man 
Is but a Subſtance that muſt yield to yu 
And I, as fits my Nature, do obey you. 
Alas, the Sea hath caſt me on the Rocks, 
Waſht me from Shore to Shore, and left my Breath 
Nothing to think on, but enſuing Death; 
Let it ſuffice the Greatneſs bf your Powers, 
To have bereft a Prince of all his Fortunes, 
And having thrown him from your watry Grave, . 
Here to have Death in Peace, is all he'll crave. | 
Enter- 
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Enter three Fiſhermen, 
1 Fiþ, What, to pelch ? 
2 Fiſb. Ha, come and bring away the Nets, 
I 'F q. What patch Breech, I ſay, 
Fiſþ. What ſay you, Matter ? 
: Fi. Look how thou ſtirreſt now, 
Coma away, I'll fetch thee with a Wannion. 
2 Fjh, Faith, Maſter, I am thinking of the poor Men | 
That were caſt away before us, even now. 1 
1 Fißb. Alas, poor Souls, it griev'd my Heart to hear 1 [! 
What pityful Cries they made to u, to help them, " 
When, weil-a-day, we could ſcarcely help our ſelves. | 
3 F TA Nay, ſaid not I as much, ''8 
When I ſaw the Porpus how he bounc'd and tumbled ? 1 
They ſay, they are half Fiſh, half Fleſh ; 1 
A Plague on them, they ne er come but I look to be waſht. | 
Maſter, I marvel how the Fiſhes live in the Sea? 
I Fiſh, Why, as Men do at Land, li 
The great ones eat up the little ones: 1 
I can compare our rich Miſers, to nothing ſo fitißx [Ul 
As to a Whale; he plays and tumbles, | 1 
Driving the poor Fry before him, 1 
And at laſt devours them all at a Mouthful. | 'v 
Such Whales have I heard on a' th' Land, 4 
Who never leave gaping. till they ſwaltow' 1 
The whole Pariſh, Church, Steeple, Bells and all. c_ 
Per; A pretty Moral. 1 


3 Fiſh. But, Maſter, if I had beam the Sexton, | 

TI would have been that Day in the if. 
2 £55, Why, Man? | 
3 Filo. Becauſe he ſhould have ſwallow d me too: | 
Ai when T had been in his Belly, | 
I would have kept ſuch a jangling of the Bells, | 
That he ſhould never have left, | 
Till he caſt Bells, Steeple, Church and Pariſh up again, 5 
But if the good King Symonides were of my Mind. | {| 


1 Per. Symoni des? 


Fi. We would purge the Land of theſe Drones, 
bc rob the Bee of her Honey, 
Per. How from the feunny Subject of the Sea 
Theſe Fiſhers tell the Infirmities of Men, | 
And from their watry Empire recollect, 
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All that may Men approve, or Men detect. 
Peace be at your Labour, honeſt Fiſhermen, 
2 £;p. Honeſt, good Fellow, what's that, if it be a 
Day fits you, 5 | 
Search out of the Kalendar, and no Body look aſter it ? 

Per. Y'may ſee the Sea hath caſt me upon your Coaſt. 

2 Fi. What a drunken Knave was the Sea, 

To caſt thee in our Way. | | 

Per. A Man whom both the Waters and the Wind, 
In that vaſt Tennis-Court hath made the Ball 
For them to play upon, intreats you pity him : 

He aſks of you that never us'd to beg, 
1 Fißb. No, Friend, cannot you beg? 
Here's them in our Country of Greece, 
Get more with Begging, than we can do with Working. 
2 Fißb. Canſt thou catch any Fiſhes then? 

Per. I never practis'd it. 

2 Fiſh. Nay, then thou wilt ſtarve ſure, for here's no- 
thing to be got now- a- days, un' eſs thou canſt fiſh for't 
Per. What I have been, | have forgot to know; 

But what I am, Want teaches me to think on; 

A Man throng'd up with Cold, my Veins are chill, 
And have no-more of Life than may ſuffice = 
To give my Tongue that heat to ask. your help : 
Which if you ſha!] refuſe, when I am dead, | 
For that I am a Man, pray ſee me buried. 

1 Fifp, Die- ko- tha, nowGods forbid, [have aGown here, 
come put it on, keep thee warm; now afore me a hand- 
ſome Fellow: Come, thou ſhalt go home, and we'll have 
Fleſh for all Day, Fiſh for faſting Days and more ; or 
Puddings and Flap-jacks, and thou ſhalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank you, Sir, | 

2 Fi Hark you, my Friend, you ſaid you could not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. | 

2 Fiſh. But crave? Then I'll turn Craver too 
And ſo I ſhall ſcape whipping. | 

Per. Why, are all your Beggars whipt then ? 

2 Fißb. Oh not all, my Friend, not all; for if all your 
Beggars were whipt, I would wiſh no better Office, 
than to be Beadle. But, Matter, I'll go draw the Net. 

Per. How well this honeſt Mirth becomes their Labour. 

1 Fe. Hark you, Sir, do you know where you are? 

, | Per, 
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Per, Not well. 

1 Fißb. I tell you, this is call'd Pentapolis, 
And our King, the good Symonides. | 

Per. The good King Symonides do you call him? 

1 Fi. Ay, Sir, and he deſerves fo to be call'd, 

For his peaceable Reign and good Government. 
Per. He is a happy King, ſince he gains from 
His Subjects, the name of Good, by his Government. 
How far is his Court diftant from this Shore ? 

1 Fi, Marry, Sir, half a day's Journey; and I'll tell 
you, he hath a fair Daughter, and to morrow is her Birth- 
day, and there are Princes and Knights come from all 
parts of the World, to Juſt and Turney for her Love. 

Per. Were my Fortunes equal to my Deſires, | 
I could wiſh to make one there. | 

2 Fiſb. Oh Sir, things muſt be as they may, and what a 
Man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for his Wife's Soul. 

Enter the two Fiſhermen drawing up a Net. 


2 F/>. Help, Maſter, help, here's a Fiſh hangs in the Net, 


like a poor Man's Right in the Law,'twill hardly come out. 
Fa bots on't, tis come at laſt, and tis turned to a ruſty Armor. 
Per, An Armor, Friends! I pray you let me ſee it. 

Thanks, Fortune, yet that after all Crofles, 
Thou giv'ſt me ſomewhat to repair myſelf; 
And tho' it was mine own, part of mine Heritage, 
Which my dead Father did bequeath to me, 
With this ſtrict Charge, even as ke left his Life: 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a Shield 
Twixt me and Death; and pointed to this Brayſe; 
For that it ſav d me; keep it in like neceſſity; 
The which the God's protect thee, Fame may defend thee, 
It kept where I kept, I fo dearly lov'd it, 
"Till the rough Seas, that ſpares not any Man, 
Took it in Rage, tho' calm'd had given't again : 
I thank thee fort, my Shipwrack now's no ill, 
Since I have here my Father's Gift in's Will. 

1 Fi. What mean you, Sir? Fe 

Per. To beg of you, kind Friends, this Coat of Worth, 
For it is ſometime Target to a King, 
I know it by this Mark; he lov'd me dearly, 
And for his ſake, I wiſh the having of it; 
And that you'd guide me to your Sovereign's Court, 

Where 
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Where with it I may appear a Gentleman; 
And, that ever my low Fortune's better, 
I'll pay your Bounties ; till then reſt your Debtor. . 
1 ip. Why, wilt thou turney for the Lady ? 
Per. Tl ſhew the Vertue I have born in Arms. 
1 F;. Why, take it, and the Gods give thee good on't. 
2 Hißb. But hark you, my Friend, twas we that made up 
this Garment through the rough Seams of the Waters ; 
there are certain Condolements, certain Vails; I hope, Sir, 
if you thrive, you'll remember fromwhence you had them, 
Per. Believe it I will; 
By your Furtherance I am cloath'd in Steel, 
And ſpight of all the Rapture of the Sea, 
This Jewel holds his Building on my Arm; 
Unto thy Value I will mount my ſelf 
Upon a Courſer, whoſe delightful Steps 
Shall make the Gazer joy to fee him tread: 
Only my Friend, I yet am unprovided of a Pair of Baſes, 
. 2 F4. Well ſure provide, thou ſhalt have 
My beſt Gown to make thee a Pair; 
And Vil bring thee to the Court my ſelf. 
Per. Then Honour be but a Goal to my Will 
This Day I'll riſe; or elſe add ill to ill. [Exeunts 
Enter Symonides evith Attendants, and 'Fhaifa, 
Kir. Are the Knights ready to begin the Triumph Þ 
1 Lord. They are, my Liege, and ſtay your coming, 
To preſent themſelves. | 
King. Return them, we are ready; and our Daughter 
In Honour of whoſe Birth, theſe 'F'riumphs are, [here, 
Sits here like Beauty's Child, whom Nature gat, 
For Men to ſee, and ſeeing Wonder at. 
Dai. It pleaſeth you, my Royal Father, to expreſs. 
My Commendations great; whoſe Merit 'sleſs. 
King. It's fit it ſhould be ſo; for Princes are 
A Model which Heav'n makes of itſelf :. 
As Jewels loſe their Glory, if neglected, 
So Princes their Renowns if not reſpected. 
"Tis now your Honour, Daughter, to entertain 
The Labour of each Knight; in his Device. 
Thai. Which to preſerve mine Honour, Fl performs 
[ The firft Knight paſſes by. 
1 Who is the 4 chat doth prefer himſelf? 


Thai 6 
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Thai, A Knight of Sparta, my renowned Father, 

And the Device he bears upon his Shield, 

Is a black Æthiop reaching at the Sun; 


The Word, Lux tua vita mini. 
King. He loves you well, that holds his Life of you. 


[ The ſecond Knight, 


Who is the ſecond, that preſents himſelf ?. 
Thai. A Prince of Macedon, my royal Father, 
And the Device he bears upon his Shield, 
Is an arm'd Knight, that's conquer'd by a Lady, 
The Motto thus in & ee Pue Por delcera chi por forxæ. 
| [The third Knight, 
King, And what's the third ? 
Thai, The third of Antioch; and his Device 


A Wreathof Chivalry ; the Word, Me Pompei provexit 


 - apex: © [The fourth Knight, 
King. What 1s the Fourth ? 
That, A burning Torch that's turned upſide down, 
The Word, Qui me alit, me extingutt. 
King. Which ſhews that Beauty hath his Power and 
Which can as well enflame, as it can kill. (Will, 
(The ſſith Knight, 
Thai. The fifth, an Hand environed with Clouds, 
Holding out Gold, that's by the Touch-ſtone try'd : 
The Motto thus, Sic fpeFanda fides. [The fixth Kniobt, 
King. And what's the ſixth and laſt, the which the 
Knight himſelf with ſuch a graceful Courteſy deliver'd ? 
Thai, He ſeems to be a Stranger, but his Preſent is 
A wither'd Branch, that's only green at Top: 
The Motto, * Spe wiwvo. 
King. A pretty Moral; 
From the dejedted State wherein he is, 
He hopes by you his Fortunes yet may flouriſh, 
1 Lord. He had need mean better than his outward 


Can any way ſpeak in his juſt Commend:  (Shew 


F or, by his.ruſty Outſide, he appears 
To've practisd more the Whipilock than the Lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a Stanger, for he comes 
To an honour'd Triumph ſtrangely furniſh'd. 

3 Lord. And an ſet Purpoſe let his Armour ruſt. 
Until this Day, to ſcour it in the Duſt. 

King. Opinion's but a Fool, that makes us ſcoan 
The outward Habit by the inward Man, But 
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But ſtay, the Knights are coming, 


We will withdraw into the Gallery. Ercunt. 


[Great Shouts, and all cry, the mean Knight. 
Enter the King and Knights from tilting. 
King. Knights, to ſay you're welcome, were {uperfluous. 


To place upon the Volume of your Deeds, 


As in a Title Page, your worth in Arms, 
Were more than you expect, or more than fit, 
Since every Worth in ſhew commends itſelf: 


Prepare for Mirth, for Mirth comes at a Feaſt, 


You are Princes and my Gueſts. 
Thai. But you, my Knight and Gueſt, 

Toe whom this wreath of Victory I give, 

And crown you King of this Day's happineſs. 

Per. "Tis more by Fortune, Lady than by Merit, 
King. Call it by what you will, the Day is Foes 


And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 


In framing an Artiſt, Art hath thus decreed, 
To make iome good, but others to exceed, 


And you her labour'd Scholar: Come Queen o'thF caſt, 


For, Daughter, fo you are, here take your Place: 
Martial the reſt, . as they deſerve thy Grace. 

Km. We are honoured much by good Symonides, 

King. Your Preſence glads our Days, Honour we love, 
For who hates Honour, hates the Gods above. 

Marſh. Sir, yonder is your Place. 

Per, Some other is more fit. 

1 Xn; Contend not, Sir, for we are Gentlemen, 
That neither in our Hearts, nor outward Eyes, 
Envy the great, nor do the low deſpiſe. 

Per. You are right courteous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit. 

By Fove, I wonder, that is King of Thoughts, 


Iheſe Cates reſiſt me, he not thought upon. 


Thai. By Juno, that is the Queen of Marriage, 
All Viands that I eat do ſeem unſavory, | 
Wiſhing him' my Meat ; ſure he's a gallant Gentleman, 

King. He's but a Country Gentleman; basdone no more 
Than 5 Knights have done, has broken a Staff, 


Or ſo; let it paſs. 


Thai. To me he ſeems a Diamond to Glaſs. 
Per. Yon King's to me, like to my Father's Picture, 


Wich | 
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Which tells me in that Glory once he was, | 
And Princes ſat like Stars about his Throne, 
And he the Sun, for them to reverence; 
None that beheld him, but like lefler Lights, 
Did vail their Crowns to his Supremacy 
Where now his Son, like a Glo-worm in the Night, 
The which hath Fire in Darkneſs, none in Light; 
Whereby 1 ſee that Time's the King of Men, 
For he's their Parents, and he 1s their Grave, 
And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 
King. What, are you merry, Knights? | 
Knights. Who can be other in this Royal Preſence ? 
_ King. Here, with a Cup that's ſtirr'd unto the Brim, 
As you do love, fill to your Miſtreſs Lips, 
We drink this Health to you. 
Knights Wethank your Grace. 
King. Yet pauſe a while. 
Yon Knight doth ſit too melancholy, 
As if the Entertainment in our Court 
Had not a Shew might countervail his Worth. 
Note it you, Thai/a? 
Dai. What is't to me, my Father? 
King. O, attend, my Daughter ; . 
Princes, in this, ſhouid live like Gods above, 
Who freely give to 2 one that come to honour them: 
And Princes not doing ſo, are like to Gnats, 
Which make a Sound, but kill'd are wondred at: 
Therefore to make his Entrance now more ſweet, 
Here ſay we drink this ſtanding Bowl of Wine to him. 
Thai. Alas, my Father, it befits not me, 
Unto a ſtranger Knight to be ſo bold, 
He may my Proffer take for an Offence, 
Since Men take Womens Gifts for Impudence. 
King. How ! do as I bid you, or you'll move me elſe. 
Thai. Now, by the Gods, he could not pleaſe me 
better. | LA lde. 
King. And furthermore tell him, 
We deſire to know of him, 
Of whence he is, his Name and Parentage. 
Thai. The King my Father, Sir, hath drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. ä 
Thai, Wiſhing it ſo much Blocd unto your Life, 


Per. 
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Since they love Men in Arms, as well as Beds. 


Longer to wichold the Vengeance that 


Per. I thank both him and you, and pledge him freely 
Wai. And further he deſires to know of you, | 
Of whence you are, your Name and Parentage. 
Per. A Gentleman of Tyre, my Name Pericles, 
My Education been in Arts and Arms, © | 
Who looking for Adventures in the World, 
Was by the rough Seas reft of Ships and Men, 
And after Shipwrack, driv'n upon this Shore. 
Thai. He thanks your Grace; names himſelf Periclos 
A Gentleman of Tyre, who only by Misforture of the Seas 


Hereft of Ships and Men caſt on the Shore. 


King. Now by the Gods I pity his Misfortune, 
And will awake him from his Melancholy. 
Come, Gentlemen, we fit too long on T rifles. 
And waſte the 'I ime, which looks for other Revels. 


_ Ev'nin your Armors, as you are addreſt, 
Will very well become a Soldier's Dance : 
I will not have Excuſe, with ſaying that 


Loud Muſick is too harſh for Ladies Heads, 
They dance. 
So, this was well ask'd, 'twas well perferm'd, 0 
Come, Sir, here's a Lady that wants breathing too, 
And I have heard, you Knights of Tyre | 
Are excellent in making Ladies trip, 
And that their Meaſures are as excellent. 
Per. In thoſe that practiſe them, they are, my Lord. 
King. O that's as much, as you would be deny d 
Of your fair Courteſy, unclaſp, unclaſp. {| Hey dance. 
Thanks Gentlemen, to all; all have done well, | 
But you the beſt, - Pages and Lights, to conduct 
Theſe Knights unto their ſeveral Lodgings, 
Yours, Sir, we-have giv'n Order to be next our own, 
Per, I am at your Grace's Pleaſure. 
King. Princes, it is too late to talk of Love, 
And that's the Mark Iknow you level at: 


Therefore each One betake him to his Reſt, 


To- morrow, all for Speeding do their beſt. 
Euter Hellicanus and Eſcanes. 
Hell. No, Eſcaues, know this of me, 
Antiochus from Inceſt liv'd not free: 
For which, the moſt high Gods not minding 


They 
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They had in Store, due to his heinous 
Capital Offence; even in the Height and Pride 
Of all his Glory, when he was ſeated in | 
A Chariot of an ineſtimable Value, and his Daughter 
With him; a Fire f.om Heav'n came and ſhrivel'd 
Up thoſe Bodies, even to loathing for they ſo ſtunk 
That all thoſe Eyes ador'd them, ere their fall, 
Scorn now their Hand ſhould give them Burial. 

Eſca. It was very ſtrange. 

Hell. And yet but Juſtice ; 
For though'this King were great, 
His Greatneſs was no guard to bar Heav'ns Shaft, 
But Sin had his Reward. 

Eſca. "Tis very true. 

| Enter two or three Lords. 
nM 2000 See, not a Man in private Conference, 
Or Counſel, hath reſpe& with him but he. 

2 Lord. It ſhall no 1 5 grieve without Reproof. 

3 Lord. And curſt be he that will not ſecond it, 

1 Lord. Follow me then: Lord Hellican a. Jord. 

Hell. With me? and welcome, happy Day, my Lords. 

1 Tord. Know that our Griefs are riſen to the Top, 
And now at length they over. flow their Banks. 

Hell. Vour Griefs, for what? Wrong not your Prince 
you love, 

Lord. Wrong not your elf then, noble Hellican, 
But if the Prince do live, let us ſalute him, 

Or know what Ground's made happy by his Breath: 
If in the World he live, we'll ſeek him out; 

If in the Grave he reſt, we'll find him there, 

And be reſolv'd, he lives to govern us: 

Or dead, gives Cauſe to mourn his F uneral, 

And Ee us to our free Election. 

2 Lord. Whoſe Death indeed, the ſtrongeſt in our Cen- 
And knowing this Kingdom is without a Head, ure, 
Like goodly Buildings left without a Roof, | 
Soon fall to Ruin: Your Noble ſelf, 

That beſt knows how to rule, and how to reign, 
We thus ſubmit unte our Sovereign. 

| Omn. Live, noble Hellican. 

Hell. Try Honours Caule ; forbear your Suffrages : 
If * you dove Prince Perie/es, forbear: 


B (Take 


I mutt diſſemble it. 
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(Take I your wiſh, I leap into the Seas. 
Where's hourly Troubie, for a Minutes Eaſe,) 
A twelve Month longer, let me entreat you 
To forbear the Abſence of your King: | 
If in which Time expir'd, he not return, 
_ I ſhall with aged Patience bear your Yoke. 
But if TI cannot win you to this Love, 
Go ſearch like Nobles, like noble Subjects, 5 
And in your Search, ſpend your adventurous Worth, 
Whom if you find, and win unto return, 
You ſhall like Diamonds fit about his Crown, 
1 Lord. To Wiſdom, he's a Fool that would not yield, 
And ſince Lord Hellican enjoineth us, 
We with our Travels will endeavour. | 
Hell. Then you love us, we you, and we'll claſp Hands, 
When Peers thus knit, a Kingdom ever ftands. | Eæeunt. 
Enter the King reading of a Letter at one Door, and 
' the Knights meet him. | 
1 Knight. Good Morrow to the good Symonides. 
King. Knights, from my Daughter this I let you know, 
That for this twelve Month, ſhe'll not undertake ? 
A married Life: Her Reaſon to herſelf is only known, 
Which yet from her by no Means can I get. 
2 Knight. May we not get acceſs to her, my Lord? 
King. Faith, by no Means, ſhe hath ſo ſtrictly 
'Ty'd her to her Chamber, that tis impoſſible : 
One twelve Moons more ſhe'll wear Diaxa's Livery : 
This by the Eye of Cynthia hath ſhe vow'd, 


And on her virgin Honour will not break. 


1 


3 Knight. Loth to bid farewel, we take our Leaves. Exe. 
King. So, they are well diſpateh'd. 3 
Now to my Daughter's Letter; ſhe tells me here, 
She'll wed the ſtranger 4 
Or never more to view nor Day nor Light. 
*Tis well, Miſtreſs, your Choice agrees with mine, 
I like that well; nay, how abſolute ſhe's in't, - 
Not minding whether I diſlike or no. 5 
Well, I do commend her choice, and will no longer 
Have it be delay'd : Soft, heie he comes, 


5 Enter Pericles. 
Per. All Fortune to thee, good Syanonides. 


1 


King. 
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- King. To you as much : Sir, T am beholding to you, 
Far your ſweet Muſick this laſt Night : 
I do proteſt; my Ears were never fed 
With ſuch delightful pleaſing Harmony. 
Per. It is your Grace's Pleaſure to commend, 
Not my. Deſert. | 
King. Sir, you are Muſick's Maſter. | 
Per. The worſt of all her Scholars, my good Lord. 
King. Let me ask you one Thing. 
What do you think of my Daugther, Sir ? 
Per. A moſt virtuous Princels, 
King. And ſhe's fair too, is ſhe not? 
Per. As a fair Day in the Summer: Wondrous Fair, 
King. Sir, my Daughter thinks very well of you, 
I fo well, that you muſt be her Mafter, | 
And ſhe will be your Scholar; therefore look to it. 
Per. I am unworthy to be her School-maſter. 
King. She thinks not ſo, peruſe this Writing elſe. 
Per. Whar's here a Letter, | 
That ſhe loves the Knight of Tyre ? 
Tis the King's Subtility to have my Life: 
O ſeek: not to intrap me, gracious Lord, 
A Stranger and diſtreſſed Gentleman, | 
That never aim'd ſo high to love your Daughter, 
But bent all Offices to honour her. | 
King. Thou haſt bewitch'd my Daughter, 
And thou art a Villain. 
Per. By the Gods I have not; . 
Never did Thought of mine levy Offence; 
Nor never did my Actions yet commence | 
A Deed might gain her Love, or your Diſpleaſure. 

King. Traitor, thou lieſt. | 
Per. Traitor! | 
King. Ay, Traitor. 

Per. Even in his Throat, unleſs it be a King, 

That calls me Traitor, I return the Lie. | q 
King, Now by the Gods I do applaud his Courage, þ 
Per. My Actions are as noble as my Thoughts, | 

That never reliſh'd of a baſe Deſcent : | 5 | 

I came unto the Court for Honour's Cauſe, 1 

And not to be a Rebel to her State: 

And he that otherwiſe accounts of me, 

This Sword ſhall prove, he's Honour's Enemy, Lim. 


—_— * 
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. King. No? Here comes my Daughter, ſhe can witneſs 
Enter Thaiſa. | ſit, 
Per. Then as you are as virtuous, as fair, | 
Reſolve your angry Father, if my Tongue 
Did e'er ſollicit, or my Hand ſubſcribe 
To any Syllable that made Love to you ? 
Thai. Why, Sir, if you had, who cakes Offence, 
At that would make me glad ? 
King. Yea, Miſtreſs, are you ſo peremptory ? 
J am glad of it with all my Heart. [ Hſicde; 
I'll tame you, I'Il bring you in Subjection. 5 
Will you, not having my Conſent, 
Beſtaw your Love and your Affections £ 
Upon a Stranger? who, for ought I know, { {/ide. 
May be, nor can I think the contrary, [pg 7 
As great in Blood as I my felf.—— 
Therefore hear you, Miſtreſs, either frame 
Your Will to mine; and you, Sir, hear you, 
Either be rul'd by me, or I'll make you 
Man and Wife; nay,” come, your Hands 
And Lips muſt ſeal-it too: And being join'd, 
I'II thus your Hopes deſtroy, and for further Grief, 
Nod give you Joy; what, are you both pleas'd ? 
Thaz. Ves, if you love me, Sir. 
Per. Ev'n as my Lite, or Blood that foſters it. 
King. What, are you both agreed ? 
Amb. Ves, if it pieaſe your Majeſty. 7 
King. It pleaſeth me fo well, that I will fee you wed, 
And then with what Haſte you can, get you to Bed. 
| Enter Gower. ' 
Now y/leep ſlaled hath the Rout, 
No din but ſnoar, about the Houſe, 
Made louder by the o er- fee Beaſt, 
Of this moſt pompous Marriage Feaſ} : 
Jhe Cat wwith eyne of burning Coal, 
Now couches from the Mouſes hole. 
And Crickets ſing at th Owens Mouth, 
Are the blither for their Drouth : 5 
Hymen hath brought the Bride to Ber, 
Where, by the Loſs of Maidenhead, 
A Babe is moulded, by Attent, 


And Time that is jo briefly ſpent, 
With 
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With your fine Fancies quaintly each, 
What's dumb in Shew, Ti plain with Speech. 


Enter Pericles and Symonides at one Door with Attendants, 
a Meſſenger meets them, kneels, and gives Pericles a 
Letter, Pericles ſhews it Symonjdes, the Lords knee® to 
him; Then enter Thai/a with Child, with Lychorida à 
Nurſe, the King ſhews her the Letter, ſhe rejoices : She 
and Pericles take Leave of her Father, and depart, 

By many a dearn and painſul Pearch 
Of Pericles, the careful Search, 
By the four oppoſing Coignes, 
Which the World together joynes. 
Is made with all due Diligence, 
That Horſe and Sail, and high Expence, 
Can fteed the Queſt; at laſt from Tyre, 
Fame anſwering the moſt firange Enquire, 
To th Court of King Symonides, 
Are Letters brought, the Tenour theſe : 
Antiochus and his Daughters dead, 
The Men of Tyrus, on the Head 
Hellicanus would fet on 
The Crown of Tyre, but he wvill none > 
The Mutiny he there haſtes i oppreſs, 
Says to them, if” King Pericles 
Come not home in twice fix Moons, 
He, obedient to their Dooms, 
Will take the Crown ; The Sum of this 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 
Irony ſhed the Regions Round, 
And every one with Claps can found, 
Our Heir apparent is a King : 
Who dreamt? Who thought of ſuch a Thing ? 
Brief, he muſt hence depart to Tyre, 
His Quern with Child, makes her Deſire, 
Which who ſhall croſs, along to go, 
Omit wwe all their Dole and Wie : 
Lychorida her Nurſe be takes, 
Ard ſo to Sea; then Veſſel ſhakes 
On Neptune's Billow, half the Flood 
Hath their Keel cut; But Fortune mov d, 
Varies again, the griſly North 
Diſgorges ſuch a Tempeſt forth. | 
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That as a Duck for Life that dives, 
So up and down the poor Ship drives: 
The Lady ſbriels, and well-a-near, 
Doth: fall in Travel with her Fear: 


And what enſues in this ſelf Storm, 


Shall for it jelf, it ſelf perform: 
I mill relate, Action may 
Conveniently the reſt conuey; 
Which might not? What by me is told, 
In your Imagination Hold: 
This Stage, the Ship, upon whoſe Deck 
The Sea-tofi Pericles appears to ſpeak. 
Enter Pericles on Shipboard. 

Per. Thou God of this great Vaſt, rebuke theſe Surges 
Which waſh both Heav'n and Hell; and thou that hait 
Upon the Winds Command, bind them in Braſs, 
Having call'd them from the Deep; O ſtill 
Thy deafning dreadful Thunders ; daily quench 
Thy nimble ſulphurous Flaſhes: O how, Lychorida, 
How does my Queen? Then ſtorm venomouſly, - 
Wilt thou ſpit all thy ſelf? The Seaman's Whiſtle 
Is a Whiſper in the Ears of Death, 3 
Unheard Lychorida? Lucina, on 
Divineſt Patroneſs, and my Wife, gentle 
To thoſe that cry by Night, convey thy Deity 
Aboard our dancing Boat, make ſwift the Pangs 


Of my Queen's Travels. Now, Lychorida, 


nter Lychorida. | 
Tyc. Here is a Thing too young for ſuch a Place, 
Who, if it had conceit, would die, as I am like to do; 3 
Take in your Arms this Piece of your dead Queen, 
Per. How? How, -Lychorida. 
Lyc. Patience, good Sir, do not aſſiſt the Storm, 
Here's all that is left living of our Queen; | 
A little Daughter, for the Sake of it 
Be manly and take Comfort. | 
Per. Oh you Gods! | 
Why do you make us love your goodly Gifts, 
And ſnatch them ſtraight away ? 
We here below, recal not what we give, 
And we therein may uſe Honour with you. 
Lyc. Patience, good Sir, even for this Charge. 
'Y s 1 
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Per. Now mild may be thy Life, 
For a more bluſtrous Birth had never Babe: 
Quiet and gentle thy Conditions; 5 | | 
For thou art the rudelieſt Welcome to this World, | 
That ever was Prince's Child; happy that follows, | 
Thou haſt as chiding a Nativity, 3 | 
As Fire, Air, Water, Earth, 'and Heav'n can make 
To harold thee from the Womb: Þ 
Ev'n at the firſt, thy Loſs is more than can | ! 
Thy Portage quit, with all thou canſt find here, 1 
Now the good Gods throw their beſt Eyes upon it. 
| Enter tao Sailers, 
1 Sail. What Courage, Sir? God fave you. 
Per. Courage enough, I do not fear the Flaw, 
It hath done to me the worſt : Yet for the Love 
Of this poor Infant, this freſh new Sea-farer, 
I would it would be quiet, | | 

1 Sail. Slack the Bolins there ; thou wilt not, wilt thou 
blow 3 thy ſelf? | 5 

2 Sail. But Sea · room, and the brine and cloudy Billow 
kifs the Moon, I care not. as 

1 Sail, Sir, your Queen muſt over-board, 

The Sea works high, the Wind is loud, | 
And will not lie till the Ship be clear'd of the Dead, 

Per. That's your Superſtition, [ſerv'd. 

1 Sail. Pardon us, Sir, with us at Sea it ſtill hath been 
And weare ſtrong in Eaſtern, therefore briefly yield her. 
Per. As you think meet, for ſhe muſt oer · board ſtraight, 

Moſt wretched Queen. . 

Lyc. Here ſhe lies, Sir. 

Per. A terrible Child-bed haſt thou had, my Dear ; 
No Light, no Fire, the unfriendly Elements 
Forgot thee utterly, nor have I Time | 
To bring thee hallow'd to thy Grave, but ſtraight 
Muſt cait thee ſcarcely coffin'd, in or, 
Where for a Monument upon thy Bones, 

The Air remaining Lamps, the belching Whale, 
And humming Water muſt o'erwhelm thy Corps 
Lying with ſimp'e Shells: O Lychorida,. 
Bid Neftor bring me Spices, Ink and Paper, 
My Caſket and my Jewels, and bid Nicander 
Bring me the Sattin Coffin: Lay the Babe ot 
B 4 Upon 
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Upon the Pillow; hie thee, whiles I ſay 
A Prieſtly farewel to her: Suddenly, Woman. 
2 Sail. Sir, we have a Cheſt beneath the Hatches, 
Caulk'd and bitum'd ready. 5 | 
Per. I thank thee: Mariner, ſay, what Coaſt is this? 
2 Svil. We are near Tharſus. 
| Per. Thither, gentle Mariner, 
| Alter thy Courſe for Tyre: When canſt thou reach it? 
| 2 Sail. By break of Day, if the Wind ceaſe. 
Per. O make for Thar/us, 
There will I viſit Cleon, for the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Zyrus ; there I'H leave it 
At careful Nurſing : Go thy ways, good Mariner. 
I'll bring the Body preſently. | | [Exennt, 
Enter Lord Cerymon avith a Servant. 
Cer. Philemon, oh! 
Enter Philemon, 
Phil. Doth my Lord call ? | 
Cer. Get Fire and Meat for theſe poor Men, 
It hath been a turbulent and ſtormy Niohe. | 
Serv. I have been in many; but ſuch a Night as this, 
Till now, I ne'er endur d. | el 

Cer. Your Maſter will be dead ere you return. 

There's nothing can be miniſtred to Nature, 
That can recover him: Give this to th' Pothecary, 
And tell me how it works, 5 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Good Morrow. 55 

2 Gent. Gcod Morrow to your Lordſhip. 

_ Cer. Gentlemen, why do you ftir ſo early? 

1 Gent. Sir, our Lodging ſtanding bleak upon the Sea, 
Shook as if the Earth did quake: £7 
'The very Principles did ſeem to rend and all to topple, 
Pure Surprize and Fear made me to leave the Houſe. 

2 Gent. That is the Cauſe we trouble you ſo early, 
Tis not our E usbandry, 

Cer. O you ſay well. . 

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your Lordſhip 
Having rich Attite about you, ſhould at theſe early Hours 
Shake off the golden Slumber of Repoſe ; tis moſt range, 
Nature ſhould be fo converſant with Pain, 

Being thereto not compelled, Ig. ( 
Es, 8 Cer. 
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Cer. I hold it ever Virtue and Cunning. -— 
Were Endowments greater, than Nobleneſs and Riches ; 
Careleſs Heirs may the two latter darken and expend: 
But Immortality at ends the former, am 
Making a Man a God: | 
"Tis known. I ever have ſtudied Phyſick, 
Through which ſecret Art, by turning o'er Authority, 
I have together with my Practice made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the beſt Infuſions that dwell 
In Vegetives, in Metals, Stones ; and can ſpeak of the 
Diſturbances that Nature works, and of her Cures 
Which doth give me a more content 
In courſe of true Delight _ 
Than to be thirſty after tottering Honour, 
Or tie my Pleaſure up in filken Bags, 
To pleaſe the Fool and Death. 

2 Gent. Your Honour hath through Ephe/ecs 


Pour'd forth your Charity, and hundreds call themſelves 


Your Creatures; who by you have been reſtor'd, 
And nct your Knowledge, your Perſonal Pain, 
But even your Purſe till open, hath built Lord Cerymon 
Such ſtrong Renown, as never ſhall decay. 
Enter two or three with, a Cheſt. 
Ser. So, Jift there. | 
Cer. What's that? 0-0 | 
Ser. Sir, even now did the Sea toſs upon our Shore 
This Cheſt; tis of ſome wrack. 
Cer. Set it down, let us look upon it. 
2 Gent. Tis like a Coffin, Sir. 
Cer. What ere it be, tis wondrous heavy; 
Wrench it open ſtrait: | 
If the Sea's Stomach be o'ercharg'd with Gold, 
Tis a good conſtraint of Fortune it belches upon us. 
2 Gent Tis ſo, my Lord. | LEY 
| Cer. How cloſe tis caulk'd and bottom'd, did the Sea 
caſt it u? | 27 5 
Ser. I never ſaw ſo huge a Billov, Sir, as toſt it 
upon Shore. £ | | 


Cer. Wrench it open it ſmells moſt ſweetly in my Senſe: 


2 Gent. A delicate Odour. . RR 

. Cer. As ever hit my Noltril ; ſa, up with it. 

Oh ye moſt potent God: ! what's here, a Coarſe ? 
TE. | Sr 1 Gent. 
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Gent. Moſt ftrange. | 
: Cer.Shrowded inCloath of State, balm'd and entreaſur'd 
With full Bags of Spices, a Paſſ] port to Apollo. | 
Perfect me in the Characters. 5 

Here I give to under land, 
If &er this Coffin drive a- land; 
£1 King Pericles have loft 
This Queen, worth all our mundine rofl: 
Who finds her, gives her Burying, ” 
She was the Daughter of a King. 
Befides this Treaſure for a Fee, 
De Gods requite his Charity. 
If thou liveſt Pericles, thou haſt a Heart 
That even cracks for woe; this chanc'd to Night. 

2 Gent. Moſt likely, Sir. g 

Cer. Nay, certainly to Night. 

For look how freſh ſhe looks! | | 
They were too rough, that threw her in the Sea, 
Make a Fire within, fetch hither all my Boxes in myClofet. 

Death may uſurp on Nature many Hours, 8 
And yet the Fire of Life kindle again the o er- preſt Spirits. 
J heard of an Ægygtian that had nine Hours been dead, 
Who was 1 e recovered. 

Enter one with Napkins and Fire. 
Well faid, well ſaid, the Fire and Cloaths, 
'Fhe rough and woful Muſick that we have, 
Cauſe it to ſound I beſeech you: - ; 
The Vial once more; how thou ſtirreſt thou Block ? 
The Muſick there; I pray you give her Air; 
Gentlemen, this Queen will live, 
Nature awakes a warm Breath out of her; 
She hath not-been entranc'd above five Hours. 
See how ſhe *gins to blow into Life's Flower again. 

1 Gent. The Heav'ns, thro? you, encreaſe our Wonder, 
And ſets up your Fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive, behold her Eye-lids, | 
Caſes to theſe heav'nly Jewels which Pericles hath loft, 
Begin to part the Fringes of bright Gold, 

'Fhe Diamonds of a moſt praifed Water doth appear, 
To make the World twice rich, live, and make us weep 
To hear your Fate, fair Creature, rare as you ſeem to be. 
CT [She maver. 
Da. 
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Thai. O dear Diana, where am I? Where's my Lord? 


What World 1s this ? 
2 Gent. Is not this ſtrange ? 

1 Gent. Moſt rare. 

Cer. Huſh, my gentle Nei ghbours, lend me tian; 
To the next Chamber bear her, get Linnen; 
Now this matter muſt be look'd to, for the Relapſe 
Is mortal: Come, come, and, Eſculapius, guide us. 

[Exeunt, carrying her away. 


CF. SCEME L 


Enter 3 at Thar/us, with Cleon and Dionyſia. 


Per. ; OST honoured Clean, I muſt needs be gone, 
My twelve Months are expir'd, and Tyre ftands 
In a Peace; ; you and your Lady take from my Heart 
All Tha nkfulneſs. The Gods make up the reſt upon you. 

C/e. Your ſhakes of Fortune, tho' they hate you © 
Mortally, yet glance full wondringly on us. 

Dion. O your ſweet Queen! 

That the ſtrict Fates had pleas d yau'd brought her 12982 
To have bleſt mine Eyes with her. 

Per. We cannot but obey the Pow'rs above us; 
Could I rage and roar as doth the Sea ſhe lies in, 
Yet the end mult be as tis: My gentle Babe, Marinay 
Whom, for ſhe was born at Sea, I have nam'd fo, 
Here, I charge your Charity withal; leaving her 
The Infant of your Care, beſeeching you to give her 
Princely training, that ſhe may be manner'd as ſhe is born. 

Cle. Fear not my Lady, but think your Grace, 
That fed my Country with your Corn, for which 
The People's Pray rs daily fall upon you, muſt in your Child 
Be thought on; if neglect ſhould therein make me vile, 
The common Body that's by you reliev'd, 

Would force me to my Duty; but if to that 
My Nature need a Spur, the Gods revenge it 
Upon me and mine; to the end of Generation. 

Per. I believe you, your Honour, and your Goodneſs 
Teach me to't without your Vows; *till ſhe married, 
Madam, by bright Diana, whom we honour, 

All unſiſter'd ſhall this Heir of mine remain, 


Though I ſhew will in't; So I take my leave : 


Good 


— 9 
— 


—— 


- — — — — 


E r *r I ab a — 


r e 056 G56 0G. 


— 


b 36 Pericles, Prince of Tyre. 


Good Madam, make me bleſſed in your Care 
In bringing ap my Child. 

Dion. I've one my ſelf, who ſhall not be more dear 
To my reipe& than yours, my Lord. _ 

Per. Madam, my Thanks, and Prayers. 

Cie. We'll bring your Grace to the Edge of the Shore, 
ten give you up to the maſked Neprune, and the gentleſt 
Winds ef Heaven. 

Per. Iwill embrace your Offer. Come, deareſt Ma- 
dam: O, no Tears, Lychorida, no Tears; look to your 
little Miſtreſs, on whoſe Grace you may depend here- 
after: Come, my Lord. [E xeunt, 

Enter Cerymon and Thaiſa. 

Cer. Madam, this Letter, and ſome certain Jewels, 
Lay with you in your Coffer, 

Which are at yous Command : Know you the CharaQer ? 

Thai. It is my Lord's; that I was ſhip'd at Sea, 
I well remember, ev'n on my eaning time; 

Bot u kether there delivered, by the holy Gods, 
J cannot rightly ſay, but ſince King Pericles, | 
My Wedded Lord, I ne'er ſhall ſee again, 

A veſtal Livery wall I take me to, 

And never more have oy. 

Cer. Madam, if this you purpoſe a as you ſpeak, 
Diane's'Femple is not diſtant far, 

Where you may abide till your Date expire; 
Moreover if you pleaſe, a Niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. | 

Thai, My recompence 18 thanks, that's all, 

Yet my * Will is great, W 8 the Gi. t ſmall, 
| "  FExeunt. 
Enter Gower. 

Gow. Imagine Pericles arriv'd at Tyre, 
Welcom'd and ſettled to his own defire ; 
His * Nueen wwe leave at Epheſus, 
Unto Diana, theres a Votareſ;. | 
Now to Marina bend Hour Mind, 

Wham our faſt growing Scene muſt find 

At Tharſus, and by Cleon train d 

In Mufick Letters, who hath gain d 

Of Education all the Grace, 

Hieb Wakes high erb the W and Place 
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Of general Wonder : Put alack, EE | | 
That Monfler Envy, oft the Wrack | | 
Of earned Praiſe, Marina's Life 

_ Seeks to take off. by Treaſon's Knife, 

And in this kind, our Cleon hath 

One Daughter and a full grown Wench, 
Even ripe for Marriage fight: This Maid 
Hight Philoten: And it is /aid ah 
For certain in our Story, foe 5 
Would ever with Marina be, 


CCC . —ͤ—— 


Be't when they weaw'd the fledded Sill, 
With Fingers long, ſmall, aubite as Milf, 

Or cohen ſhe would with ſharp Needle wound 
The Cambrick, which ſhe made more Sound 
Zy hurting it, or when to the Lute 
She Sung, and made the Night Bed mute e 
That flill records within one, or when | 

She avould with rich and conſtant Pen, 

Vail to her Miftre/ſs Dion fill © © 

Thijs Philoten contends in il. 

With abſolute Marina: 8 | 

The Dove of Paphos might with the Crow 

V Feathers white. Marina gets 

All Praiſes, which are paid as Debts, 

And not as given; this ſo darks 

In Philoten al! gracefut Marks, 

That Cleon's Wife with Envy rare, 

A preſent Murderer does prepare 

For good Marina, that her Daughter 

Might fand Peerleſs by this Slaughter. 

The ſooner her wile Thoughts to ſtead, 

Lychorida our Nurſe it dead, 

And curſed Dionyſia bath * © 

The pregnant Inſtrument of Wrath | 
Preſt for this blow, the unborn Event 5 | 
1 do commend to your Content, | | . 
Only I carried winged Time | |. 
Poſt, on the lame Feet of my Rhime, | 
Which never could T fo convey, 
Unleſs your Thoughts event on my Way. 
Dionytia doth appear, 

Mith. Loonine a Murderer, 
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| Enter Dionyfia, and Leonine.. . ny 
Dion. Thy Oath remember, thou haſt ſwern to do it, 

"Tis but a Blow, which never ſhall be Known. 

Thou canſt not do a thing in the World fo ſoon, 

To yield thee ſo nts Boks; let not Conſcience 

Which is but cold, enflaming thy love Boſom, 

Enflame too nicely ; nor let Pity, which 

Even Women have caſt off, melt thee, 

But be a Soldier to thy Purpoſe. 5 
Leon. I will do't, but yet ſhe is a goodly Creature. 
Dion. The fitter then the God's ſhould have ber. 

Here ſhe comes weeping for her only Miſtreſs Death: 

Thou art reſolvdꝰ 8 8 | 
Leon. I am reſolv'd. BY 3 

Enter Marina vith a Basket of Flawers. 

Mar. No: I will rob gay Tellus of her Weed. 
To ſtrew thy Grave with WE The yellows, blues, 
The purple Violets and Marigolds, 

Shall as a Carpet hang upon thy Grave, 

While Summer Days doth laſt. Ay me, poor Maid, 

Born in a Tempeſt, when my Mother dy'd : In 

This World to me 1s. like a laſting Storm, | 

Hurrying me from my Friends. | * 
Dion. How now, Marina ? why de' ye weep alone? 

How chance my Daughter is not with you? : 

Do not conſume your Blood with forrowing. 

You have a Nurſe of me. Lord ! your Favours 

Chang'd, with this unprofitable Woe: . 

Come give me your Flowers, e'er the Sea mar it, 

Walk with Leonine, the Air is quick there, 

Ancd it pierces and ſharpens the Stomach : 


Come, Leonine, take her by the Arm, walk with her. 
Mar. No I pray you, | 
II not bereave you of your Servant. 


Dion. Come, come; x, | 
T love the King your Father, and yourſelf, 

With more than foreign Heart; we every Day 
Expect him here, when he ſhall come and find 
Our Paragon, to all Reports thus blaſted, 

He will repent the Breadth of his great Voyage 
Blame both my Lord and me, that we have taken 


No care to your beſt Courſes, Go I pray you, 
Mw 8 
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Walk and be chearful once again; reſerve 
That excellent Complexion, which did ſteal 
The Eyes of Young and Old. Care not for me, 
J can go home alone. | : 
Mar. Well, I will go, | | " f 
But yet I have no deſire to it. | 
Dion. Come, come, I Know tis good for you; | 
Walk half an Hour, Leonine, at the leaſt, N 
Remember what I have ſaid. 
Leon. T warrant you Madam. ' 
Dion. I'll leave you, my ſweet Lady, for a while; 
Pray walk ſoftly, do not heat your Blood: 
What, I muſt have a care of you: [Exit. 
Mar. My Thanks, ſweet Madam, Is ths Wind 
Weſterly that blows? 
Leon. South-Weſt. 
Mar, When I was born, the Wind was North, 
Leon. Was't ſo? © 
Mar. My Father, as Nurſe faith, did fear, 
But cryed, good Seamen to the Sailors, galling 
His Kingly Hands; 
Hailivg the Ropes, and claſping to the Maſt, 
Endur'd a Sea that almoſt burſt. the Deck. 
Leon. When was this ? | 
Mar. When I was born, 
Never was Waves nor Wind. more violent, 
And from. the Ladder-Tackle, waſhes off 
A Canvas Climber: Ha, faith one. wilt out! 
And with a dropping Induſtry they ſkip 
From Stern to Stern: 
The Boatſwain whiſtles, and the Maſter calls 
And trebles their Confuſion, 
| Leon. Come fay your Prayers, 
Mar. What mean you? 
Leon. If you require a little ſpace for Prayer, 
I grant it; pray, but be not tedious, | 
For the Gods are quick of Ear, 
And I am ſworn to do my Work with haſte. 
Mar. Why wilt you kill me? 
Leon. To fatisfie my Lady, 
Mar. Why ſhould ſhe have kill'd me now? as I can 
Remember by my Troth, I never did hurt her 
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In all my Life, I never ſpake bad word, 
Nor did ill turn to any living Creature; 
Believe me now, I never kill'd a Mouſe, 
Nor hurt a Fly, I trode upon a Worm once 
Againſt my Will, but I wept for it. How have I off-nded, 
Wherein my Death might yield her any profit, 
Or my Life imply her any Danger? 
Leon. My Commiſſion 
Is not to reaſon of the Deed, but do it. | 
Mar. You will not do it for all the World I hope: 
Vou are well favoured, and your Looks foreſhew 
You have a very gentle Heart I faw you lately, 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good ſooth it ſhewed well in you, do ſo now, 
| Your Lady ſeeks my Life, come you rn 
And ſave poor me the weaker. 
Teon. I am ſworn, and will diſpatch, 
Enter Pirates. 
1 Pir. Hold, Villain. 
2 Pir, A Prize ! a Prize! 


3 Pir. Half part, Mates, half part. Come, let's 


have her aboard ſuddenly, | [Exeunt. 
Enter Leonine, 

Leo. Theſe roguing Thieves ſerve the great Pirate alder. 

And they have ſeiz d Marina, let her go, 
There is no Hope ſhe will return: III ſwear ſhe's dead, 
And thrown into the Sea; but 1'll ſee further, 
Perhaps they will but pleaſe themſelves upon her, 
Not carry her aboard; if ſhe remain, © 
Whom they have raviſhed, muſt by me be ſlain. [Exit 

Enter Fander, Boult and Bawd. 

Pian. Boult. 

Bou. Sir. 

Pan. Search the Market nom Metalline is full of 
Gallants, we loft too much Money ths Mart, by Dang 
too Wenchleſs. 


Bawd. We were never ſo much but of Ereatufte, we 


have but poor three, and they can do no more than they 
can do, and they with continual Action, are even as 


good as rotten. 
Pan. Therefore let's have freſh ones what ere we pay 


for them, if there be not a Conſcience to be us'd in 
every Trade, we tha'l never proſper. _ Bawcd. 


wi, 


* 
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Bawd. Thou ſay'ſt true, tis not our bringing up of 
r Baflards, as I think, I brought ſome eleven. 


_  Boult. I too eleven, and brought them down again, 


But ſhall I ſearch the Market? | . 
Bawd. What elſe, Man? The Stuff we have, a ſtrong 
Wind will blow it to Pieces, they are ſo pity fully ſodden. 
Pand. Thou ſay'ſt true, there's two unwholeſome in 
Conſcience, the poor Tran/ilvanian is dead that lay with 
the little Baggage. | 
Bout. Ay, ſhe quickly poup'd him, ſhe made him 
Roaſt-meat,for Worms; but I'll go ſearch the Market. Exit. 
Pand. Three or four thouſand Chickens were as pretty 
a Portion to live quietly, and ſo give over. | 
Bawd. Why to give over, I pray you? Is it a Shame 


to get when we are old: 


Pand. Oh our Credit comes not in like the Commadi- 
ty, nor the Commodity wages not with the Danger : 
Therefore, if in our Youths we could pick up ſome 

retty Eſtate, 'twere not amiſs to keep our Door hatch'd ; 
ſides the fore Terms we ſtand upon with the Gods, will 
be ſtrong with us for giving o'er. | | 
 Bawd. Come other Sorts offend as well as we. 

Pand. As well as we, ay, and better too, we offend 
worſe, neither is our Profeſſion any Trade, it's no Cal- 
ling: But here comes Boult. T 

Exter Boult with Pirates and Marina. 

Bonlt. Come your Ways, my Maſters, you ſays ſhe's 
a Virgin ? 1 ; | 

Pirat. O Sir, we doubt it not. : 

Boult, Maſter, I have gone through for this Piece you 
ſee, if you like her, ſo; if not, I have loſt my Earneſt. 
Bard. Boult, has ſhe any Qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good Face, ſpeaks well, and hath ex- 
cellent good Cloaths : There's no farther Neceſlity of 
Qualities can make her be refuſed. 

Baud. What's her Price, Boult? 

Hoult. I cannot be bated one Doit of a thouſand Pieces. 
Pand. Well, follow me, myMaſters, you ſhall have your 
Money preſently : Wife, take her in, inſtruct her what we 


has to do, that we may not be raw in her Entertainment. 


Baud. Boult, take you the Marks of her, the Colour 
of her Hair, Complexion, Height, Age, with 9 
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of her Virginity, and Cry: he that will give moſt ſhall 
have her firit. Such a Maidenhead were no cheap Thing; 
if Men were as they have been : Get this done as I com- 
mand you. | | 5 


Boult. Performance ſhall follow. [Fxit, 
Mar. Alack, that Leonine was ſo ſlack, fo ſlow : 
He ſhould have ſtruck not ſpoke; _ 


Or that theſe Pirates, not enough barbarous, 

- Had O'er-board thrown me, for to ſeek my Mother. 
Bawd. Why weep you, pretty one? 

Mar. "That I am pretty. | | 
Bawd. Come, the Gods have done their Part in you. 
Mar. J accuſe them not. 


Bawd. You are light into my Hand, where you are 


like to live. | | | 

Mar. The more's my Fault to ſcape his Hands, 

Where I was like to die. 9 
Bawd. Ay, and you ſhall live in Pleaſure. 
Mar, No. | 


Baud. Yes indeed you ſhall, and taſte Gentlemen of all 


Faſhions. You ſhall fare well; you ſhall have the Diffe- 


rence of all Complexions: What, d'ye ſtop yeur Ears? | 


Mar. Are you a Woman? | TEN 
Bawd. What would you have me to be, if I be not 
a Woman? 5 5 
Mar. An honeſt Woman, or not a Woman. | 
Bawd. Marry whipthee, Goſling: I think I ſhall have 
ſomething to do with you. Come, ye are a young fooliſk 
Sapling, and muſt be bowed as I would have ye. 
Mar. The Gods defend me. | 
Bawd, If it pleaſe the Gods defend you hy Men, then 
Men muſt comfort you, Men muſt feed you, Men mult 
ſtir you up: Bouli's return d. 
= Enter Boult. 3 
Now, Sir, haſt thou cry'd her through the Market? 
Boult. I have cry'd her almoſt to the Number of her 
Hairs. I have drawn her Picture with my Voice. 
Bacud. And prithee tell me, how doſt thou find the In- 
clination of the People, eſpecially of the younger ſort ? 
Boult. Faith they liſtned to me, as they would have 
hearken'd to their Father's Teſtament. There was a Spa- 
»zard's Mouth fo watered, that he went to Bed to her 
very Delcription, ; 
| : | Baaud. 


— 
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Baaud. We ſhall have him here To-morrow with his 
beſt Ruff on. 1 

Boult. To Night, to Night. But, Miſtreſs, do you 
know the French Knight that cowers 1'th' Hams? 

Baud. Who, Monfieur Verollus? | 

Boult. Ay, he offer'd to cut a Caper at the Proclama- 
tion, but he made a Groanat it, and ſwore he would ſee 
her To- Morrow. ; | 

Bawd. Well, well, as for him, he brought his Diſeaſe 
hither, here he doth but repair it. I know he will come 
in ourShadow, to ſcatter his Crowns in the Sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every Nationa Traveller, 
we ſhould lodge them with this Sign. 

Baaud. Pray you, come hither a while, you have For- 
tunes coming upon you, mark me, you muſt ſeem to do 
that fearfully, which you commit willingly ; deſpiſe Profit, 
where you have moſt Gain; to weep that you live as you 
do, makes Pity in your Lovers ſeldom, but that Pity be- 
gets you a good Opinion, and that Opinion a meer Profit. 
Mar. I underſtand you not. | 

Bouli. O take her home, Miſtreſs, take her home, theſe 
Bluſhes of hers muſt be quench'd with ſome preſent Practice. 

Bawd. Thou ſay'ſt true i' faith, ſo they muſt, for your 
Bride goes to that with Shame, which is her Way to go 
with Warrant. 

Boult, Faith ſome do, and ſome do not; but Miſtreſs, 
if I have bargain'd for the Joynt. 3 

Baud. Thou may ſt cut a Morſel of the Spit. 

Bzult. I may ſo. Ss | 

Bawd. Whe ſhould deny it. Th 
Come young one, [ like the Manner of your Garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my Faith, they ſhall not be changed yet. 

Bawd. Boult, ſpend thou that in the Town, report what 
a Sojourner we have, you'llloſe nothing by Cuſtom. When 
Nature fram'd this Piece, ſhe meant thee a good Turn, 
therefore ſay what a Paragon ſhe is, and thou haſt the 
Harveſt out of thine own Repcrt. 2 

Boult. I warrant you Miſtreſs, Thunder ſhall not fo a- 

wake the Beds of Fels, as my giving out of her Beauty 
Ing up the Lewdly inclin'd. Ill bring home ſome To- 
night. | 

pe: Come your Ways, follow me. . 

4 s | 1 | Mar o 


| 
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Mar. If Fires be hot, Knives ſharp, or Waters deep» 


Unty'd I ſtill my Virgin-Knot will keep, 

Diana, aid my Purpoſe. | 

 Bawd. What have we to do with Diana? pray you 

go with us. [Eæxeunt. 
Enter Cleon and Dionyſia. 


Dien. Why are you fooliſh, can it be undone ? 


Cle. O Dionyfia, ſuch a Piece of Slaughter. 
The Sun and Moon ne'er look'd upon. 

Dean. l think you'll turn a Child again. 

Cle. Where I chief Lerd of all this ſpacious World, 
Pd give it to undo the Deed. O Lady, much leſs in Blood 
than Virtue, yet a Princeſs to equal any ſingle Crown of the 
Earth, in theJuftice of Compare: O Villain, Leonine, whom 


thou haſt poilon'd too, if thou had'ſt drunk to him, it had 


been a Kindneſs becoming well thy Face; what can'ſt 

thou ſay, when noble Pericles ſhall demand+his Child? 
Dion. That ſhe is dead. Nurſes are not the Fates to 

foſter it, nor ever to preſerve ; -ſhe dy'd at Night, I'll ſay 


ſo, who can croſs it, unleſs you play the Innocent? and 


for an honeſt Attribute, cry out, ſhe dy'd by foul Play. 
Cle. O go to, well, well, of all the Faults beneath the 
Heav'ns, the Gods do like this worſt. 3 5 
Dion. Be one of thoſe that thinks the pretty Wrens of 
Dar ſus will fly hence, and open this to Pericles; I do 


Thame to think of what a noble Strain you are, and of 


how coward a Spirit. 5 

Cle. To ſuch proceeding, who ever but his Approbation 
added, though not his whole Conſent, he did not flow 
from honourable Courſes. . 
Dion. Be it ſo then, yet none doth know but you how 
ſhe came dead, nor nene can know, Leonine being gone. 
She did diſdain my Child, and ſtood between her and her 
Fortunes: None would look on her, but caſt their Gazes 


on Marina's Face, whilſt ours was blurred at, and held a 
Mawkin, not worth the Time of Day. It pierc'd me tho- 


rough, and though you eall my Courſe unnatural, you not 
your Child well loving, - yet I find it greets me as an En- 


terprize of Kindneſs perform'd to your ſole Daughter. 
Cle. Heav'ns forgive it, | 


Dion, And as for Pericles, what ſhouid he ſay ? 


We wept after her Hearſe, and yet we mourn : 1 
Es Her 
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Her Monument almoſt finiſhed, and her Epitaph | 
In glittering golden Characters, expreſs 

A general Praiſe to her, and Care in us, 

At whoſe Expence tis done. 


Cie. Thou art like the Harpie, 


Which to betray, doſt with thy Angel's Face, 
Serze with thine Eagle's Talons. | 

Dion. You are like one, that ſuperſtitiouſly 

Doth ſwear to th' Gods, that Winter kills the Flies, 
But yet I know, you'll do as I adviſe.  [Exeunt. 
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- | Enter Gower. 
THUS Time we waſte, and longeſt Leagues make Sort, 
Sail Seas in Cockles, have and wiſh but for't. | 
Making to take our Imagination, | 
From Bourn to Bourn, Region to Region. 
By you being pard ned we commit no Crime, 
To uſe one Language, in each ſeveral Clime, 
Where our Scenes ſeem to live. I do beſeech you 
To learn of me, who ſtands in Gaps to teach you 
The Stages of our Story, Pericles 
1s now again thwarting the wayward Seas; 
(Attended on by many a Lord and Knight) 
To ſee his Daughter, all his Life's Delight, 
Old Hellicanus goes along behind, | 
1s left to govern it : You bear in Mind 
Ol Heſcanes, awhomn Hellicanus late 
Advanc'd in Time to great and high Eflate. 
Well ſailing Ships, and bounteous Winds have brought 
This King to Tharſus, ant this Pilate thought, © 
So with his Steerage, ſhall your Thoughts grone 
To fetch bis Daughter home, who firſt is gone: 
Like Motes and Shadows ſee them move à while, 
Your Ears unto your Eyes TI] reconcile. 
Enter Pericles at one Door with all his Train, Cleon and 
Dionyſa atthe other: Cleon ſhews Pericles the Tomb, 
whereatPericles makesLamentation, puts on Sack :loth, 
and in a mighty Paſſion departs. _ 
Gower. See how Belief may ſuffer by foul ſhow, 
This borrow'd Paſſion ſlands for true old Me-. 5 
| N 4 
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And Pericles in Sorrow all dewour'd, : 

With Sighs fhot through, and biggeſt Tears ver ſhower's, 

Leaves Tharſus, and again imbarks, he ſwears © 

Newer to waſh his Face, nor cut his Hairs, 

1 on Sackclath, and to Sea he bears, 

A Tempeſt which his mortal Veſſel tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now take wwe our Way 

To the Epitaph for Marina, awrite by Dyoneſia. 

The faireſt, ſweeteſt, and beft lies here, 

Who wither'd in her Spring of Year: 
She was of Brus the King's Daughter. | 
On whom foul Death had made this Slaughter : 
Marina was ſhe call'd, and at her Birth, 
That is, being proud, fwallow'd ſome Part of th Earth: 
Therefore the Earth fearing to be o'er-flow'd. 
Hath Wetis Birth- child on the Heav'ns beſtow'd. 
Wherefore ſhe does and ſwears ſhe'll never ſtint, 
Make raging Battry upon Shores of Flint. 

No Vizor does become black Villany, 

So wwell as ſoft and tender Flattery. 

Let Pericles believe his Daughter,s Dead 

And bear his Courſes to be ordered 

By Lady Fortune, awhile our Stear muſt play 

His Daughter woe and heavy well-a-day, 

In her unholy Service: Patience then, 


Aud think you now are all in Metaline. ait. 


Enter tauo Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Did you ever hear the like? | 

2 Gent. No, nor never ſhall do in ſuch a Place as this, 
ſhe being once gone. 

1 Cent. But to have Divinity preacht there, did you 
ever dream of ſuch a Thing? 

2 Gent. No, no; come, lam for no more Bawdyhouſes, 
ſhall we go hear the Veſtals ſing ? 

1 Gent, I'll do any Thing now that is virtuous, but I 
am out of the Road of Rutting for ever. Exeunt. 

t Enter the three Baauds. 

_ Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the Worth of her 
She hat ne'er come here. . 

Baaod. Fie, fie upon her, ſhe is able to freeze the God 
Priapus, and undo a whole Generation, we muſt either 


get her Raviſht, or be rid of her; when ſhe ſhould do for 


Clyents 
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Clyents her Fitment, and do me the Kindneſs of our Pro- 
feſſion, ſhe has me her Quirks, her Reaſons, her Maſter- 
reaſons, her Prayers, her Knees, that ſhe would make a 
Puritan of the Devil, if he ſhould cheapen a Kiſs of her. 
Boult. Faith I muſt raviſh her, or ſhe'll disfurniſh us 
of all our Cavaliers, and make all our Swearers Prieſts. 
Pand. No the Pox upon her Green-ſickneſs for me. 
Bawd. Faith, there's no Way to be rid of it, but by the 
Way to the Pox. Here comes the Lord Ly/machusdiſguis'd. 
Boult. We ſhould have both Lord and Lown, ifthe 
peeviſh Baggage would but give Way to Cuſtomers, 
Enter Lyſtmachus. Mr Wo 
Lyſ. How now, how a dozen Virginities? 

Baud Now the Gods bleſs your Honour. 
Boult. I am glad to ſee your Honour in good Health. 
* Ly. You may ſo, tis the Better for you, that your Re- 
ſorters ſtand upon ſound Legs, how how? Wholeſome Im- 
punity have you, that a Man may deal withal, and defy 

the Surgeon? | | | 
Bawd. We have one here, Sir, if ſhe would. 
But there never came her like in Metaline. | IR 
Ly/. If ſhe'd dothe Deeds of Darkneſs, thou would'ſt ſay 
Bawd. Your Honour knows what tis to ſay wel 
 Ly/. Well, call forth, call forth. (enough, 
Boult. For Fleſh and Blood, Sir, white and red, you 
ſhall ſee a Roſe, and ſhe were a Roſe indeed, if ſhe had 
Ly/. What pine? 
Boult. O Sir, I can be modeſt, 75 
Lyſ. That dignifies the Renown of a Bawd, no leſs than 
than it gives a good Report tu a Number to be chaſt. 
Enter Marina. 3 
Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the Stalk, 
Never pluckt yet I can aſſure — 4 | : 
Is ſhe not a fair Creature ? 
 Lyf. Faith ſhe would ſerve after a long Voyage at Sea. 
Well, there's for you, leave us. | 
Baud I beſeech your Honour give me Leave a Word, 
And L'll have done preſently, 
Ly/. I beſeech you do. 2 
Baaud. Firſt, 1 would have you note, this is an ho- 
nourable Man, 
C Mar. 
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Mar. I defire to find him fo, that I may worthily note 


Bawd. Next, he's the Governor of this Country, and 


a Man whom I am bound to. 


Mar.. If he govern the Country you are bound to him 


indeed. but how honourabie he is in that, I know not. 
Bawgd. Pray you without any more virginal fencing, 


will you uſe him him kindly? He will line your 2 751 


with Gold. 

Mar. What he wil do 58 1 will chankfully re re- 
ceive. 

Ly/. Have you done? 5 : 

Baaud. My Lord, ſhe's not paced yet, you muſt take 
ſome Pains to work. her to your Manage come, we will 
leave his Honour and her together. [Exit Bawd. 

Ly. Now, prey one, how long have you been at 
this Trade? 

Mar. What Trade, Sir? 

Ly/. Why, I cannot name't but 7 ſhall offend. 

Mar. I cannot be offended with my Trade, 
Pleaſe you to name it. 

Ly/.. How long have you been of this Profeſſion? ? 

Mar. Ever ſince I can remember. 


Lyſ. Did you go to't ſo young, were you a Gameſter 


at five or at ſeven? 

Mar. Earlier too, Sir, if now I be: one. 

Lyſ. Why the Houſe you dwell in, proclaims you to 
be a Creature of Sale. 

Mar. Do you know this Houſe 2 a Place of ſuch re- 
ſort, and will come into it; I hete ſay you are of honou- 
rable Parts, and the Governor of this place. 

Ly/. Why! ? Hath your ham made known unte 
vou, who I am? 

Mar. Who is my Principal 3 

Ly/. Why your Herb- woman, ſhe that ſets Seeds and 
Roots of Shame and Iniquity. O you have heard ſomething 
of my Power, and ſo ftand aloof for more ſerions Woo- 
ing; but I proteſt to thee, pretty one, my Authority thall 
not ſee thee, or elſe look friendly upon thee; come bring 
me to ſome private Place, come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to Honour, ſhew i it now 
If put upon you, .make the Judgment good = 
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That thought you worthy of it. 
Lyſ. How's this? how's this? ſome more, be ſage 
Mar. For me that am a Maid, though moſt ungentlo 


Fortune have plac'd me in this Stie, 
Where fince I came, Difeaſes have been ſold 


Dearer than Phyſick ; O that the Gods 

Would ſet me free from this unhallow'd Place, 
Though they did change me to the es: Bird 
That flies i'th' purer Air. 

Zy, I did not think rcould'ſt; 
Thou could'ſt have ſpoke ſo well, TI ner dream'd thou 
Had I brought hither a corrupted Mind 
Thy Speech had alter'd it ; hold, here's Gold for nn, 
Perſevere in that clear way thou goeſt, 

And the Gods ſtrengthen thee, 

Mar. The good Gods preſerve you. 

Ly/. For my part, I came with no ill Intent, for to me 
The very Doors and Windows ſavour vilely. 

Fare thee well, 

Thou art a piece of Virtue, and I doubt not 

But thy. training hath been noble ; 

Hold, here's more Gold for thee ; 

A Curſe upon him, die he like a Thief me. 


That robs thee of thy Goodneſs; if thou doſt hear from 


It ſhall be for thy Good, 

Boult. I beſeech your Honour, one Piece for me. 

Ly. Avant, thou damn'd Door-keeper, 
val Houſe, but for this Virgin that doth prop it, 
Would fink and overwhelm you. Away. Zan. 

Boult. How's this? We muſt take another Courſe 
with you? if your peeviſh Chaſtity, which is not worth 
a Breakfaſt in the cheapeſt Country under the coap, ſhall 
undo a whole Houſhold, let me be gelded like a Spa- 
nie] ; come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. I muſt have your Maidenhead taken off, or the 
common Hangman ſhall execute it; come your way, 
we'll have no more Gentlemen driven away: come 


your wars I fay. 


Enter Bawd. 
Bazwd; How now, what's the matter? 
Boult. Worſe and worle, Miſreis, the hath here ſpoken 
holy Words to the Lord I. HAinachus. 5 Baud. 
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Baxwwd. O abominable. 

Bout. She makes our Profeſſion as it were to ſtink 
before the Face of the Gods. 

Baud. Marry hang her up for ever. 

Boult. The Nobleman would have dealt with her like 


a Nobleman, and ſhe ſent him away as cold as a Snow- 
ball; ſaying his Prayers too. 


Baæud. Boult take her away, uſe her at thyPleaſure, crack 


the Glaſs of her Virginity, and make the reſt malleable. 

Boult. And if ſhe were a thornier Piece of Ground 
than ſhe is, ſhe ſhall be ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you Geds, 

Baud. She conjures, away with her, would ſhe had never 
come within my doors, marry hang you, ſhe's born to undo 
us, will you not go the way of Womenkind? Marry come 
up my Difh of Chaſtity, with Roſemary and Bays. [ Exit. 

Boult. Come, Miſtreſs, come your ways with me. 

Mar. W hither would you have me ? 

Boult. To take from you the ſewel you hold ſo dear. 

Mar. Prithee tell me one thing firſt. | 

Boult. Come now, your one thing? 

Mar. What can'ſt thou wiſh thine Enemy to be? 
Baoult. Why, I could wr him to be my Maſter, or 

rather my Miſtreſs. 

Mar. Neither of theſe are e yet ſo bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their Command; 

Thou hold'it a place, for which the pained'ſ Fiend 
In Hell would not in Reputation change: [comes 
'Thou art the damn'd Door-keeper to every Cuſherel that 
Enquirlng for his'Tib. To the cholerick Fiſting of every 
Thy Ear is liable, thy Food is ſuch Rogue 
As hath been belch'd on by infectious Lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me do? go to the Wars, 
would you, where a Man may ſerve ſeven Years for the 
loſs of a Leg, and have not Money enough in the end to 
buy him a wooden one? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doſt, 

Empty old Receptacles, or common- ſhores of Filth; 
Serve by Indenture to the common Hangman, 

Any of theſe ways are yet better than this: 

For what thou profeſſeſt, a Baboon, could he ſpeak, 
Would own a Name too dear: 


Oh, that — would ſafely deliver me from this 1 700 
ere, 
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Here,here'sGold for thee, if that thy Maſter would gain by 


Proclaim that I can Sing, Weave, Sow, and Dance, (me, 


With other Virtues, which I'll keep from boaſt, 
And I will undertake all theſe to teach. [Scholars 


I doubt not but this populous City will yield many 


Boult. But can you teach all this you ſpeak of ? 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
And proſtitute me to the baſeſt Groom 
That doth frequent your Houſe. c 

Boult. Weil, Iwill ſee what I can do for thee: if T 
can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But amongſt honeſt Women, 


Boult. Faith my Acquaintance lies little among them; 


but ſince my Malier and Miſtreſs have bought you, there's 


no going but by their Conſent: Therefore I will make 


them acquainted with your Purpoſe, and I doubt not 
but I ſhall find them tractable enough. Come, I'll do 


for thee what I can, come your ways. © [Excunt: 


| Enter Gower. - + 
Marina thus the Brothel ſcapes, and chances 
Into an honeft Houſe, our Story ſays : 
She fings like one immortal, and fhe dances 
As Goddeſs-like to her admired Lays : 
Deep Clerks ſhe dumbs, and with her Needle compoſes 
Nature's own Shape of Bud, Bird, Branch or Berry, 
That even her Art-Siflers the natural Roſes, 5 
Her Incle, Sith, Tawine, with the rubied Cherry, 
That PupilsJacks ſhe none of noble Race, 
Who pour their noble Bounty on her, and her Gain 
She gives the curſed Bawd. Leave wwe her Place, 
And to her Father turn our Thoughts again, 
Where wwe left him at Sea, tumbled and toſt, 
And driv'n before the Wind, he is arriv'd 
Here where his Daughter dwells, and on this Coaſt 
Suppoſe him now at Anchor: The City ftriv'd 
Go Neptune's annual Feaff to keep from whinee 
Lyſimachus ozr Tyrian Ship eſpies, 
His Banners ſable trimm'd with rich Eæpence, 
And to him in his Parge with Ferwgur hyes, 
Lz your ſuppoſing, once more put your Sight 
Our heavy Pericles, think this his Bark.” 
here what is done in Action, more of Might 
Shall be diſcover'd, pleaſe you fit and hark. [ Exit. 
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Enter Hellicanus, zo him tæto Sailors. 

1 Sail. Where is the Lord He//icanus ? he can reſolve 
you, O here he is. Sir, there is a Barge put off from 
Metaline, and in it Lyfmachus the Governor, who craves 
to come aboard; what is your will!? 5 

Hell. That he have his call up ſome Gentlemen. 

2 Sail. Ho, Gentlemen, my Lord calls. 

Enter two or three Gentlemen. 

Hell. Gentlemen, there is ſome of worth would come 
aboard, I pray ye greet them fairly, 
Enter Lyſimachus. 


1 Sail. Sir, this is the Man that can, in aught you 


would, reſolve vou. | 
Lyf. Hail, reverend Sir, the Gods preſerve you. 
Hell. 9 to out- live the Age I am, and die as 
I would do. — 5 | 
Ly. You wiſh me well; 
Being on Shore, honouring of Neptune's Triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly Veſſel ride before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 
Hell. Firſt, what is your Place? 
L/. I am the Governor of this Place you lie before. 
Hell. Sir, our Veſſels of Tyre, in it the King, 
A Man, who for this three Months hath not ſpoken 
'To any one, nor taken Suſtenance, 
But to prolong his Grief. . . © 
Ly/. Upon what ground is his Diſtemperance? 
Hell. It would be too tedious to repeat, but the main 
Grief ſprings from the loſs of a beloved Daughter, and 
Ly/. May we not ſee him? ſa Wife. 


ſpeak to any. 

Ly). Let me obtain my Wiſh. | 

Hell. Behold him? this was a goodly Perſon, till the 
Diſaſter that one mortal Wight drove him to this. 
 Ly/. Sir King, all hail, the Gods prelerve you, hail 
Royal Sir. | | 

Hell. It is in vain, he will not ſpeak to you. 

Lord. Sir, we have a Maid in Metaline, T durſt wa- 
ger would win ſome words from him. 


Ly. 'Tis well bethought, ſhe queſtioneſs with her 


ſweet Harmony, and other choſen Attractions, would al- 


lure 


Hell. You may, but bootleſs is your 6ght, he will not 
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lure and make a Battery through his defended Parts, 
which now are mid-way ſtopt; ſhe is all happy, as the 
faireſt of all, and her Fellow-Maids, now upon the Levy 
ſhelter that abuts againſt the Iſland-fide. 

Hell Sure all effectleſs, yet nothing we'll omit that 
bears Recoveries Name. But ſince your Kindneſs we 
have ſtretcht thus far, let us beſeech you, that for our 
Gold we may have Proviſion, wherein we are not de- 
ſtitute for Want, but weary for the Staleneſs, 


Ly. O, Sir, a Courteſy, which if we ſhould deny, 


the mo juſt God for every Graff would ſend a Caterpil- 
ler, and ſo infli our Province, yet once more let me in- 
treat to know at large the Cauſe of your King's Sorrow. 


Hell. Sir, Sir, I will 'recount it to you; but ſee, I 


am prevented. 
N Euter Marina. 
Ly. O here's the Lady that J ſent for. 
Welcome, Fair One: is't not a goodly Preſent ? 
Hell. She's a gallant Lady. | 
Ly/. She's ſuch a one, that were I well aflur'd, 
Came of a gentle Kind, and noble Stock, 
I'd wifh no better Choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair, and all Goodneſs that conſiſts in Beauty, | 
Expect even here, where is a Kingly Patient, 
If that thy proſperous and artificial Fate 
Can draw him but to anſwer thee in aught, 
Thy facred Phyſick {hall receive ſuch Pay, 
As thy Dehres can wiſh. - 
Mar, Sir, I will uſe my uttermoſt Skill in his Reco. 


very, provided that none but I and my Companion. 


Maid be ſuffered to come near him. 
proſperous: | : (The Song. 
Lyf, Mark'd he your Muſick ?- 
Mar, No, nor look'd on-us. 
Lyfe. See, ſhe will ſpeak to him: 
Mar. Hail, Sir, my Lord, lend Far. 
Fer. mem; ba. : | 
Mar. Jam a Maid, my Lord, that ne'er before in- 


vied Eyes, but have been gazed on like a Comet: She 
ſpeales, my Lord, that may be, hath endured a Grief 


iht equal yours, if both were jaltiy weigh'd; though 


Way Wa: 4 


J Come, let us leave her, and the Gods make her 
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wayward Fortune did maligne my State, my Derivation 
was from Anceſtors who itood equivalent with mighty 
Kings, but Time hath rooted out my Parentage, and to the 
World and aukward Caſualties bound me in Servitude; [ 
will deſiſt, but there is ſomethirg glows upon my Cheek, 
and whiſpers in mine Ear, Go nt till be ſpear, 

Per. My Fortunes, Parentage, good Parentage to equal 
mine: Was it not thus! What ſay you? | 
Mar. I ſaid, my Lord, if you did know my Parentage, 
you would not do me Violence. = 

Per. I do think fo, pray you turn your Eyes upon me, 
y're like ſome-thing that, what Country-women hear of 
thele'Shews ? * | | # 

Mar. No, nor of any Shews, yet I was mortally brou ght 
forth, and am no other than I appear. | 

Per. Jam great with wo, and ſhall deliver weeping : 
My deareſt Wife was like this Maid, and ſuch a one my 
Daughter might have been: My Queen, ſquare Brows, her 
Stature to an Inch, as wand-like ſtraight, as Silver voic'd, 
her Eyes as Jewel like, and caſt as richly, in Pace another 
Juno. Who ſtarves the Ears ſhe feeds, and makes them 
hungry, the more ſhe gives them Speech; where do you 
live? | 
Mar. Where I am but a Stranger, from the Deck you 
may diſcern the Place. = | | | 

Per, Where were you bred? And how aichiev'd you 
theſe Endowments which you make more rich to owe ? 

Mar. It I ſhould tell my Hiftory, it would ſeem like 
Lies diſtain'd in the Reporting. 3 

Per. Prithee ſpeak; Falſneſs cannot come from thee, 
for thou loc keſt modeſt as Juſtice, and thou ſeem'ſt a Pal. 
As for the crowned Truth to dwell in. F will believe thee, 
and make my Senſes credit thy Relation, to Points that 
ſeem impoſſible, for thou look'ſt like one I'lov'd indeed; 
what were thy Friends? Didſt thou not ſtay when I did 
puſh thee back : Which was when I perceiv'd thee that 
thou cam'ſt from good Deſcen', | e 

Mar. So indeed I did. Lf | 

Per. Report thy Parentage, I think thou ſaidſt thou 
hadit been toſt from Wrong to Injury, and that thou 
thought'ſt thy Griefs might equal mine, if both were 
opened. | - 5 | 

] Mar, | 
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Mar. Some ſuch Thing I ſaid, and faid no more but 
what my Thoughts did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy Story, if thine conſidered prove the thou- 
ſand Part of my Endurance, thou art a Man, and I have 
ſuffered like a Girl; yet thou doſt look like Patience, 
gazing on Kings Graves, and ſmiling Extremity out of 


act. What were thy Friends? How loſt thou thy Name, 


my moſt kind Virgin? Recount I do beſeech thee, come 
ſit by me, | 
Mar. My Name is Marina. 


Per. Oh I am mock'd, and thou by ſome incenſed 


God ſent hither to make the World to laugh at me. 
Mar. Patience, good Sir, or here I'll ceaſe. | 
Per. Nay, I'll be patient, thou little know'ſ how thou 

doeſt ſtartle me to call thy ſelf Marina. 
Mar. 'The Name was given me by one that hath ſome 
Power, my Father and a King. x 
Per. How, a King's Daughter, and call'd Marina? 
Mar. You ſaid you would believe me, but not to be a 

Trouble of yeur Peace, I will end here. | 
Per. But are you Fleſh and Blood ? 

Have you a working Pulſe, and are no Fairy? 
Motion? wel!, ſpeak on, where were you born ? 

And wherefore call'd Marina? 

Mar. Call'd Marina, for I was born at Sea. 

Per. At Sea? who was thy Mother ? 

Mar. My Mother was the Daughter of a King, who. 
died the Minute I was born, as my good Nurſe Lychori- 
da hath oft delivered weeping. 1 

Per. O ſtop there a little, this is the rareſt Dream 
That ere dull Sleep did mock ſad Fools withal: 


This cannot be my Daughter; buried! well, where were 


you bred? I'll hear you more to the Bottom of your Sto- 
ry, and never interrupt you. | 

Mar. Yoa ſcorn, believe me 'twere beſt I did give 
o'er. | | | 

Per. I will believe you. by the Syllable of what you 
ſhall deliver, yet give me Leave, how came you in theſe 
Parts ? where were you bred? 5 

Mar. The King, my Father, did in Tharſus leave me, 
Till cruel Cleon with his wicked Wife, 
Did ſeek to murther me: And having weed a Villain 
To attempt it, who having drawn to delt, A crew 
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A Crew of Pyrates came and reſcu'd me, 
Brought me to Metaline. 


But, good Sir, whither will you have me? why do you 
weep It may be you think me an Impoſtor, no, good 


Faith: I am the Daughter to King Pericles, if good . 


King Pericles be. 
Per. Ho, Hellicanus? 
Hell. Calls my Lord? 
Per. Thou art a grave and noble Counſellor, 
Moſt wiſe in general, tell me, it thou eu, what this 
Maid is, 
Or what is like to be, that thus hath made me weep? 
Hell. I know not, but here's the Regent, Sir, of Meta- 
line, ſpeaks nobly of her. 
Ly/. She never would tell her Parentage. 
Being demanded that, ſhe would fit ſtill and weep. 


Fer. Q . ſtrike me, honoured Sir, give. me a 


Gaſt, put me to preſent Pain, leſt this great Sea of Joys 


ruſhing upon me, Or- bear the Shores of my Mortalicy, 
and drown me With their Sweetneſs: O come hither. 
Thou that beget'ſt him that did thee beget, 
Thou that waſt born at Sea, buried at Tharſus, 
And found at Sea again: O Hellicanus, 
Down on thy Knees, thank the holy Gods, as loud 
As Thunder threatens us; this is Marina. 
What was thy Mother's Name? tell me but that, 
For Truth can never be confirm'd enough, 
Though Doutts did ever ſleep. 

Mar. Firſt, Sir, I pray what is your Title? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre ; but tell me now my 
Drown'd Queen's Name, as in the reſt you ſaid, 
Thou haſt been God like perſect, the Heir of eme, | 
And another; like to Per;eles, thy Father. 


Mar. Is it not more to be your Daughter, than to ſay.- | 


my Mother's Name is Thai/a ? Thai/a-was my Mother, 
who did end the Minute I began. | 

Per. Now Bleſſing on thee, riſe, thou art my Child. 
Give me freh Garments, mine own Hellicanus, the is 
ro: dead at Thar/us, as ſhe ſnould have been by ſavage 


Chon, ſhe ſhall tell thee all. when thou ſhalt kneel and 


juſtify in Knowledge. ſhe is thy very Princeſs. Who is this? 
Hell. Sir, 'tis the Governor of M-taline, WhO hearing 
oy eur Melancholy, did come to ice. . N. 
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Per. J embrace you; give me my Robes; 
I am wild in my Beholding. O Heav'n bleſs my Girl, 


But hark, what Muſick's this, Hellicanus * my Marina, 


Tell him o'er Point by Point, for yet he ſeems to doat, 
How ſure you are my Daughter; but where's this Mufick? 
Hell. My Lord, I hear none. 
Per. None? The Muſick of the Sphere, liſt my daa 
Ly/, It is not good to croſs him, give him Way. 
Per. Rareſt Sounds, do ye not hear? 
Lyſ. Muſick, my Lord, I hear. 
Per. Moſt heav nly Muſick, ; 
It nips me unto Liſtning, and thick Slumber 
| Hangs upon mine Eyes; let me reſt. 
 Ly/. A Pillow for his Head, fo ave him all. 


Well my Companion Friends, if this but anſwer to my 


juſt Belief, I'll remember you. 
A TT SON N E I. 


Diana e 6 to Pericles afleep. 
Dia. Y Temple ſtands in Ephefus, hie thee thither, 
And do upon mine Altar Sacrifice. 

There, when my Maiden Prieſts are met together, 
Before all the People reveal _ 
How thou at Sea didſt loſe thy Wife 
To mourn thy Croſſes whit thy Daughters Call, 
And give them Repetition to the like: 
Ob perform my Bidding, or thou liveſt-in Woe: 
Do't, and happy by my Silver Bow ; 
Awake and tell thy Dream, 

Per. Celeſtial Dian, Goddeſs Argentine, 
I will obey thee. Hellicauus. 

Enter Lyſimachus. 

Per, My Purpoſe was for Tharſus, there to firike 
The inhoſpitable Cleon, but I am for other Service firſt, 
Toward Epheſus turn our blown Sails, 
Eftſoons I'll tell why. Shall we refreſh us, Sir, upon your 
Shore, and give you Gold for ſuch Proviſion as our In- 
tents will need? 

Lyſ Sir, with all my Heart, and when you come e aſhore, 
1 have another Slight. | 

Per, You ſhall prevail, were it to woe my Daughter, 
for it ſeems you have been noble towards her. i 

Ly/. Sir, lend me your Arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina. [Excunt 
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| Enter Gower. 


Now our Sands are almoſt run, 
More. a little, and then done. 


This my laſt boon give me, 
Por fuch kindneſs muſt relieve me : 
hat you aptly will ſuppoſe, 
What pageantry, what feats, what ſhows; 
What Minſtrelly, what pretty din, | 
The Regent made in Metalin, 
To greet the King; jo he thriv'd, 
That he is promis d to be ivd 
To fair Marina, but. in uo wiſe, 5 
"Till he had done his Sacrifice, 
As Dian bad ; whereto being bound, 
De interim pray you all confound. 
In feather'd briefnefs Sails are fill 4 
And wiſhes fall out as they re will d. 
At Epheſus the Temple ſee, 
Our King and all his Company. 
That he can hither come ſo foon, 
I. by your Fancy's thankfull doom. [Exit, 


Enter Pericles, Lyſimachus, Hellicanus, Marini, * n 


Cery mon, and others. 

Per. Hail Dian, to perform thy juſt nnd, 
T here confeſs myſelf the King of Tyre, who frignted from 
At Pentapolis, the fair That/a, [my Country. did wed 
At Sea in Child bed died ſhe, but brought forth 
A Maid Child called Marina; who, O Goddels, 
Wears yet thy Silver Livery, She at Thar/us 
Was Nurſt with Cleon, who at fourteen Years 
He ſought to Murder, but her. better Stars 
Brought her to Metaline, gainſt whoſe Shore riding, 
Her Fortunes brought the Maid aboard to us, 
Where by her own moſt clear Remembrance, ſhe 


Made known herſelf my Daughter. | 
Thai Voice and favour ! You are, you are, O Royal 


Pericles. | [She faints away. 
Per.What meanstheWoman? She dies! Help, Gentlemen. 
Cer. Sir, if you have told Diana's Altar true, 

This is your Wife. 

Her. Reverend Appearer, no, I threw her cv-r-board 
with theſe very Arms. : 
Cer. Upon this Coaſt, I warrant you. Per. 
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Per. Tis moſt certain. | R 
Cer. Look to the Lady; O ſhe's but overjoy'd. 
Early in bluſt'ring Morn, this Lady was thrown upon this 
Shore; I open'd the Coffin, found theſe rich Jewels, re- 
cover'd her, and placed her here in Diaua's Temple, 
Per. May we fee them? | i 
Cer. Grear Sir, they ſhall be brought you to my Houſe, 
whither I invite you; look, Yaiſa is recovered. 
Mai. O let me look ; if he be none of mine, 
My Sanctity will to my Senſe bend no licentious Ear, 
But curb it ſpight of ſeeing: O my Lord, are you not 
Like him you ipeak, like him you are: | Perzcles ? 
Did you not name a Tempeſt, a Birth, and Death? 
Per. The Voice of dead Thai/a. STE 
Thai. That Thai/a am 1, ſuppoſed dead and drown'd. 
Per, Immortal Dian! 
Thai. Now I know you better. 
When we with Tears parted Pentapolis, 
The King, my Father, gave you ſuch a Ring. 
Per, This, this, no more, you Gods, 
Your preſent Kindneſs makes my paſt Miſeries Sport: 
You ſhall do well, that on the touching of her Lips 
I may melt, and no more be ſeen; " | 
O come, be buried a ſecond time within theſe Arms. 
Mar. My Heart leaps to be gone into my Mother'sBoſom. 
Per. Look who kneels here Fleſh of thy Fleſh, Thai/a, 
Thy Burden at the Sea, and call'd Marina, 
For ſhe was yielded there, | 
Thai. Bleſt, and mine own. 
Hel. Hail, Madam, and my Queen, 
Thai. I know you not. ; 
Per. You have heard me fay when I did fly from Ty, 
I left behind an ancient Subftitnte ; 
Can you remember what I calld the Man ? 
J have nam'd him oft. | 
Thai. Twas Hellicanus then. 
Per. Still Confirmation, 
Embrace him dear Thar/a, this is he; 
Now do I long to hear how you were found; 
How poſlibly preterved ; and who te thank, 
Beſides the Gods, for this great Miracle. | 
Thai. Lord Cerymon,my Lord, this Man, through whom 


The Gods have ſhewn their Power, that can from * | 
a 5 O 


„„ 2 4 
* 


60 Pericles, Prince * Tyre. 


To laſt reſolve ou. 

Per. Reverend Sir, the Gods can n have no mortal Officer 
More like a God than you, 

Will you deliver how this dead Queen a * 

Cer. Iwill, my Lord; beſeech you firſt go with me 

Unto my Houſe, where ſhall be ſhewn you all 

Was found with her ; how ſhe came plac'd here in the 


No needful thing omitted. [Temple, 


Per. Pure Diaz | bleſs thee for thy Viſion, 
I will offer Nane Oblations to thee. | 
Thai/a, this Prince, the fair betroth'd of your Daughter, 
Shall marry at Pentapolis, and now this Ornament that 
Will I clip toForm, [makes me look diſmal, 
And what this fourteen Years no Rezor touch'd, 
To grace thy Marriage Day, PF ll beautify. 
Thai. Lord Cerymon hath Letters of nd Credit, 
Sir, my Father's dead. | 
Per. Heavens make aStarofhim ; yet here, my Queen, 
We'll celebrate their Nuptials, and ourſelves 
Will in that Kingdom {ſpend our following Days; 
Our Son and Daughter Rall 5 in Tyrus Reign. 
Lord Cerymon, we do our longing ſtay, 
To hear the reft untold, Sir, lead's the way, Ex. om. 
| Enter Gower. 
In Antiochus and his Daughter, you have heard 
Of monflrous Luft, the due and juſt Reward: 
In Pericles, bis "Queen and Daughter, ſcen, 
Although aſſail d with Fortunes fierce and feen, 
Virtue preferr'd from fell Defirufions blaſt, 
Led on by Heaven, and crown'd with Foy at laſt. 
In Hellicanus may you well deſcry, 
A Figure of Truth, of Faith, of Loyalty : 
{n reverend Cerymon there avell appears, 
The wwortn that learned Charity aye wears. 
For wicked Cleon and bis Wife, when Fame 
Had ſpread their curjed Deed and honour'd Name. 
Of Pericles, to rage the Cicy turn, 
That him and his, they in his Palace burn. 
The Gods for Murder ſcemed fo content, 
To punifÞ, although nat done, but meant. 
So on your Patiences ever more attending, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HEREAS one }. Tonſon and his Ac- 
complices have. with a manifeſt Aſſurance 

aſſerted, that they are Proprietors of 'Shake- 
ſpear's Plays, and notwithſtanding they have pub- 
hihed ſeveral of the ſaid Plays in a very incorrect 
and imperfe&t Manner, printed on a very bad Nt 
Letter; in ſome of which there are a great Num- 7 
ber of Omifſions, particularly in Macbeth, and | 


Julius Cæſar, in which (befides many leſs Errors) 1 
ſeveral Pages are omitted, occaſioned by Careleſs- 1 
neſs or Ignorance, and in all Probability by it | 
both, whereby the Plays ſo printed, or more pro- 1 


perly pyrated by the ſaid J. Tonſon in Conjunction | 
with his Accomplices are rendered unintelligible, 1 
and of no Service, yet in order to caſt the ſame [30 
Odium on the Plays beautifully and corre&ly 1 
rinted by R. Walker, which J. Tonſon's maim'd 
ditions juſtly deſerve, they have cauſed an Adver- 
tiſement to be ſigned by Mr. Chetwood Prompter 
of Drary-Lane Play-boufe, which is ſo abſurd 
and impertinent, that it is thought very proper 
to make the following Anſwer. . : 


2 HEREAS an Advertiſement was inſerted 
in ſeveral of the News Papers, ſigned 

* WILLIAM CHETWOOD, in relation to Mr. 
© Walker's Edition of Shakeſpear, I think my ſelf 
© oblig'd to ſhew the Publick, that the ſaid Ad- 
* vertiſement is FOOLISH, FALSE, and SCAN- 

* DALOUS. | +, Ta 

* FOOLISH in a Fellow to thruſt himſelf offi- 
* ciouſly and impertinently into a Buſineſs which 
no ways concerns him, and that too, at the Ex- 
„ pence of that Modeſty, which he has, with a 
: | 44,8 | cc great 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
great deal of Affettation, always pretended to; 
* 2 nothing can certainly be ſo vain or impu- 
** dent as this Prompter's anſwering publickly to 
a Charge that was never brought againſt him; 
no ſuch Thing having been ever inſinuated by 
Mr. Walker, as that he made uſe of any Copy 
obtained from him, for it would be of no more 
* Service to have his Marks of Exits, Entrances, 
"* Propertics, &c. than it would be to print any of 
* the Drolls, or other Traſh written by himſelf. 

_ © FALSE in ſaying Mr. Walker's Edition has 
EC innumerable Errors in it, and is not as acted ar 
« the Tbeatres; but this is a Falſehood that almoſt 
« every Reader is able to difcover. who, without 
doubt, can judge of this as well as the Promp. 
ter, the Candle-Snuffer, or any other Servant 
of the Houſe. . | 

And SCANDALOUS, in ſaying, The Right 
of the Proprietors is baſely invaded ; for if they 
« had any Right they would try it, which they 
have been oftentimes called upon to do, by Mr. 
Walker.“ N 


N. B. A compleat State of the Caſe between 

R. Walker and J. Tonſon, ſupported by the Af 
davits of the ſaid R. Walker, and James Harris, 
one of the faid R. Walker's Servants, may be 
had at Shakeſpear's Head, in Turn-again Lane, 
$now-hill. 5 LS 
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King LEAR, 


His Three Daughters: 


TRAGERY 
As it is acted at the THEATRES. 


* 5 KK ** 


5; S HAK ESP EAR. 
With Alterations by N. TATE. 


LONDON: 


Printed by R. WALKER, at Shakeſpears-Head, in 

Tirn-again-Lane, by the Diteh-ſi ie; and may be 
had at his Shop, the Sign of Shakeſpear's-Head, in 
Change=-Alley, Cornhill ; and likewiſe at his Shop, 
the Sign of Shakeſpears-Heard and Hawk, between 
the Savoy and Somerſet-Houſe, in the Strand, 


M,DCC.XXXIV. 


My Eſtcem'd FRIEND, 


* 


| 5 1 +; | 
Thomas Boteicr, E/q; | 


NA 


S ER; / 
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| tempted the Revival of it with Al- 
58 terations. Nothing bur the Power 
of your Perſuafions, and my Zeal 
dor all the Remains of Shakeſyear,; 
could have wrought me to ſo bold an Undertaking. 
J found that the New- modelling of this Story 
would force me fometimes on the difficult Task 
of making the chiefeſt Perſons ſpeak ſomething- 
like their Characters, on Matter whereof I had 
no. Ground in my Author. Lear's real and Ezgar's 
retended Madneſs have ſo much of extravagant 
ature (I know not how elſe to expreſs it) as 
could never have ſtarted, but from cur Shakeſpen;”'s 
creating Fancy. The Images and Language are 
ſo odd and ſurpriſing, and yet ſo agreeable and 
proper, that whilſt we grant that none but Shake- 
ſpear could have form'd ſuch Conceprions, yet we 
are ſatisfied that they were the only things in the 
World that ought to be ſaid on thoſe Occaſions. 
I found the whole to anſwer your Account of it, 


& Heap of Jewels, unſtrung, and unpoliſheJ ; yet 
| | | 0 


> DEDICATION, 


id dazzling in their Diſorder, that I ſoon perceived 


I had. ſeized a Treaſure. "Twas my good For- 


rune to light on one Expedient to rectify what 
was wanting in the Regulacity and Probability 
of the Tale, which was to run through the 
Whole, as Love betwixt Eagar and Cordelia ; that 
never changed Word with each other in the Ori- 
gina). This renders Corgelia's Indifference, and 
her Father's Paſſion in the firſt Scene, probable, 
It likewiſe gives Countenance to Eagar's Diſguiſe, 
making that a generous Defign that was before a 
poor Shift to ſave his Life. The Diſtreſs of the 
Story is evidently heighrened by it; and it parti- 
cularly gave Occaſion of a new Scene or two, of 
More Succeſs (perhaps) than Merit. This Method 
neceflarily threw me on making the Tale con- 
clude in a Succeſs to the innocent diſtreſt Perſons : 
Otherwiſe I muſt have incumber'd the Stage with 
dead Bodies, which Condutt makes many Trage- 
dies conclude with unſeaſonable Jeſts. Yet was 


I wrack'd wit!t:.0tmall Fears for ſo bold aChange, 


till J found it well receiv'd by my Audience; and 
if this will not ſatisfy the Reader, I can produce 
an Authority that queſtionleſs will. Nither is it fo 
Trivial an Undertaking to make a Tragedy | 
end happily, for tis more difficult to Mr. Dryd. 
ſave than tis to kill: the Dagger and Pref. to the 


Cup of Poyſon are always in Readineſs; Spaniſh Fryar. 


but to bring the Action to the laſt Ex- 
tremity, and then by provable Mcans to recover Al. will re- 
giire the Art and Judgment of a Writer, aud coſt him ma- 
ny 4 Pang in the Performance. 3 

I have one Thing more to apologize for, which 
is, that I have us'd leſs Quaintneſs of Expreffion 
in the neweſt Parts of this Play. I confeſs, twas 
Defign in me, partly to comply with my Author's 
Style, to make the Scenes of a piece, and partly 
to give it ſome Reſemblance of the Time and 


Perions here repreſented. This, Sir, I ſubmit 
wholly to you, who are * Maſter . 


ef Style. Nature had exempted you, before you 


went abroad, from the meroſe Saturnine Humour 


of 


DEDIECA-T TO | 
of our Country, and you brought home the Re- 
finedneſs of Travel without the Affectation. Ma- 
nyFaults I ſee in the following Pages, and queſtion 
not but you will diſcover more; yet I will pre- 
ſume fo far on your Friendſhip, as to make the 
Whole a Preſent to you, and ſubſcriþe myſelf, 


_ Your obliged Friend, 


and humble Servant, 


N. 1 1 


¶ For e en your Wives can pleaſe in 


PROLOG U E. 


\ INCE by Miſa es your beſt Deli ghts are 8 


Maſquerade, ) 


jy worth our H le to a drawn You in this. Day 


By a nem Name to our old Honeſt Play? - 


But he that did this Evening's Treat prepare 


Bluntly reſolv' d before-hand to declare 


Tour Entertainmeut ſhould be mo#t old Fare. 
Nt hopes, ſrace in rich Shakeſpear's Soil it grew, 
Twill reliſh yet, with thoſe whoſe Taſts are true, 


And his Ambition is to pleaſe a Few. 


if then this Heap of Flow'rs ſhall chance to wear 


Freſh Beauty in the Order they now bear, 


Even this Shakeſpear's Praiſe ; each Ruftitk knows 
. Mongft plenteous Flow'rs a Garland to compoſe, 
"Which ſtrung by this courſe Hand may Fairer ſhow, 
But "twas a Power Divine firſt made em grow, 


Why fhou' 2 theſe Scenes lie hid, in which we find 


Nhat may at once divert and teach the 
- Morals were always proper for the Stage, 
Burt are en neceſſary in this Age. 


M. ad; 3 


Poets muſt take the Churches tenching Trade, 

Since Prieſts their Province of Inirigac invade ; 5 
But we the worſt in this Exchange, have got, 
In vain our Poet's 3 whilſt Charchmen plot. 


* 
1 6. 3 4 * * 


Dramatis "= Py 


King 0 « | Burgundy, 

Gloſter, 2 Gentleman Vines, . 

Kent, 

Edgar, I 

Ba ard, 5 Goneril, 

Cornwall, Regan, 

Albany, 0 Cords lia, 

Guards, Officers, Meſſengers, Attendants. 
THE 
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Enter Baſtard folus. | 


HO U Nature art my Goddeſs, to 
- thy Law © | 85 
My Services are bound 3 why am J 

DdWiepriv'd of a Son's Right, becauſe 
. I came not | 

In the dull Road that Cuſtom has preſcribd? 

Why Baſtard, wherefore baſe, when I can boaſt 

A Mind as gen'rous, and a Shape as true 

As honeſt Madam's Iſſue? Why are we 

Held baſe, who in the luſty Strealth of Nature 

Take fiercer Qualities than what compound 

The ſcanted Births of the ſtale Marriage-bed 3 

Wall then, legitimate Eagar, to thy Right 

Of Law I will oppoſe a Baſtard's Cunning. 

Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmund 

As to legitimate Ezpar; with Succeſs 

Ive praftis'd yet on both their eaſy Natires* 

Here comes the old Man chaf'd with th' Information 
| Which laſt I forg'd _ my Brother Edgar, 


A Tale ſo. plauſible, ſo boldly utter'd, 

And heightned by ſuch lucky Accident, | | 

That now the ſlighteſt Circumſtance confirms him, 

And baſe-born Edmund, ſpight of Law, inherits. 

| Enter Kent and Gloſter. | 
Ghoſt. Nay, good my Lord, your Charity | 

Cer ſhoots itſelf to plead in his Behalf”; 

You are yourſelf a Father, and may feel 

The Sting of Diſobedience from a Son 

Firft-born and beſt-belov'd : Oh Villain Ear! 

Kent. Be not too raſh, all may be Forgery, 

And Time yet.clear the Duty of your Son. 


Glojt. Plead with the Seas, and reaſon down the Winds, 


Yet ſhall thou ne'er convince me, I have ſeen 
His foul Defigns through all a Father's Fondneſs: 
Eut be this Light and thou my Witneſſes, 
That I diſcard him here from my Poſſeſſions, 
Bivorce him from my Heart, my Blood, and Name. 
„Bat. It works as I cou'd wiſh; II ſhew myſelf. 
Su. Ha! Edmund ! welcome Boy; O Kent! ſec here 
Inverted Nature, G#fter's Shame and Glory, 
This by-born, the wild fally of my Youth, 
Purſues me with all filial Offices, 
Whilſt Edgar, begg'd of Heaven, and born i in Honour, 
Draws Plagues on my white Head, that urge me ſtill 
'To curſe in Age the Pleaſure of my Youth. 
Nay, weep not, Edmund, for thy Brother's Crimes ; 
O generous Boy ! thou ſhar* but half his Blood, 
Yer lov'it beyond the Kindneſs of a Brother: 
But Fil reward thy Virtue. Follow me 
My Lord, you wait the King, who comes reſoly'd 
To quit the Toils of Empire, and divide 
His Realms amongſt his Daughters; Heaven ſucceed it; 
But much ] fear the Change 
Kent. I grieve to ſee him 
With ſuch wild Starts of Paſſion hourly ſeiz'd, 
As render Majeſty between itſelf. 
Gleft. Alas ! *tis the Infirmity of his Age, 
Yet has his Temper even been unfixt, 
ChoPrick and ſudden ; hark, they approach 
[ExcuntGloſt. and Baſt, 
Elurifs: Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Burgundy, 
Edgar, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, Edgar ſpeaking 10 
Cordelia at Entrance. 
E dear, 


E___—_ SET ww aaa ae ens 


e 


Edgar. Cordelia, Royal Fair, turn yet once more, 
And &er ſucceſsful Burgundy receive 
The Treaſure of thy Beauties from the King, 
Eer happy Burgundy for ever fold Thee, 
Caſt back one pitying Look on wretched Edgar. 
Cord. Alas! What wou'd the wretched Edgar with 
The more unfortunate Cordelia? 
Who in Obedience to a Father's Will 


Flies from her Eagar's Arms to Burgundy's ? 


Lear. Attend my Lords of Albany and Cornwall, 
With Princely Burgundy. 
Alb. We do, my Liege. ; | 
Lear. Give me this Map Know, Lord, we have 
In Three, our Kingdom, having now reſoly'd [divided 
To diſengage from our long Toil of State, 
Conferring all upon your younger Years ; 
You Burgundy, Cornwall and Albany, 
Long in our Court have made your amorous ſojourn, 
And now are to be anſwer'd.— Tell me, my Daughters, 
Which of you loves us moſt, that we may place 
Our largeſt Bounty with our largeſt Merit. 
Goneril, our Eldeſt-born, . ſpeak firſt. 
Gor. Sir, I do love you more than Words can utter, 
Beyond what can be valu'd rich, or rare; 
Nor Liberty, nor Sight, Health, Fame, or Beauty, 
Are half ſo dear, my Life for you were vile, 
As much as Child can love the beſt of Fathers. : 
Lear. Of all theſe Bounds, e'en from this Line to this, 
With ſhady Forefts, and wide-skirted Meads, | 
We make thee Lady; to thine and Albany's Iſſue 
Be this perpetual. What ſays our St Daughter ? 
Reg. My Sifter, Sir, in Part, expreſs'd my Love. 
For ſuch as her's, is mine, though more extended 5 
Senſe has no other Joy that I can reliſh, = 
I have my All in my dear Liege's Love. 
Lear. Therefore to thee and thine Hereditary 


| Remain this ample Third of our fair Kingdom. 


Cord. Now comes my Trial, how am I diftrels'd,ſ 4/ze. 
That muſt with cold Speech tempt the ChoPrick King 
Rather to leave me Dowerleſs, than condemn me 
To loath'd Embraces. | 

Lear. Speak now. our laſt, not leaft in our dear Love, 


So ends my Task of State, Cordelia, ſpeak? 
What 


What canſt thou fay to win a key Third 
Than what thy Siſters gain'd ? 
Cord. Now muſtmy - 


ve, in Words, fall ſhort — 80 187 


As much as it exceeds in Truth. N othing, my a 
Lear. Nothing can come of Nothing, ſpeak again. 


«Cord. Unhappy am I that I. cannot diſſemble, 
Sir, as I Sy love your Majefly, | 
No more, nor leſs. "= 
Tear. Take heed, Cr 
Thy Fortunes are at ſtake, think better on 2 
And mend thy Speech a little. 
Cord. O my Liege! | 
You gave me Being, bred me, dearly love me, 
1 I return. my Duty as I ought ; | 
bey you, love you, and molt honour you: 


Why have my Siſters Husbands, if they love you Alle? 


Haply- when I ſhall wed, the Lord whoſe Hand 
'Shall_take.my Plight, will carry half my Love,; 
For I. ſhall never marry like my Sifters, 
To love my Father all. 
Lear. And goes thy Heart with this? 
Iis faid, that I am Cholrick, Judge me, Gods, 
bs there not Cauſe ? Now Minion, I perceive 
he Truth of what has. been ſuggeſted to us; 
Thy Fondneſs for the Rebel, Son of Ghfter, 
Falſe to his Father, as thou art to my Hopes: 
And, oh ! take heed, raſh Girl, left we comply 
With thy fond Withes, which Lade wilt too late 
Repent ; for know our Nature cannot brook 
A Child Jo young, and ſo ungentile. . 
Cord. So Young, my Lord, and True. 
Lear. Thy Truth then be thy Dow'r; 
For by the ſacred Sun, and folemn Night, 
F 1 diſclaim all my paternal Care, 
And from this Minute hold thee, as a Stranger, 
Both to wy Blood and Favour. 5 8 
Kent. his is Frenzy. 
Conſider, good my Liege. 
Lear. Peace, Kent; 
Come nat between a Dragon and his Rage: 
Tlov'd her moſt, and in her tender Truſt 
Deſign'd to have beſtow id my Age at Eaſe: 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give 


Aly Eat f. rom her, and with it all my Wealth. 


My 


„% 


My Lords of Cormwall, and of Albany, 

do inveſt yon jontly.in full Right 

In this Fair Third, Cordellais forfeit Dow 'r. 

Mark me, my R obſerve our laſt Reſolve;. 

Our Self, attended with an Hhnndred Knights, 

Will make Abode with you in monthly Courſe 3 - 

Tite Name alone of King remain with me, 

Yours be the Execution and Revenues ; 

This is our final Will; and to confirm it, 

This Coronet part bocween yon. 

Kent. Royal Lear. | 

Whom Ihave ever honour, as my King; 

Lov'd as'my Father, as my Maſter follow'd, 

And, as my Patron, thought on in my Prayers, — 
Lear. Away, the Bow js bent, make from the Shaft, - 
Kere. No, ler it fall and drench within 3 Heart, 

Be Kent unmannerly when Lear? IS mad 3: 

Thy youngeſt Daughter — 
Lear. On thy Life no more. 

Kent. What wilt thou do, old Man? 
Lear. Out of my Sight. 

Kent. See betten firſt. os 

Tear. Now by the God, —— 
Kent, Now by the Gods, raſh King, thou real N. in 
Lear. Ha, Traitor! (rains. 
Kent. Po; Kill thy Phyſician Leary 

Strike thro' my Throat, yet with my lateſt Sa” 

Il thunder in thine Ear my juſt Complaint, 

And tell Thee to thy Face that thor doſt ill. 

Lear. Hear me, raſſi Man; on thy Allegiance hear meg. 

Since thou haſt ſtrivn to make Us break our Vow, 

And preſs'd between our Sentence and our Pow'r, 

Which not our Nature, nor our Place can bear, 

We baniſh thee for ever from our Sight 

And Kingdom; if when three DaysMe expir'd, 

Thy hated Trunk be found in our Dominions, 

That Moment is thy Death; Away. 

Kent. Why fare thee well, King; ſince thou art re- 

take thee at thy Word, and will not ſtay, (ſolv'd 

To ſee Thy Fall: The Gods protect the Maid | 

That truly thinks, and has meſt juſtly ſaid. 

Thus to new Climates my old Truth I bear: 

Friendſhip lives hence, and Baniſhment is here. [ Exit. 

Lear, Now, Burgundy, you ſee her Price is faln, 
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Yet if the Fondneſs of your Paſſion fill _ 
Aﬀects her as ſhe ſtands, Dow'rleſs, and loſt 
In our Eſteem, ſhe's your's ; take her, or leave her. 
Burg. Pardon me, Royal Lear, but I demand 
The Dow'r yourſelf propos'd, and here I take 
Cordelia by the Hand, Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir, for by a Father's Rage 
I tell you all her Wealth. Away. 
Burg. Then, Sir, be pleas'd to charge the Breach 
Of our Alliance on your own Will, 
Not my Inconſtancy. | [Exeure, 
Manet Edgar and Cordelia. 
E dp. Has Heaven then weigh'd the Merit of my _ 
Or is't the Raving of my fickly Thought? 
Cou'd Burgundy forgo ſo rich a Prize, 
And leave her to deſparing Edgar's Arms? 
Fave I thy Hand Cordelia? Do ] claſp it? 
The Hand that was this Minute to have join d 
My hated Rivals? Do I kneel before thee, 
And offer at thy Feet my panting Heart? 
Smile, Princeſs, and convince me; for as yet 
I doubt, and dare not truſt the dazling Joy. 


Cord. Some Comfort yet, that twas no vicious Blot 8 
That has depriv'd me of a Father's- Grace, 
But meerly want of that which makes me Rich 1 
In wanting it 5 2 fnooth profefiing Tongue: 
O Suters! Jam loth to call your Fault = 


As it deſerves. ; but ule our Father well, 
And wrong'd Cordelia never ſhall repine. 
Edz. O dee 'nly Maid! that art thyſelf thy Dow r, 
Richer in Virtue than the Stars in Light, 
If Eagar's humble Fortunes may be grac d 
With thy Acceptance, at thy Feet he lays them. 
Ha, my Cordelia] doſt thou turn away? 
What have I done t' offend thee ? 
Cord. Talk'd of Love. 
Eds. Then P ve offended oft, Cordelia too 
Has oft permitted me ſo to offend. _ 
Cord. When, Edgar, I permitted y our Addreſſes, 
F was the darling Daughter of a King, 
Nor can I now forget my Royal Birth, 
And live dependent on my Lover's Fortune; 
1 cannot to ſo low a Fate ſubmit ;-. 
And therefore ſtudy to forget your Paſſion, 
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And trouble me upon this Theme no more. 
ag. Thus Majeſty takes moſt State in Diſtreſs! 


How are we toſt on Fortune's ſickle Flood ! 
The Wave that with ſurprizing Kindneſs brought 


The dear Wreck to my Arms, has ſnatch'd it back, 
And left me mourning on the barren Shoar. 


Cord. This Baſeneſs of th' ignoble Burgundy, [ Aide. 
Draws juſt Suſpicion on the Race cf Men ; 
His Love was Int'reſt, fo may Eqgar's be, | 
And He, but with more Complement, diſſemble; 
If fo, I ſhall oblige him by denying : | 
But if his Love be fix'd ſuch conſtant Flame 
As warms our Breaſts, if ſuch I find his Paſſion, 
My Heart as grateful to his Truth ſhall be, 


And could Cordelia prove as kind as He. [ Exit.- 


Enter Baſtard haſtily. | — 
Bast. Brother, I've found you in a lucky Minute, 
Fly and be ſafe, ſome Villain has incens'd 


Our Father againſt your Life. 


Ede. Diſtreſt Cordelia ! but ho! more Cruel. 
Baſt. Hear me, Sir, your Life, your Life's in Danger. 
Edg. A Reſolve ſo ſudden, 


And of ſuch black Importance 


Baſt. Twas not ſudden, 
Some Villain has of long Time laid the Train. 
Edz. And yet perhaps twas but pretended Coldneſs, 


To try how far my Paſſion would purſue. 


Baſt. He. hears me not; wake, wake, Sir. 
Ede. Say ye, Brother ? 
No Tears, good Edmund, if thus bring'ſt me Tidings 
To ſtrike me dead, for Charity delay not, 
That Preſent will befit ſo kind a Hand. 
Bat. Your Danger, Sir, comes on ſo faſt, 
That I want 'Time t inform you ; but retire. * 
Whilſt I take Care to turn the preſſing Stream. 
O Gods! For Heaven's Sake, Sir. 
Eds. Pardon me, Sir, a ſerious Thought 
Had ſeiz'd me, but I think you talk'd of Danger, 
And wiſfid me to retire ;_muſt all our Vows. 
End thus ? — Friend, I obey you. — O Cordelia. [ Exit. 
Bat. Ha! ha! fond Man, ſuch credulous Honeſty 
Leſſens the Glory of my Artifice ; 
His Nature is ſo far from doing Wrongs, 


That he ſuſpects none: If this Letter ſpeed, 
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And paſs for Eagar's, as himſelf wou'd own 

The Counterfeit, but for the foul Contents, 

Then my Deſigns are perfect. Here comes G//ter, 
Enter Gloſter. 


Gkp. Stay, Edmund, turn; What Paper were you 


Baſt. A 'Trifle, Sir. - =P 3 
log. What needed then that terrible Diſpatch of it 
Into your Pecket ? Come, produce it, Sir. 
Baſt. A Letter from my Brother, Sir, L had 
Juſt broke the Seal, . but knew not the Contents ;. 
Yet, fearing they might prove too blame, 
Endeavour'd to conceal it from your Sight. 
Cet. Tis Eagar's Character. [ Reags 
This Policy of Fathers is intolerable, that Feeps our 
Fortunes from us "till Age will not ſuffer us to enjoy 
em; I am aveary of the Tyranny : Come to me, 
that of this I may ſpeak more. If our: Pather would 
fleep till J qua him, you foould enjoy half his 
Paſſeliions, and live belov'd of your Brother Edgar. 
Sleep *till I wak'd him! you ſhou'd enjoy 
Ha his Poſſeſſions! Eagar to write this 
*Bainſt his indulgent Father ! Death and Hell! 
Fly, Edmund, ſeek him out, wind me into him, 
That I may bite the Traytor's Heart, and fold 
His bleedipg Entrails on my vengeful Arm. 


Beſt. Perhaps twas writ, my Lord, to proveny Vir- 
Moon [tue 


Goh Theſe late Eclipſes of the Sun an 
Can bode no leſs ; Love cools, and Friendſhip fails, 
In Cities Mutiny, in Countries Diſcord, 
The Bond of Nature crack'd twixt Son and Father: 
Find out the Villain; do it carefully, 
And it ſhall loſe thee Nothing. [Zit. 
Bas. So now my Project's firm; but to make ſure 
I'll throw in one Proof more and that a bold one; 
Fil place old Ger where he ſhall g'er-hear us 
Confer of this Deſign ; whilſt, to. his thinking, 
Deluded Eagar ſhall accuſe himſels 
Be honeſt my Int'ret, and I can 
Be honeſt too : And what Saint ſo divine, 


That will ſucceſsful Villainy decline ? . 


Enter Kent diſeuis d. 

Rent. Now baniſh'd Kent, if thou canſt pay thy Duty 
In this Diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
Thy Maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of Labours. 3 

3 8 | ut 
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Enter Lear attended. 

Lear. In there, and tell our Daughter we are here. 
Now, What art thou? P ö 

Kent. A Man, Sir. | | n 

Leari What doſt thou profeſs, or wou'd with us? 2 

Kent. Ido profeſs to be no leſs than J ſeem,” to ſerve” 
him truly that puts me in Truſt, to love him that's ho- 
neſt, to converſe with him that's wiſe and ſpeaks little, 
to fight when I can't chuſe ; and to eat no * 

Lear. I ſay, what art thou? a 

Kent. A very 1 Fellow, and as poor as 
the King. ; 

| Lear: Then art thou poor indeed. 
thou do? 

Kent. I can keep honeſt Council, mar a curious Tale 
in the Telling, deliver a plain Meſſage bluntly ; that 
which ordinary Men are fit for, I am qualified in; and 
the beſt of me is Diligence. 

Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me. 9 
Enter ons Goneril's Gentlemen. e | 


What DYE) 4 


Now, Sir! 2! | | 
Gent. Sir » — [Exit; Kent runs after him. 
Lear. What lays the Fellow ? Call me the Clodpoleback. 
Ait. My Lord, I know not; but methinks your 4 


E Highneſs ; is entertained with ſlender Ceremony. 


Servant. He fays, my Lord, your Daughter is not 
well. 

Lear. Why came not the Slave back when I call'd - 
him? 

Serv. My Lord, he anſwered me i'th' furlieſt Manner, 
That he wou'd not. 

Re-enter Gentleman brought in by Kent. | 
Lear. I hope our Daughter did not 10 inſtruct him. 


Now, Who am I, Sir? 


Gent. My Lady's Father. 8 
Tur. My Lord's Knave. ——- | [Strikes him 
. Goneril at the En ntranee. 


Gon. By Day and Night; this is inſufferable, | 


J will not bear it. 


Lear, Now, Daughter, why that: Frontlet on? 
Speak, dbes that Frown become our Preſence ? - 
Gent. T'll not be ſtruck, my Lord. : 
Kent. Now wee neither, thou vile Civit-box. _ 
[ Sprokes up bis 3 


I 


„ 


10 The HisTory of 

Gor. Sir, this licentious Inſolence of your Servants 
Is moſt unſeemly, hourly they break out 
In Quarrels bred ; by making this known to you, 
I thought to have had a Redreſs, but find too late 
That you protect and countenance their Outrage; 
And therefore, Sir, I take this F ao which 
Neceflity makes diſcreet. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter? 
Gon. Come, Sir, let me entreat you to make Uſe 
Of your Diſcretion, and put off betimes 
This Diſpoſition that of late transforms you | 
From what you rightly are. | 

Lear. Does any here know me? Why, this is not 3 


e 


Does Lear walk thus ? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes? 


Who is it that can tell me who I am? 
Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much o > the Savour 


Of other your new Humours.; I beſeech You, - 
To underſtand my Purpoſes aright ; 


As you are old, you ſhou'd be ſtaid and wiſe : 
Here do you keep an hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men ſo debauch'd and bold, that this our Palace 
Shews like a riotous Inn, a Tavern, Brothel; 
Be then advis'd by her that elſe will take 
That which ſbe begs, to leſſen your Attendance, 
Take half away, and ſee that the Remainder. * 
Be ſuch as may befit your Age, and know _ 
Themſelves and You. 

Lear. Darkneſs and Devils ! 


Saddle my Horſes, call my Train together; 


Degenerate Viper, I'll not ſtay with Thee! 

I yet have left a Daughter. Serpent, Monſter | 
Leſſen my Train, and call em riotous ? 

All Men approv'd, of choice and rareſt Parts 


That each Particular of Duty know ws 


How ſmall, Cordelia, was thy Fault > O Lear, 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 


And thy dear Judgment out; Go, go, my People, 


Going off meets Albany entrin 
Ingrateful Duke, — this your Will? 5 
Alb. What, Sir? 
Lear. Death fiſty of my Followers at a Clap? 
Alb. The Matter, Madam: 
Gor. Never afſſict yourſelf to know the Cauſe, . 


But give his Dotags Wax 


King LEAR ut 
Lear. Blaſts . upon thee, , 
Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce ev*ry Senſe about thee ; old fond Eyes, 
Lament this Canſe again, Pl pluck ye out, 
And caſt ye with the Waters that ye loſe 


To temper Clay. No, Gorgon, thou ſhalt find 
That I'll reſume the Shape which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. 

Gon. Mark ye that. 7 

Lear. Hear Nature! | 
Dear Goddeſs hear ; and if thou doſt intend 
To make that Creature Fru itful, change thy Purpoſe; 
Pronounce upon her Womb the Barren Curſe, 
That from her blaſted Body never ſprung 
A Babe to honour her; —- But if ſhe muſt bring forth, 
Defeat her Joy with ſome diſtorted Birth, 
Or monſt'rous Form, the Prodigy o th* Time 3 
And ſo perverſe of Spirit, that it may live 
Her Torment as *twas born, to fret her Cheeks 
With conſtant Tears, and wrinkle her young Brow. 
Turn all her Mother's Pains to Shame and Scorn, 
That ſhe may curle her Crime too late, and feel 
How ſharper than a Serpent's Tooth it is 
To have a thankleſs Child: Away, away. [Exit cum ſv. 
Sn. Preſuming thus upon his numerous Train, 

He thinks to play the Tyrant here, and hold 
Our Lives at Will. 


Aub. Well, 2 may bear too far. a [Exit 


ACT IL SCENE, Oger Houſe. 


| Euter Baſtard. | 
AAR Duke comes here to Night, I'll take the 


Advantage 

Of his Arrival to complete my Project: 

Brother, a Word, come forth; tis I your Friend, 
Enter Edgar. 


My ke watches for 3˙5 fly chis Place, 
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Intelligence is giv'n where you're hid; 


Take the Advantage of the Night; be think ye, 
Have you not ſpoke againſt the Duke of Cornwall” 
Something might ſhew you a. Favourer of 
Duke Albany's Party? 
Ede.. Nothing; why ask you! N 
Baſt. Becauſe he's coming here to. Night in haſte, 
And Regan with him Hark ! the Guards ; away. 
Ede. Let 'em come on, I'Il ſtay and clear myſelf. 


Baß. Your Innocence at Leiſure may be heard, 


But Glofter's forming Rage as yet is deaf, 

And you may periſh e'er allow'd the hearing [Ex. Edgar. 
Glter comes yonder: Now to my feign'd Scuffle 
Yield, come before my Father! . here, Lights ! 


Some Blood drawn on me wou'd be eget 1 588 [Stabs | 
ave 


Of our more fierce Encounter. — I een [is Arm. 


Drunkards. do more than this in Sport. 


Enter Gloſter and Servants. 
Get. Now, Edmand, where's the Traitor? 
 Baft, That Name, Sir, 
Strikes Horror through me; but my Brother, Sir, 
Stood here i' th' Dark, 
Glo. Thou bleed'ſt! purſue the Villain I, 
And bring him Piece-meal to me. 
Bat. Sir, he's fled. 


Ghft. Let him fly far, this Kingdom ſhall not hide him: 


The Noble Duke, my Patron comes to Night; 
By Ris Authority I will. proclaim 

Rewards for him that brings him to the Stage, 
And Death for the Concealer. 

Then of my Lands, loyal and natural Boy, 


_ FIl work the means to make thee capable. [Exeunt, 


Enter Kent ( diſeuis'd fill) and Goneril's Gentleman, 
| ſeveral. 
| Gent. Good: morrow, Friend, belong'ſt thou to this 
Kent. Ask them will anſwer thee. Houle ? 
Gent, Where may we ſet our Horſes? 1 
Kent. I'th' Mire. 


Gent: J am in haſte, prithee an thou lov'ſt me, tell 


Kent. I love thee not. [me. 
Gent. Why then I care not for thee: | 
Kent, An” I had thee in Zipsbury Pinfold, I'd make 
thee care for me. 
Sent. What deſt thou mean, I know thee not; * 
8 ; b a uf 


= 


Kent. But, Minion, I know tlie. i 
Gent. What doſt thou know me for ? 15 
Kent. For a baſe, proud, beggarly, white-liver'd, | 

glaſs-glazing, ſuper-ſerviceable, finical Rogue; One that 

wou'd be a Pimp in, Way of good Service, and art 
nothing but a Compoſition of Knave, Beggar, Coward, 

Pandar. | : 

Cent. What a monſtrous Fellow art thou to rail at 

One that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee ? 

Kent. Impudent Slave! not know me, who but two 
Days ſince tript up thy Heels before the King: Draw, 

Miſcreant, or P11 make the Moon ſhine through thee. 
Gent, What means the Fellow ; Why, prithee, 

prithee ; I tell thee J have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. I know your Rogueſhip's Office ; you come 
with Letters againſt the King, taking my young. Lady 
Vanity's Part againſt her Royal Father: Draw, Raſcal. 

Gent. Murder, Murder, help. [Exit. Kent after him. 
Flouriſh. Enter Duke of Cornwall, Regan, attended; 

| - Gloſter, Baſtard. - 

Ghft. All Welcome to your Graces, you do me Honour. 

Duke. Glaſter, We'ave heard with Sorrow that your 
Has been attempted by your impious Son; [Life 
But Edmund here has paid you ſtricteſt Duty. 

_ Ghſt. He did betray his Practiſe, and receiv d. 

The Hurt you ſee, ſtriving to. apprehend him. 
Duke. Is he purſu'd ? 

_Ghft. He is, my Lord. 

Reg. Uſe our Authority to apprehend 
The Traitar, and do Juſtice on his Head; 
For you, Edmund, that have ſo. ſignaliz d 


Your Virtue, you from henceforth ſhall be ours; nl 
Natures of ſuch firm 'Fruſt we much ſhall need, % 6 
Acharming Youth, and worth my farther Thought. [Hias 10 

Duke. Lay Comforts, noble Ger, to your Breaſt, Hl 


As we to.qurs. This Night be ſpent in Revels : 

We chuſe you, G/fter, for our Hoſt to Night, 
A troubleſome Expreſſion of our Love. A 

On, to the Sports before us. Who are theſe ? 

Enter the Gentleman gurſald by Kent. 

_ Glo. Now, what's the Matter? | 
Duke. Keep Peace upon your Lives, he dies that 
Whence, and what are ye? Un. 
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Att. Sir, they are Meſſengers, the one from your 


Siſter, the other from the King. 
Duke. Your Difference ? Speak. 
Gent. I'm ſcarce in Breath, my Lord. 
Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir d your Valour 
Nature diſclaims the Daſtard; a Taylor made him. 
Duke. Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel? 
Gent. Sir, this old Ruffin here, whoſe Life I ſpar'd 
In Pity to his Beard. 
Kent. Thou Eſſence Bottle ! | 
In Pity to my Beard Your Leave my Lord, 
And Iwill tread the Muſcat into Mortar. 
Due. Know'ſt thou our Preſence ? 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger has a Feivilegs, 
Duke. Why art thou angry ? 
Kent. That ſuch a Slave -as this ſhou'd wear a Sword 
And have no Courage ? Office, and no Honeſty ; 
Not Froſt and Fire hold more Antipathy | 
Than I and fuch a Knave. 
Ghz. Why doſt thou call him Knave ? 
Kent. His Countenance likes me not. 
Duke. No more perhaps does Mine, nor His, or Her's. 
Kent. Plain Dealings is my Trade, and to be _ Sir, 
J have ſeen better Faces in my Time, 
Than ſtands on any Shoulders now before me. 
Reg. This is ſome Fellow, that having once been prais d 
For Bluntneſs, ſince affects a ſaucy Rudeneſs; 
But I have known one of theſe ſurly Knaves, 
That in his Plainneſs harbour'd more Deſign 
Than twenty cringing complementing Minions. 
Duke. What's the Offence you gave him ? 
Gent. Never any, Sir; 
It pleas'd the King, his Maſter, lately 
To ſtrike me on a ſlender Miſconſtruction, 


Whilſt watching his Advantage, this old Lurcher, 
* Tript me behind, for which the King extoll'd him ; 


And, fluſh'd with the Honour of this bold Exploit, 
Drew on me here again. 
Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, we'll teach you 
Kent. Sir, I'm too old to learn ; 
Call not the Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; ; 
On whoſe Employment I was ſent to you; 
Youl! ſhew too ſmall Reſpect, and too bold Malice 
Agaitiſt the Perſon of my Royal A er 1 
Stocking his Meſſenger, Dukes 


— 
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Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, as I have Life and Ho: 


There ſhall he fit till Noon. [nour, 


Reg. Till Noon, my- Lord !*Till Night, and all 
Night to. 

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your Father's Dog 
You wou'd not uſe me ſo. | 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I will. 

Glft. Let me beſeech your Graces to forbear him: 
His Fault is much, and the good King, his Maſter, 
Will check him for” t, but needs muſt take it ill 
To be thus lighted in his Meſſenger. 

Duke. Weill anſwer that; 
Our Siſter may receive it worſe, to have 

Her Gentleman aſſaulted: To our Buſineſs lead. [ Exit. 
6g. I am ſorry for thee, Friend, 'tis the Duke's 
Whoſe Diſpoſition will not be controurd, [Pleaſure, 
But I'Il entreat for thee. | | 

Kent. Pray do not, Sir 
I have watch'd and travell'd hard, 
Some Time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'll whiſtle : 


Farewel t'ye, Sir. : [Ex. . 


All weary, and o'er-watch'd, 
I feel the drowzy Gueſt ſteal on me; take 
Advantage heavy Eyes on this kind Slumber, 
Not to behold this vile and ſhameful Lodging.  [S/eps, 
Enter Edgar. 
2 . Theard myſelf proclaim'd, _ 
And by the friendly Hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcape the Hunt, no Port is free, no Place 
Where Guards and moſt unuſual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me. How eaſy now. 
Twere to defeat the Malice of my Trale, 
And leave the Griefs on my Sword's reeking Point $ 
But Love detains me from Death's peaceful Call, 
Still. whiſpering me, Cordelia's in Diſtreſs; 
Unkind as ſhe is, I cannot ſee her wretched, 
But muſt be near to wait upon her Fortune. 
Who knows but the white Minute yet may come, 
When Ear. may do Service to Cordelia. 
That charming Hope ſtill ties me to the Oar 
Of painful Life, and makes me to fubmit 
To th? humbleſt Shifts to keep that Life a- foot; 
My Face I will beſmear, and knit my Locks, 
Thos Country-gives me e Proof and Prefidens... 
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Of Bedlam Beggars, who, with roaring Voices 

Strike in their numm'd and mortify'd bare Arms 

Pins, Iron-ſpikes, Thongs, Sprigs of Roſemary, 

And thus from Sheep-coats, Fillages, and Mills, 

Sometimes with Prayers, ſometimes with Lunatick Bans, 

Enforce their Charity, poor 7y-/iged, poor om, 

That's ſomething yet. Eagar I am no more. [Ex. 
Kent #2 the Stocks fill ; Enter Lear attended 


Lear. *Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from 


And not fend back our Meſſenger: | [Home, 
Kent. Hail, noble Maſter. | 
Lear. How ! Mak'it thou this Shame thy Paſtime 3 1 
What's he that has ſo much miſtook thy Place, 
To ſet thee here ? 


Kent. It is both He. and She, Sir, your Son and 


Daughter. 
Lear. No. 
Kent. Ves. 
Lear. No, I ſay. 
Kent. I ſay, yen. 
Tear. By Fupiter I ſwear, no. 
Kent. By Juno I ſwear, I ſwear, ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't ; | 


They cou'd not, wou'd not do't ; *tis worſe than Murder, 


To do upon Reſpect ſuch violent Outrage. 
Reſolve me with all modeſt Haſte, which Way 


Thou may'ſt deſerve, or they impoſe this Uſage * 
Kent. My Lord, when at their Home 


I did commend your Highneſs's Letters to them, 
Ere I was ris'narriv'd another Poſt, 


Steer d in his Haſte, breathleſs and panting forth.. 


From Goneril, his Miſtreſs, Salutations, 


Whoſæ Meſſage being deliver'd, they took Horſe, 
Commanded me to follow, and; attend | 


The Leiſure of their Anſwer ; which I did; 


But meeting that other Meſſenger, 

Whoſe Welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine; 

Being the very Fellow that of late 

Had ſhewyn ſuch Rudeneſs to your Highneſs, I 

Having more Man than Wit abont me, * 8 

On which he rais'd the Houſe with Coward's Cries: 

This was the Treſpaſs which your Son and Daughter 

Thought worth the Shame you. ſee it ſuffer here. 
Lear. Oh! how this Rn {wells upward to my . 
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King L E A R. 
And heaves for Paſſage. Down climbing Rage 
Thy Element's below ; where is this Daughter? ? 

Kent. Within, Sir, at a Maſque. 
| Enter Gloſtes. 
Lear. Now Ghfler. —— — Hat 
Deny to ſpeak with me; th' are ſick, th' arg weary, 
They have travell'd hard tg Night; -— - mere Hetches 3 . 
Bring me a better Anſwer. 
Ghp. My dear Lord, 
You know the fiery Quality of the Duke. 
Lear. Vengeance, Death, Plague, Confuſion ;- 
Fiery ! what Quality, Why Glofter, Gloſter, 
I'd ſpeak with the Duke of Cormwa/l, and his Wife. 
Glft. J have inform'd 'em ſo. 
Lear. Inform'd em] doit thou underſtand me, Man, 
I tell thee, Ger, | 
Gl. Ay, my good Lord. [Father 
wa The King wou'd ſpeak: with Corrwall, the dear 
ou'd with his Daughter ſpeak, command her Service. 
A they inform'd of this! My Breath and and [ 
Fiery! the fiery Duke ! tell the hot Duke — 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 
Infirmity does ſtill neglect all Office; 
beg his Pardon, and I'll chide my Raſhneſs 
That took the indiſpos'd and ſickly Fit 
For the ſound Man: But wherefore ſits he ore 3 
Death on my State, this Act convinces me 
That this Retiredneſs of the Duke and her 
Is plain Contempt; give me my Servant forth; 
Go tell the Duke and his Wife I'd ſpeak with em; 
Now, inſtantly, bid 'em come forth and hear me ;. 
Or at their Chamber Door I'll beat the Drum, 
Fill it cry ſleep to Death. 
Enter Cornwall and Regan. 
Oh ! Are you come? 
Duke. Health to the King. 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your Highneſs. | 
Lear. Regan, I think you are, I know what Cauſe 
[ have to think ſo ; ſhould'ft thou not be glad 
I wou'd divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb? 

| Beloved Regan, thou wilt ſhake to hear 

What I ſhall utter: Thou cou'd'ſt ne'er h'thought it, 

Thy Siſter's naught, O Regan, ſhe has ty'd 

Kent here ſet at Liberty. 
Ingratitude 
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18 We HISTORY F 
Ingratitude like a keen Vulture here, 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thee. | 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, take Patience; I "ON Hope 
That you know leſs to value her Deſert, 
Than ſhe to ſlack her Duty. 
Lear. Ha! How's that? | 
Reg. I cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
Would fail in her Reſpects; but if perchance 
She has reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
?*Tis on ſuch Grounds, and to fuch wholeſome Ends, 
As clear her from all Blame. 
Lear. My Curſes on her. 
Reg. O Sir, you're old, | 
And ſhou'd content you to 'be rul'd and led, 
By ſome Deſcretion that diſcerns your State 
Better than yourſelf; therefore, Sir, - 
Return to our Siſter, and ſay, you have wrong' d her. 
Tear. Ha! Ask her Forgiveneſs ? 
No, no, *twas my Miſtake, thou didſt not mean fo 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that Iam old ; 
Age is unneceſſary, but thou art good, 
And wilt diſpence with my Infirmity. 
Reg. Good Sir, no more of theſe age) Paſſions ; ; 
Return back to our Siſter, 
Lear. Never, Regan, 
She has abated me of Half my Train, 
Look'd black upon me, ſtabb'd me with her Towgne ; : 
All the-ftor'd Vengeances of Heav'n fall | 
On her ingrateful Head; ſtrike her young Bones 
Ye taking Airs with Lameneſs. 


Reg. G the bleſt Gods! Thus will you wiſh on me, 


When the raſh- Mood 
Lear. No, Regan, Thou ſhalt never bare my Curſe, 
Thy tender Nature cannot give thee o'er 
To ſuch Impiety ; Thou better know'ft 
The Offices of Nature, Bond of Child-hood, 
And Dues of Gratitude ; thou bear'ſt in Mind 
The Half o'th' Kingdom, which our Love conferr d 
On thee and thine. 
Reg. Good Sir, to the Purpoſe. 
Lear. Who put my Man i'th' Stocks? 
Duke. What Trumpet's that? 
Reg. I know't, my Siſter's, this confirms her Letters. 
Sir, is your Lady come? 
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King L E AR. 
Enter. Goneril' Gentleman. 
Lear. More Torture ſtill: 
This is a Slave, whoſe eaſy borrow'd Pride 
Dwells in the fickle Grace of her he follows; 
A Faſhion-fop, that ſpends the Day in dreſſing, 
And all to bear his Lady's flatt'ring Meſſage, 
That can deliver with a Grace her Lye, 
And with as bold a Face bring back a Arran 
Out, Varlet, from my Sight. 
Duke. What means your Grace? 
Lear. Who ſtock d my Servant? Regan, I "tk hope 
Thou didſt not know it. 
Enter Goneril. 
Who comes here? Oh Heay'ns! 
If you do love old Men; if you, ſweet Sir, 
Allow Obedience ; if yourſelves are Old, 
Make it your Cauſe, ſend down and take my Part ? 
Why, Corgon, doſt thou come to hunt me here? 
Art not aſham'd to lool upon this Beard? 
Darkneſs upon my Eyes, they play me falſe, 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the Hand ? 
Gon. Why not by th Hand, Sir? How have T offended ? 
All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 
And Dotage terms fo. 
Lear.. Heart, thou art too tough. 5 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, being old, confeſs you are fo, 
If al the Expiration of your Month, 
You will return and ſojourn with our Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your Train, come then to me; 
Jam now from Home, and out of that Proviſion 
That ſhall be needleſs for your Entertainment. 
Lear. Return with her, and fifty Knights diſmiſs'd, 
No, rather I' forſwear all Roofs, and chuſe 
To be Companion to the Midnight Wolf. 
My naked Head expos'd to th' merc'leſs Air, 
Than have my ſmalleſt Wants ſupply'd by her. 
Gon. At your Choice, Sir. | 
1 1 . Now, I prithee Daughter, do not make me mad: 
I will not trouble thee, my Child, farewel. 
We'll meet no more, no more ſee one another; 
Let Shame come when it will, I do not call it, 
I do not bid the Thunder-bearer ſtrike, 
Nor tell Tales of thee to avenging Heav'n ; 
Mend when thou . be better at wy Leiſure, 
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I can be patient, I can«flay with Regange 
J, and my hundred Knights. 

Reg. Your Pardon, Sir, | 
Tlook*d not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit Welcome. 

Lear. Is this well ſpoken now ? 

Reg. My Sifter-treats you, fair; what! fiſty Followers? 
Is it not well? What ſhould you need of more? 

Gen. Why might not᷑ you, my Lord, receive Attendance 
From thoſe whom ſhe calls Servants, or from mine? 

Reg: Why not, my Lord? If then they chance to ſlack 
We cou'd controul em. If you come to me, [you 
For now ſee the Danger, I entreat you 
To bring but Five and T wenty 3 to no more 
Will I give Place: 

Lear. Hold now, my Temper, ſand this Bolt un- 
And I am Fhunder-Proof; | mov'd. 
The Wicked, when compar'd with the more Wicked, 
Seem beautiful, and not to be the Worſt, 
Stands in ſome Rank of Praiſe ; now, Gonerih 
Thou art Innocent agen, IT'Il go with thee ;z | 
'Thy Fifty yet does double Five and nn, 

And thou art twice her Love. 

Gon. Hear me, my Lord. 
What need you Five and Twenty, Ten, or Five, 
To follow in a Houſe, where. twice ſo many 
Have a Command t attend you? 

Reg. What need one ? 


Lear. Blood! Fire! here — Beproſies and blueſt 
Room, room for Hell to belch her Horrors up 26:3 ants 


And drench the Circes in a Stream of Fire; 

Hark, bow th' Infernals eccho to my Rage 
Their Whips and Snakes. 
Reg. How lewd a Thing is Paſſion ! 
Gon. So Old and Stomachful. ' 


Light ning and Wunder. 
Lear. Heav'ns drop your Patience down; 

Vou ſee me here, ye Gods, a a poor old Man, 

As full of Grief as Age, wretched in both 

I'li bear no more: No, you unnatural Haggs, 

I will have ſuch Revenges on you both, 

That all the World ſhall I will do ſuch Things, 


What they are yet I know not, but they ſhall be 


The Terrors of the Earth ; 3. you think I'll weep, n. 
This 


— 


This Heart ſhall break into a thouſand Pieces 
Before I'll weep. O Gods! I ſhall go mad. ¶ Exil. 
Duke. Tis a wild Night, come out o "thi Storm. | Ex, 
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SCENE, A Deſert Heath. 


Enter Lear and Kent 12 the Store. 


Lear. » 1. OW Winds, and burſt your Cheeks, rage 
louder yet, 

Fantaſtick Lightning ſinge, ſinge my white Head; 

Spout Cataracts, and Hurricanoes fall, 

Till you have drown'd the Towns and Palaces 

Of proud ingrateſul Man. 

_Kent. Not all my beſt Intreaties can perſuade him 

Into ſome needful Shelter, or to bide 

This poor ſlight Cov'ring on his aged Head, 

Expos'd to this wild War of Earth and Heav'n. 

Lear. Rumble thy Fill, fight Whirlwind, Rain and Fire; 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Daughters: 
I tzxx. not you, ye Elements, with Unkindneſs; 

I never gave you Kingdoms, call'd you Children; 
You owe me no Obedience, then let fall 

Your horrible Pleaſure, here I ſtand your Slave, 

A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old Man; 
Yet will I call you ſervile Miniſters, 

That have with two Pernicious Daughters join'd, 
Their high engender” d Battle againſt a Head 

So Old and White as mine; Oh ! oh ! "tis foul. 

. Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a Hovel, that will lend 
Some Shelter from this Tempeſt. 

Lear. J will forget my Nature, what! ſo kind a Fa- 


Ay, there's the Point. [ther ? 
e good my Liege. Things that love 
ight, 


Love not wk | Nights as this; theſe wrathful Skies 
Frighten the very Wanderers o'th* Dark, 


* make em keep their Caves; ſuch drenching Rain, 
| Such 


Such Sheets of Fire, ſuch Claps of horrid Thunder, 

Such Groans of roaring Winds have ne er been known 
Laar. Let the great Gods, 

That keep the dreadful Pudder o'er our Heads, 

Find out their Enemies now. Tremble thou Wretch, 

That haſt within thee undiſcover'd Crimes! 

Hide, that bloody Hand, 

Thou perjur'd Villain, holy Hypocrite, 

That drink'ſt the Widows Tears, ſigh now, and cry 

Theſe dreadful Summoners Grace, I am a Man 


More ſin'd againſt, than ſinning. 


Kent. Good Sir, to th' Hovel. 
Lear. My Wit begins to burn, 


Come on my Boy, how doſt my Boy ? Art cold ? 


I'm cold myſelf ; ſhew this Straw, my Fellow, 

The Art of our Neceſſity is ſtrange, 

And can make vile Things precious ; my poor Knave, 
Cold as Jam at Heart, I've one Place there [Lond. Storm, 


That's ſorry yet for Thee. Brit. 


Gloſter's Palace. Enter Baſtard. 

Baſt. The Storm is in our louder Rev'lings . d. 
Thus would I reign, cou'd I but mount a Throne. 
The Riots of theſe proud imperial Siſters 
Already have impos'd the galling Yoke 
Of Taxes, and hard Tmpoſitions, on 
The drudging Peaſant's Neck, who bellow out 


Their loud Complaints in vain — Triumphant JT 4 


With what Aſſurance do they treat the Crowd. 
O for a Taſte of ſuch Majeſtick Beauty, 
Which none but my hot Veins are fit t' engage; 


Nor are my Wiſhes deſp'rate, for even now, 


During the Banquet, I obſerv'd their Glances 
Shot thick at me ; and, as they left the 8 
Each caſt, by Stealth, a kind inviting Smile, 
The happy Earneſt ha! 


Tao Servants, from ſeveral Entrances, deliver him each 4 


a Letter, and Ex. 
Where Merit is ſo tranſparent, not to behold it, [ Reads. 
Were Blindneſs, and not to reward 1 it Ingratitade. 


Goneril. 
Enough! Blind and Ingrateful mould I be. 


Not to obey the Summons of this Oracle. 
Now for a Second Letter, | [Opens the 977 


Excellent Hi?! O my glowing Blood! 


Commons repine aloud at their Female Tyrants, already 


On me they caſt their Eyes, and hourly court me 


Diſpatch; commend us to his Grace. and proſper. 


If Modeſty be not your Enemy, doubt not to [ Reads, 
Find me your Friend. 
Regan. 


Jam already ſick of 13 
And pant for the Poſſeſſion. Here G/2 72 comes 
With Buſineſs on his Brow ; be huſh'd my Joys. _ 

Glz/?. I come to ſeek thee, Edmund, to impart a Buſi- 
neſs of Importance; I knew thy loyal Heart is touch'd 
to ſee the Cruelty of theſe ungrateful Daughters againſt 
our Royal Maſter 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnatural. 

Clog. This Change in the State ſits uneaſy. The 


they cry out for the Re-Inſtalment of their good old 
King, whoſe Injuries, I . will inflame 'em into Mu- 
tiny, 
Baſt. Tis to be hop'd, not fear'd. 

Gh. Thou haſt it Boy, tis to be hop'd indeed; 


To lead 'em on; and whilft this Head is mine, 
Fm theirs. A little covert Craft, my Boy, 

And then for open Action; 'twill be Employment — 
Worthy ſuch honeſt daring Souls as thine, | 
Thou, Edmund, art my truſty Emiſſary, 4 
Haſte on the Spur, at the firſt Break of Day, [Gives him 1 
With theſe Diſpatches to the Duke of Cambray ; | Letters. | 
You know what mortal Feuds have always flam'd | 5 
Between this Duke of Cornæuallis Family, and his ; ö 
Full Twenty Thouſand Mountaineers 

Th' inveterate Prince will ſend to our Aſſiſtance. 


Baſt. Ves, credulous old Man, 
I will commend you to his Grace, | 
His Grace the Duke of Cornwall inſtantly 
To ſhew him theſe Contents in thy own Character, 
And ſeal'd with thy own Signet; then forthwith 
The Cholrick Duke gives Sentence on thy Life ; 
And to my Hand thy vaſt Revenues, 
To glut my Pleaſure that till now has ftary'd. 
Gloſter going off is met by Cordelia ent ring, Baſtard 
obſerving at a Diſtance. 
Cord. Turn, Glfter, turn, by the ſacred Pow'rs 
Ldo conjure you, give my Griefs a Hearing: ; 


You 
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For you were always ſtil'd the Juſt and Good. 


EY 


You muſt, you ſhall, nay, I am ſure you will, 


lat. What would thou, Princels ? riſe, and ſpeak thy 
Cord. Nay, you ſhall promiſe to redreſs em too, [ Griefs. 
Or here I'll kneel for ever; I entreat 
Thy $accour for a Father, and a King, 
An injur'd Father, and an injur'd King. 


Baſt. O charming Sorrow! How her Tears adorn her, 


Like Dew on Flow'rs, but ſhe is virtuous, 
And ] muſt quench this hopeleſs Fire 7 th' kindling. 
Ghft. Conſider, Princeſs, . ; 


For v hom thou begg'ſt, tis forthe Kingthat wrong'd the. 
Cord. O name not that; he did not, cou'd not wrong 


Nay, mule not, Gloster, for it is too likely [me. 
This injur'd King e er this, is paſt your Aid, | 


And gone diſtrafted with his ſavage Wrongs. 


Baſt. Tllgaze no more,—and yet my Eyes are charm'd. 
Cord. Or, what if it be worſe? © © EET > 
As *tis:t00 probable, this furious Night 
Has pierc'd his tender Body, the bleak Winds, 
And cold Rain child, or Light' ning ſtruck him dead: 
If it be ſo, your Promiſe is diſcharg'd, kl 
And I have only one poor Boon to beg, | 
That you'd convey me to his breathleſs Trunk, 
With my-torn Robes 40 wrap his hoary Head, 
With my torn Hair to bind his Hands and Feet, 
'Then with a Show'r of Tears | 
To waſh his Clay-ſmear'd Cheeks, and die beſide him. 
Gh. Riſe, fair Cordelia, thou haſt Piety | 
Enough tatone for both thy Siſters Crimes. 
J have already plotted to reſtore 
My injur'd Maſter, and thy Virtue tells me 
We ſhall ſucceed, and ſuddenly. | 
Cord. Diſpatch, fradte, 
Provide me a Diſguife, we'llinſtantly | 
Go ſeek the King, and bring him ſome Relief. 
Ar. How, Madam! Are you ignorant 
Of what your. impious Siſters have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that relieve him. 
Cord. I cannot dread the Furies in this Caſe; 
Ar. Tn ſuch a Night as this? Conſider Madam, 
For many Miles about there's ſcarce a Buſh 
To ſheker in. | | 


K 2 ns N P - 1 2 5 
Cord. Therefore no Shelter for the King, 
And more our Charity to find him out: 
What have not Women dar'd for vicious Love ? 
And we'll be ſhining Proofs that they can dare | 
For Piety as much. Blow Winds, and Light nings fall, 
Bold in my Virgin Innocence, Tl fly 
My Royal Father to relieve, or die. [Exæit. 
2 Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll inſtantly 
Go ſeek the King; ha ! ha ! A lucky Change, 
That Virtue which I fear'd would be my "Hind'rance, 
Has prov'd the Bond to my Deſign ; | 
'PIl bribe two Ruffians ſhall at Diftance follow, 
Ind ſeize em in ſome deſert Place; and there 
Whilſt one retains her, t'other ſhall return 
 Tinform me where ſhe's lodg'd; I'll be diſguis'd too, 
Whilſt they are poching for me, T'll to the Duke 
With theſe. Diſpatches, then to th' Field, | 
Where, like the vig'rous Fove, I will enjoy 
This Semele in a Storm, twill deaf her Cries | 
Like Drums in Battle, leſt her Groans ſhould pierce 
My pitying Ear, and make the amorous Fight leſs fierce. 
Exit. 
Storm Aill. The Field Coane: Enter Lear and — 
Kent. Here is the Place my Lord ; good my Lord enter; 
The Tyranny of this open Night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. 
Lear. Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my Lord, enter. 
Lear. Wilt break my Heart S 
Kent. Beſeech you, Sir. | 
Lear. Thou think'ſt tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the Skin; ſo tis to thee ; (Storm 
But where the greater Malady is fix'd, - 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt: The Tempeſt i in my Mind 
Does from my Senſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand 
For lifting Food to't ? But I'll puniſh; Home. 
No, I will no more; in ſuch a Night 
To ſhut me out - Pour on, I will endure 
In ſuch a Night as this: O Regan, Goner:l ! 
now old kind Father, whoſe frank Heart gave all ; 
O that Way Madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; 
No more of that. 


C Kent, | 
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Kent. See, my Lord, here's the Entrance, 
Lear. Well, Pil go in 
And pats it all, Pll pray, and then III ſleep : 
Poor naked W Tetches, whereſo'er you are, 


Fhat bide the pelting of this pittileſs- gtörm, | ke 
How ſaall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sides | 
Suſtain this Stock? Your Raggedneſs defend you A 
rom Seaſens ſuch as theſe. 
£7 ! L have ta' en too little Care of this, | 
Take Phyfick, Pomp, | Hz 
:Expoſe thyſelf to feel what Wretch es feel, 1 
That thou may'| caſt the Superflux to them, * 
And ſhew the. Heay? ns more juſt. 'em 
Edgar 7 the Howl. nor 

Fe Fathom and 2 half, poor Jom. 8 poo 
Feent, What art thay that doſt grumble there i'th' cn 
(Come forth. (Straw? and 
£4 ar. Away The foul Fiend follows me 1 'hrough The 
the ſharp I Haw- Thorn blows the cold Wind. | Mum, Non 
0 to the Bed and warm. thee. Ha What do Sete. 
tee ! By all my Grieſs the poor old King bareheaded, 1 £ 
And drench'd in this foul Storm profeſſing ren, | thus 
Are all yeur Proteſtations come to this? 119 01 


Mar. 1 me, Fellow, did'ſt thou give all to thy em 
(Daughters no 8 
agar. Who gives any Thing to poor Tom, whom 
the foul Fiend has led thro' Fire, and thro' Flame, thro' thou 
Buſkes, and Bogs; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, an 
and Halters in "his. Puc; that has made him. proud of Off, 
Heart to ride on a bay-trotting Horſe over four inch'd 1! be 
Bris ges, to courſe his own Shadow for a Traitor. — K,. 
leſs thy five Wits. Tom's a cold. ;{ Shiwvers.] Bleß Lex 
has from Whirl-Winds, Star-blaſting, and taking: Do £4 
poor Yom ſome. Charity, whom the foul Friend vexes.— 
Da, ſa there I could have him now, and there, and 
there agen. 
Lear. Have his Daughters brought him to this vaſe] 
£ov'dit thou fave nothing: 2? Didſt thon give. them all? 
8 He has no Daughters, Sir. 
Death, Traitor, nothing cou'd hive ſubdu' 
'To 0 fuck a Lowneſs, but his unkind Daughters. (Nature 
Zap. Pillicock far upon Pillicock Hill; hallo, hallo, 
Lecr, Is it the Faſhion that diſgarded Fathers (hallo. 
Should have ſuch little Mercy on their Fleſh ? | 
-Judicio 
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fudicious Puniſhment, twas his Fleſh begot 
'i hoſe Pelican Daughters. 

Ech. Take heed of the foul Fiend 3 obey thy Parents, 
keep thy Word juſtly; ſwear not; commit not wh 
Man's ſworn Spouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet Heart-on proud 
Array; Toms a cold. 

Lear. What haſt thou been 2? 

Ede. A ſerving Man proud of Heart, that curld my 
Hair, us d Perſume and Waſhes ;- that ſerv'd the Luſt of 
my Mſtreſs's Heart, and did the Act of Darkneſs with 

' her; ſwore as many Oaths as I ſpoke Words; and broke 
em all in the ſweet Face of Heaven: Let not the Paint, 
nor the Patch, nor the Ruſhing of Silks betray thy 
_ Heart to Woman; keep thy Foot out of Brothels, 
thy Hand out of Plackets, thy. Pen from-Creditors e 


.. and defy the foul Fiend.“ Still through the Hau 
due! Thorn blows the cold Wind. Sefs, Suum, Muti, 
955 Nonny, Dolphin, my Boy! —=Hitl the Boy, the Boy? 
do I Sey! Soft, let him trot by. 


d. Laar. Death thou wert better in thy Grave, then 
: thus to anſwer with thy uncover'd Body, this Extremi- 
ils of the-Sky. And yet conſider him well, and Man's 
thy] no more than this; thou art indebted to the Worm for 
no Silk, to the Beaſt for no Hide, to the Cat for ns 
Perfume. Ha ! here's two of us are ſophiſticated 3 
thro thou art the Thing itſelf, unaccomodated Man is no more 
Now, I} an fuch a poor bare fork'd Animal as thou art. : 
14 of Off, off, ye vain Diſguiſes, empty Lendings, 
\ch4 0 1] be my original ſelf, quick, quick, uncaſe me. 
Kent. Defend his Wits, good Heaven! 
Bless Lear. One Point I had forgot; what's your Name? 
Do Ea. Poor Tom, that eats the fwiming Frog, the Wall. 
. VNaut and the Water Nut; that in the Fury of his Heart, 


ſwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch-Dog, that drinke 
che green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool, that's whip from 
Tithing to Tithing, that has three Suits to his Back, Six 
hirts to his Body. 


aſs? 
ill ? 


1bdu' Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear, 
Cature But Rats and Mice, and ſuch ſmall Deer, 
hallo, Have been 70% s Food for ſeven long Year, 


17 


beware, my-Follower 3 Pence, Smulk'n, Peace, thou foul 


I! 
oY Fiend, | 9 
2 Leas. 


when the foul Fiend rages, eats Cow-Dung fer Sallads, 
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Lear. One Word more, but be ſure true Counſel ; 
Tell me, is a Madman a Gentleman, or a Yeoman p 
Kent. I fear'd 'twou'd come to yy” his Wits are 
gone. | 
Eag. Fraterrets calls me, aw tells me, Nero, is an 
Angler in the Lake of Darkneſs. Pray, Innocent, and 
beware. the foul Fiend. 8 
Lear. Right, ha ha! Was it not pleaſant to have a 
Thouſand with red hot'Spits come hizzing in upon 'em. 


Edg. My Tears begin to take his Part ſo much 8 
They mar my Counterfeiting. =_F/7 6 
Lear. The little Dogs and all, Tray, Blanch, and 
Sweet-Heart, ſee they bark at me. 
Lag. OM will throw his Head at em; avaunt, ye Curs. fo 
Be thy Mouth, or black, or white, | 
Tooth that poiſons if it bite; ; D. 
Maſtiff, Grey-hounds, Mungrel, Grim, lo) 
Hound, or Spaniel, Brach, or Hym ; 
Bob-Tail, Hight, or Trundle-Tail, Hi 
Jom will make em weep and wail; 0 34 


For with throwing thus my Head, 
Dogs leap the Hatch, and all are fled. | 
. de, de, de, See, foe; ſee, Come, march te Ari 
| Wakes, and Fairs, and Market-Towns. Poor Ton, Go 
thy Horn is dry. 1 
| "Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for one of: my How. wha 
dirred, only I do not like the Faſhion of your Garments; | Nat 
you'll ſay they're Perf, 15 but no Matter, let em be K 
chang d. L 
E ay Gloſter. ſo { 

Eds. This is the foul Flibertigibet ; he begins at Cur- 

few, and walks at firſt Cock, he gives the Web, and the 4 
Pin; knits the Elflock ; ſquints the Eye, and makes the Loo! 
Hair-Lip; mildews the white Wheat, and hurts the poor C 


Creature of the Earth. Whe 
Sxwithin footed thrice the Cold, This 
He met the Night-Mare and her Nine-Fold, Of w 


"I'was there he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her Troth plight, 
And arroynt the Witch arroynt her. III k 
Gi. What, has your Grace no better Company ? Whil 
Edg. The Prince of Darkneſs is a Gentleman; , But! 
e is calbd, and Mans. | 
G72. Ge with me, Sir, hard by I have a Tenant, 


- 


N : "=> 


My Duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all your Daugh- 
ter's hard Commands, who have enjoyn'd me to make 
fait my Doors, and let this tyrannous Night take hold 


are upon you. Yet have I ventur'd to come to ſeek you 
| out, and bring you where both Fire and Food is ready. 
an Kent. Good my Lord take his Offer. 
and M Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher ; 
Say, Staggerite, What is the Cauſe of Thunder. 
e a Gloft. Beſeech you, Sir, go with me 
m. Lear, I'll take a Word with this ſame learned Ten 
What is your Study? . - 
ide. Eag. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 
and Lear. Let me ask you a Word in private. 


Kent. His Wits are quite unſettled ; good Sir, let's 
urs. force him hence. ES: | | 
Git. Can't blame him? His Daughters ſeeks his 
Death; this Bedlam but diſtrubs him the more. Fel- 
low, be gone. 5 

Eag. Child Noaoland to the dark Tow'r came, 
His Word, was ſtill, Fi, Fo, and Fum, 
Iſmell the Blood of a Britiſs Man. 


— 


Oh! Torture 
| Exit. 
G/oft. Now, I prithee Friend, let's take him in-our 

1 to Arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both Welcome, 
Tom, Good Sir, along with us. = (and Protection. 
Lear. You ſay right, let them anatomize Regan, for 

Tun-W what breeds about her Heart; is there any Cauſe in 
nts; Nature for theſe hard Hearts? | fs 
1 be Kent. I beſeech your Grace. 
| Lear, Hiſt! 


Make no Noiſe,. make no Noiſe — 


ſo ſo; we'll to Supper i! th* Morning. [Exeunt.. 
Cur- : Enter Cordelia and Arante. 
| the A,. Dear Madam, reſt ye here, our Search is vain, 


sthe Look, here's a Shed; beſeech ye, enter here. 
poor Cord. Prithee go thyſelf, ſeek thy own Eaſe, 
Where the Mind's free, the Body's delicate; 
This Tempeſt but diverts me from the Thought 
Of what would hurt me more. | 
| Enter two Ruffians. g 
1. Ruff. We have dogg'd em fir enough, this Place is 
II keep 'em Priſoners here within this Hovel, (private; 
Whilf you return and bring Lord Edmund hither ; 
But help me firſt to Houſe 'em. N 
2. Ruff. Nothing but this, dear Devil, [Shews Gold. 
| 1 1 S74 i _. Show'd 
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Shou'd have drawn me through all this Tempeſt ;- 
But to our Work. 
| They ſcixe Cordelia and Arante, who Porieh out, 
Soft Madam, we are Friends,; diſpatch, I ſay. 
Cord. Help, Murder, help; Gods! Some kind Thun- 
To ſtrike me dead. (derbolt 
Enter Edgar. 
Edxg. What Cry was that? 
fs thi a Place and Time for Villainy ? ? 
Avaunt, ye Bload-Hounds. . 
[Drives em ævith his Quarter Staff, 
. Both. The Devil, the Devil! | 
Ede. O ipeak, what are ye that appear to be 
©*th* tender Sex, and yet unguarded wander 
Through the dread Mazes of this dreadful Night, 
Where (tho? at full) the clouded Moon ener darts 
Imperfect Glimmerings ? | 
Cord. Firit ſay, what art thou? | 
Qur Guardian Angel, that wer't pleas'd t aſſume - 
That horrid Shape to fright the Raviſhers-? 
We'll kneel to thee. ; 
Lag. O my tumultuous Blood! 
By all my trembling Veins, Cordelia's Voice!" 
*1'is ſhe herſelf! My Senftes ſure confirm 
'To my wild Garb, and I am mad indeed. Aa. 
Cord. What e er thou art, befriend a wretched Virgin, 
And, if thou canſt, direct our weary .Search. _ 
Zag. Who relieves poor Tom, that ſleeps. on me Net- 
ge, with the Hedge Pig for his Pillow. 
Whilſt Sug ply'd the Bellows 
She truck t with her Fellows, 
The Freckle-Fac'd Mab 
Was a Blouze, and a Drab, 
vet Exvithin made Oberon jealous. Oh! Torture 
Ar. Alack! Madam, a poor wand'ring Lunatick. 


Ha, Women ſeiz d 


Cord. And yet his Language ſeem'd but now well 


temper d. 

Speak, Friend, to one, more wretched than thyſelf ; 
And if thou haſt one Interval of Senſe, 
Inform us, if thou canſt, where we may find 
A poor old Man, who through this Heath has ftray'd 
The tedious Night. —- Speak, ſaweſt thou ſuch a one? 

Ede. The King her Father, whom ſhe's come to ſeek ; 
Through all the Terrors of this Night: O Gods! IA file 
That ſuch : mazing Piety, ſuch r *  Shou'd 


(by Ruffians : 7 


[Rem of. * 


Ring L E A N. 
Shou'd yet to me be cruel. | 
Yes, fair one, ſuch a one was lately here, 


Fs And! is convey*d by ſome that came to ſeek him; - 

To a neighb'ring Cottag ge; but diſtinctly where, 
* I know not. | 
It Card. Bleflings on em; 
| Let's find him out, 4rante, for * Lest CS: 
; * was in Heavens Protection. | Oc off. 
* O Cordelia ! 5 

— Ha! Thou know ft my Name. 


an | Ede. As you did once know Edeas 
V. Cord. Edgar ! | 
Eag. The poor Remains of Wer what. your Seorp! 
Has leſt him. ; 
Cord. Do we wake, yr I 
Ede. My Father ſeeks my Life, which E preſer 4. 
In 5 of ſome bleſt Minute to oblige 
Diſtreſs Cordelia, and the Gods have giv'n it; 
That Thought alone prevail'd with me to take 
This frantick Drefs, to make the Farth my Bed, 
With theſe bare Limbs all Change of Seaſons bide, 
Noon's ſcorching Heat, and Midnight s piercing Cold. | 
To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, | 
To combat-with-the-Winds,- and be the Sport 
Of Clowns, or What's more wretched yet, their 1 
55 A.. Was ever Tale fo full of Miſery [ 
Ede. But ſuch a Fall as this I grant was due 
To my aſpiring Love, for twas ; Preſumptuous,. 
Though not preſumptuouſly 3 parſu'd ; 
For well you know I wore my Flames s conceal'd, 
And filent as the Lamps that burn in Lombs 
Till you perceiv'd my Grief, with modeſt Grace : 
Drew forth the Secret, and then ſeal'd my Pardon, | 10 
Cord. Vou had your Pardon, nor can you challenge 
Eds. What do I callenge more? (more: 
Such Vanity agrees not with theſe Rags; 
When in my proſp'rous State, rich Gs Heir, 
You ſilenc'd my Pretences, and en joyn'd me, 
To trouble you upon that Theme no more; 
Then what Reception mult Love's Language find | 
From theſe bare Limbs and Beggar's humble Weeds? 
: Cord. Such as a Voice of Pardon to a Wretch con- | 
Joch as the Shouts (demmd x 
110 Of ſuec ring Forces to a Town beſieg'd. : 4 
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Edg. Ah! What new Method now of Cruelty ! 

Cord. Come to my Arms, thou deareft, beſt of Men, 
And take the kindeſt Vows that e' er were * 

By a proteſting Maid. 5 

Ede. Is't poſſible? 

Cord. By the dear Vital Stream 1 lache my "Wl 
Theſe hallowed Rags of thine, and naked Virtue, 
Theſe abject Taſſels, theſe fantaſtick Shreds, 
(Ridiculous ev'n to the meaneſt Clown) 

To me are dearer than the richeſt Top . 
Of purple Monarchs. ; 

Ede. Generous charming Maid, ; 1 
The Gods alone that made, can rate thy Wor th! 4 
This moſt amazing Excellence thall be ; 
Fame's Triumph in ſucceeding Ages, when 


b 


Thy bright Example ſhall adorn the Scene, | 

And teach the World Perfection. 
Cord. Celd and weary, * 

We'll reſt a while, Arante, on that Straw, | 

Then forward to find out the poor old King. 15 


Edg. Look, I have Flint and Steel, the Implements 
Of wand'ring 'Lunaticks ; 3 PIl ſtrike a Light, 


And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to dry _ B 
Thy Storm drench'd Garments, ere thou lie to reſt thee ; x 
Then fierce and wakeful as th' Heſperian Dragon, FE Y 


PH watch beſide thee to protect thy Sleep ' 
Mean while the Stars ſhall dart their kindeſt Beams, 
And Angels viſit my Cordelia's Dreams. [ Exeun. 


SCENE, The Palace. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan, Baſtard, Serwarts. Cornwal 
with Gloſter's Letters. 

Date. I will have my Revenge ere I depart his Houſe. | IT. 
Pegan, fee here, a Plot upon our State 
is G/fter's Character, that has betray'd Th 
His double Truſt of Subject, and of Hoſt, | 
EKeg. Then double be our Vengeance, this confirms Ou 


ITh' Intelligence that we now receiv'd, | If 
That he has been this Night to ſeek the Eing ; l 
But who, Sir, was the kind Diſcoverer ? | Oi 


Duke. Our Fagle, quick to dy- and kerce to ſeize ; 
Our truſty Edmund. 

Reg. *I'was a noble Service; 
» © Cormwoall, take him to thy ceepeſt Truſt, 


— 


art, 


eunt, 


Wall 


ouſe, 


ms 


eize; 


And 
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And wear him as a ſewel at thy Heart. 

Baſt. Think, Sir, how hard a Fortune I ſuſtain, 
That makes me thus repent of ſerving you; [ Weeps, 
O that this Treaſon had not been, or 1 | 


Not the Diſcoverer. - 
Duke. Edmund, thou ſhall find 


A Father in our Love, and from this Minute 


We call thee Earl of Glier; but there yet 
Remains another Juſtice to be done, 


And that's to puniſh this diſcarded Traitor; 


But leſt thy tender Nature ſhould relent 
At his juſt Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 
We wiſh thee to withdraw. | 
Reg. The Grotto, Sir, within the lower Grove [7 
Has Privacy to ſuit a Mourner's Thought. [Edmund aſide. 
Baſt. And there I may expect a Comforter, 


Ha, Madam? 


Reg. What may happen, Sur, I know not, _ 

But *twas a Friend's Advice: LEx. Baſtard. 
Duke. Bring in the Traitor. 

_- Gloſter brought i in. 

Bind fat his Arnis. 

Ghft. What mean your Graces ? 

You are my Gueſts, pray do me no foul Play. 
Dake. Bind him, I ſay, hard, harder yet. 
Reg. Now, Traitor, thou ſhalt find 
Dute. Speak, Rebel, where haſt thou ſent the King ? . 

Whom, ſpight of our Decree, thou ſaw'ſt laſt Night. 
Ghft. Tm ty'd to th” Stake, and muſt ſtand the Courſe, 
Regan. Say where, and why thou haſt conceal'd him > 
GA. Becauſe I wou'd not ſee thy cruel Hands 

Tear out his poor old Eyes, nor thy fierce Sitter 

Carve his anointed Fleſh ;. but I ſhall ſee 

The ſwift wing'd Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 
Duke. See't thou ſhaltnever, Slaves perform your Work, 

Out with thoſe treacherous Eyes; diſpatch, I ſay, 

If thou ſeek Vengeance. 
G/zf?. He that will think to live itill he be old, 

Give me ſome Help. O cruel ! oh ! ye Gods. 

[They put out his Eyes, 
Serw. Hold, hold, my Lord, I bar your Cruelty, 

F cannot love your Safety, and give Way | 

To ſuch a barbarous Practice. 

Due. Hat my Villain. 2 


83 Serv . 
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Ser. J have been your Servant from my Infancy, 
Eut better Service have I never done you | 
Than with this Boldneſs. | 
Duke. Take thy Death, Slave. 


Serv. Nay, then revenge whilſt yet my Blood is warm. 
be. 


Reg. Help bere. Are you not hurt, my Lord ? 
Ct. Edmund, enkendls all the Sparks of Nature 

To quit this horrid AR. | 
Neg. Out treacherous Villain, 

Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee, it was he . 

That broach'd thy Treaſon, ſhew d us thy Diſpatches ; 

'There, read, and fave the Cambrian: Prince a La- 

i thy Eyes fail thee, call for Spectacles. (bour. 4 
Gift. O my Folly! 

Then Edgar, was abus'd, kind Gods, forgive me that. \ 
Reg. How is't, my Lord? 1 
Duke. Turn out that Eye-leſs Villian, let him ſmell I 

His Way to Cambray, throw this Slave upon a Dunghil. 1 

Regan. ] bleed a- pace, give me your Arm. | -E 
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Gf. All dark, and comfortleſs 
Where are thoſe various Objects, that, but now, 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes? Where thoſe Eyes? 
rok are their piercing Rays that lately ſhot 
er flow'ry Vales to diſtant Snowy Hills, | 
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8 drew with Joy the vaſt Horizon in. | T] 
Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, Ti 
And feeling all my Sight. 7 
O Miſery ! What Words can ſound my Grief? Ar 
Shut from the Livin g whilſt amongſt the Living; Tc 
Dark as the Grave amidſt the buſtling World. Su] 
At. once from Buſineſs, and from Pleaſure bar'd ; An 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 4 
Nor fee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend; | 
Yet ſtill one Way th* extreameſt Fate affords, Ab 
And ev'n the Blind can find the Way to Death. Wh 
Muſt I then tamely die, and unreveng d).“. -” 
So Lear may fall: No, with theſe bleeding Rings : 
F will preſent me to the pitying Croud, Lod 
And with the Rhetorick of theſe dropping Veins K 
Enflame em to revenge their King and me; Are 
Then when the glorious Miſchief is on Wing, Con 
This Lumber from ſome Precipice III throw, 
3 it on the ms Flint ew; 4 x | 
Whengs 
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Whence my freed 5 to her bright Sphere ſhall fly, 


Ihrough boundleſs Orbs, eternal . 175 
And, like the Sun, be all one glorious E [Zx. 


ACT: IF.” 
AGROTTO. 


Edmund . Regan ammroufly ſeated, hitcning 10 
Med.,. 
Baſt. W HY were thoſe Beauties made another 3 
Right, 
Which none can prize like me? Charming Queen, 
Take my blooming Youth, for ever fold me 
In thoſe ſoft Arms, lull me in endlets Sleep, | 
That I may dream of Pleaſures too traniporting | 
For Life to bear. 
Reg. Live, live, my Ghfeer, 
And feel no Death, but that of ſwooning Joy? 
I yield the Bliſſes on no harder Terme 
Than that thou continue to be happy. 
Baſt. This Jealouſy is yet more kind, is't poſhble- 
That I ſhould wander from a Paradiſe 
To feed on ſickly Weeds? Such Sweets hve here 
That Conſtancy will be no Virtue in me: ry 
And yet muſt I forthwith go meet her Sitter, [ L/de. 
To whom, I muſt proteit as much, 
Suppoſe it be the ſame; why, beſt of all, | 4 
And I have then my Leſſon already conn'd. i 
Reg. Wear this Remembrance of me. I dare now 
[Gives him a Ring: 
Abſent myſelf no longer from the Duke, | 
Whoſe Wound grows dangerous, I hope mortal. 
Baſt. And let this happy Image of your G/er, b 
[Pulling out a Picture, dr "OPS a Note. 5 
Lodge in that Breaſt where all his Treaſure lies. ¶ Exit. 
Reg. To this brave Vouth a Woman's blooming Beauties p 
Are due ; my Fool uſurps my Bed What's here? ö 
Confuſion on my Eyes. [ Reads. - ; 
Where Merit is tranſparent, not to behold it were 
n and not to regvai i- it, 2 
Goneril. 
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Vexatious Accident! Vet fortunate too, 
My Jealouſy's confirm'd, and I am taught 
To caſt for my Defence | [ Enter an Officer. 
Now, what mean thoſe Shouts ? And that thy haſty En- 

Of. A moſt ſurprizing and a ſudden * trance? 
The Peaſants are all up in Mutiny, 
And only want a Chief to lead em on 
To ſtorm your Palace. 

Reg. On what Provocation ? 
of At laſt Day's publick Feſtival, to which 

'The Yeomen from all Quarters had repair d, 
Old Ghſter, whom you late depriv'd of Sight, 
(His Veins yet ſtreaming freſh,) preſents himſelf, 
Proclaims your Cruelty, and their O ppreſſion, 
With the King's Injuries; which ſo enrag'd 'em, 
That now that Mutiny, which long had crept, 
Takes Wing, and threatens your beſt Pow'rs. 

Reg. White: liver'd Slave! 
Our I orces rais'd, and led by valiant Ebnat, 
Shall drive this Monſter of Rebellion back 
To her dark Cell; young Ghfter's Arm allays « 
The Storm, his Father's feeble Breath did raiſe. [ Exit. 


The Field SCE N E, Enter Edgar. 


Edpx. The loweſt and moſt abject Thing of Fortune 
Stands ſtill in Hope, and is ſecure from Fear 
The lamentable Change is from the Beſt, 
The Worſt returns to better. Who comes here? 
Euter Gloſter, Jed by an old Man. 
My Father poorly led! depriv'd of Sight! 


The precious Stones torn from their bleeding Rings! 


Something I heard of this inhuman Deed, 
But diſbeliey'd it, as an AR too horrid 
For the hot Hell of a curſs'd Woman's ux; : 
When will the Meafure of my Woes be full? 
Ghf. Revenge, thou art on foot, Succeſs attend thee. 
Well have I ſold my Eyes, if the Event 
Prove happy for the injur'd King. 


Oi M. O, my good Lord, I have "FAY your Tenant, | 


and your Father's Tenant theſe Fourſcore Years. 

Cle. Away, get thee away, good Friend be gone, 
Thy Comforts can do me no Good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 


O74 M. You cannot fee your Way. | 
6. 
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Glft. T have no Way, and therefore want no Eyes, 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw : O dear Son Eagar, 
The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath, 
Might I but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 
I'd ſay, I had Eyes agen. 
Eag. Alas, he's ſenſible that I was wrong'd, 
And ſhould I own myſelf, his tender Heart 
Would break betwixt the Extreams of Grief and Joy. 
O/4 M. How now, who's there ? 
Edg. A Charity for poor Tom. Play fair, and defy 


the foul Fiend. 


O Gods ! And muſt I ſtill purſue this Trade, [ {fae. 
Trifling beneath ſuch Loads of Miſery ? - 

Old M. "Tis poor mad Jom. 

Gt. In the late Storm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw, 
Which made me think a Man a Worm, 


Where is the Lunatick ? 


Cd M. Here, my Lord. 
Ghft. Get thee now away, if for my Sake 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile, or two, 
P th* Way to Dover, do't for antient Love, 
And bring ſome Cov'ring for this naked Wretch, 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 
Ola M. Alack, my Lord, he's mad. 
Gt. Tis the Times Plague when mad Men had the 


Do as I bid thee. Blind. 
OM M. I'll bring him the beſt Apparel that T have, 
Come on't what will. -[Exzt. 


Glt. Sirrah, naked Fellow. 

Eag. Poor Tom $a cold. I cannot fool it longer, 
And yet I muſt —— Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed ; 
Believe't poor Tom ev'n weeps his blind to ſee em. 

Ghft. Know'ſt thou the Way to Dover? 

Ede. Both Stile and Gate, Horſe Way and Foot-Path ; 
bleis poor Tom has been ſcar'd out of his good Wits ; every 
true Man's Son from the foul Fiend. 

Ghft. Here take this Purſe ; that I am wretched 


Makes thee the happier, Heav'n deal ſo ſtill, 


Thus let the griping Uſurer's Hoard be ſeatter'd, 

So Diſtribution ſhall undo Exceſs 

And each Man have enough. Doſt thou know Dover? 
Eag. Ay, Maſter. 
Gh. There's a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 

Looks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep ; | 
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Bring me bat to the very Brink of it, 

And I'll repair the Poverty thou bear'ft 

With ſomething rich about me, from that Place 

I fhall no leading need. 
Edg. Give me thy Arm: Poor Tom ſhall guide thee. 
Gloft. Soft, for I hear the Tread of Paſſengers. 

Eurer Kent aud Cordelia. 


Cad. Ah me! your Fear's too true, it was che King; 


Iſpoke but now with ſome that met him 
As mad as the vex'd Sea ſtuging aloud, 
Crown'd with rank Femiter, and Furrow Weeds, 
With Perrier Burdocke, Violets, Dazies, 4 . 
And all the idle Flowers t that grow 
In our ſuſtaining Corn; conduct me to him, 
And Heav'n ſo proſper thee. 
Kent. I will, good Lady. 
Ha, Giofter here | ' 
A Friend's Condolement, who at Sight of thine 
Forgets his own Diftreſs, thy old true Kent. 
Gliſt. How, Kent? From whence return'd ? 
Kent. J have not fince my Baniſhment been abſent, 
But in Diſguiſe follow'd th abandon'd King : | 
"Twas me thou ſaw'it with him in the late Storm: 
Ghft. Let me embrace thee, had I Eyes, I now 
Should weep for Joy; but let this trickling Blood 
Suffice inſtead of Tears. 
Cord. O Mifery! ! 
To whom ſhall I complain, or in what Language? 
Forgive, O wretched Man, the Piety 
That brought thee to this Paſs, "twas I that caus'd it; 
] caſt me at thy Feet and beg of thee 
To cruſh theſe weeping Eyes to equal Darkneſs, 
I that will give thee any Recompence. 


Ede. Was ever Seaſon fo diſtreſt as this? [A/iat. - 


GI. Ithink Cordelia's Voice] riſe pious Princefs,. 
And take a dark Man's Blefling. 

Cord. O, my Edear ! © 
My Virtue's now grown guilty, with the Bane 
Of thoſe that do befriend me, Heav*ns forſakxe me, 
And when you look that Way, it is but juſt 
That you ſhou'd hate me too. 

Edg. O wave this cutting Speech, and ſpare to Wound 
A Heart that's on the Rack. 

Cal. No _ cloudthee, Kot, in that Diſguiſe, 
There's 


Turn, poor dark Man, and hear” | 
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There's Buſineſs for thee, and of nobleſt Weight ; 
Our injur'd Country is at length in Arms, 
Urg'd by the King's inhuman Wrongs and mine, 
And only want a Chief to lead 'em on. | 
That Task be thine. : uk 
Eds. Brave Britains, then there's Life in't yet. [ Af. 
Kent. Then have we ane Caſt for our Fortune yet. 
Come, Princeſs, I'll beſtow you with the King, 
Then on the Spur to head theſe Forces. 
Farewel, good G/z/ter, to our Conduct truft. 
Glof?. And be your Cauſe as proſp' fous as tis juſt. Ex. 
Goneril's Palace. Enter Goneril, Attendants. 
Gon. It was great Ignorance, Ghfter's Eyes being out, 
To let him live, where he arrives he moves 
All Hearts againſt us; Edmund I think is gone, 
In Pity to his Miſery, to difpatch him. 
Gent. No, Madam, he's return'd on ſpeedy Summons 


Back to your Siſter. 

Gon. Ha! I like not that, | (any? 
Such Speed muſt have the Wings of Love; where's A. 
Gent. Madam, within, but never Man fo chang d: 

J told him of the Uproar of the Peaſants, | | 
He ſmil'd at-it, when I inform'd him 
Of Gloſter's Treaſon. ba £ek 
Gon. Trouble him no farther, 
It is his coward Spirit; back. to our Siſter, 
Haſten her Muſters, and let her know _ | 
[ have giv'n the Diſtaff into my Husband's Hands. 
'That done, with fpecial Care. deliver: theſe Diſpatches 
In private to young Glofter. EE | 
Euter a Meſſinger. 
Meß. O Madam, moſt unſea ſonable News 
The Duke of CormualPs dead of his late Wound, 
Whoſe Loſs your Siſter has in Part ſupply'd, 
Making brave Edmund General of her Forces. 
Gon. One Way I like this well; 
But being a Widow, and my Glfter with her, 
May blait the promis'd Harveſt of our Love. 
A Ward more, Sir, add Speed to your Journey, 
And if you chance to meet with that blind 'Traitor, 
Preferment falls on kim that cuts him of - F[Ex, 
The Field SCENE, Gloſter and Edgar. wn 
Gln. When ſhall we come to th” Top of that ſame 
Fug. We climb it now, mark how we labour. (Hill? 
. ONS : Gh ts 
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Ghft. Methinks the Ground is even. 

Ede. Horrible ſteep ; heark, do you hear the Sea ? 

G/oft. No truly. 

Eag. Why then your other Senſes grow imperte 
By your Eyes Anguiſh. 

Ghft. So may it be indeed. 
Methinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak'ſt 
In better Phraſe and Matter than thou didſt. 

Edg. You are much deceiv'd, in nothing am I alter'd 
But in my Garments. | | 

Ghft, Methinks y' are better ſpoken. 

Fag. Come on, Sir, here's the Place, how fearful 
And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low. 
The Crows and Choughs that Wing the mid Way Air 
Shew ſcarce ſo big as Beetles ; half Way down 
Hangs one that-gathers Samphire, dreadful Trade ! 
The Fiſhermen that walk upon the Beach 
Appear like Mice; and yon tall anch'ring Bark 
Seems leſſen'd to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight; the murmuring Surge 
Cannot be heard ſo, high ; I'll look no more 
Left my Brain turn, and the Diſorder make me 
Tumble down head-long. 

GI. Set me where you ſtand. 

Eag. You are now within a Foot of th'extream Verge. 
For all beneath the Moon I would: not now 


Leap forward. 


Gt. Let go my Hand ; 
Here, Friend, is another Purſe, in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor Man's Taking; get thee farther, 


Bid 3 farewel, and let me hear thee going. 
g. Fare you well, Sir. That I do trifte thus 


with this bis Deſpair, is with Deſign. to cure it. 


Glee. Thus, mighty Gods, this World Ido renounce, 
And in your Sight ſhake my Afflictions off; 
If I cou'd bear em longer, and not fall 


To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs Wills, 
My Snuff and feebler Part of Nature fhou'd 


Burn itſelf out; if Eagar livd, O, bleſs him. 


Now, Fellow, fare thee well. 
ag. Gone, Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how Conceit may ob 5 
The Treaty of nts had he been where he —_ 


By this had Thought been paſt, 
Hoa, Sir, Friend ; hear you, Sir, ſpeak. 


Which parted from you ? G45 (chat 


Think that th' all powerful Gods, who make them Ho- 


I took for a Man; oſt- times t' would ſay, 
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3 or Dead? 


yet he revives. 


Thus might he paſs indeed, 
What are you, Sir ? 

Gh. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadſt thou been ought but Goſmore 3 
Falling ſo many Fathom down, (Air, 
Thou hadſt ſhiver'd like an Egg; but thou doſt breathe, 
Haſt heavy Subſtance, bleed'ſt? Not ſpeak! Art ſound? 
Thy Life's a Miracle. 

Ghft. But have I fal'n, or no? 

Eds. From the dread Summit of this chalky Bourn : 

Look up, an Height, the ſhrill tun'd Lark ſo high 
Cannot be ſeen, or heard ; do but look up. : 

Glpt. Alack, I haveno Eyes. 
Is Wretchedneſs deprived that Bereit | 
To end itſelf by Death ? 

Eag. Give me your Arm. 

Up; fo, how is't? Feel you your Legs? You ſtahd. 
Ghlft. Too well, too well. | 
Eag. Upon the Brow o th? Cliff, what Thing was 


Gli. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 

Eag. As I ſtood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons, wide Noſtrils breathing Fire. 
It was ſome Fiend, therefore thou happy Father, 


Of Mens Impoſſibilities, have preſerv'd thee. (nours 
Git. Tis wonderful; henceforth III bear Affliction 
"Till it expire; the Goblin which you ſpeak of, 


The Fiend, the Fiend : He led me tothat Place. [here ? 

Eds. Bear free and patient Thoughts; But who comes 

Enter Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head ; 
— V EN and Garlands about him. 

Lear. No, no; they cannot touch me for coining 3 
I am the King himſelf. 

Edg. O piercing Sight. 

Lear. Nature's above Art in that Reſpect; ; there's 
your Preſs-Money : That Fellow handles his Bow like a 
Cow-Keeper : -- Draw me a Clothier's Yard. A 
Mouſe, a Mouſe, peace, hoa! There's my „ ; 
Fll prove it on a Giant; Bring up the brown Bills: 
well flown Bird; i' th White, i' th' White. 
Heugh | Give the Word. | —- 
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Eds. Sweet 55 Ain. 

Tear. Paſs. 

Gloft. 1 know chat Voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Generil with a white Beard! They flatter'd 
me like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs on my 
Chin, before the black: ones were there; to ſay ay and 
no to every Thing: that I ſaid: Ay and no too was no 
good Divinity. When the Rain came once to wet me, 
and the Winds to maks me chatter ; when the Thunder 
wou'd not Peace at my bidding. There I found em, 
there I ſmelt em out; go too, they are not Men of 
their Words; they told me J was a King; 3. dis a Lye, 
I am not Ague Proof. 

Gli. That Voice J wel nbd: ist not the King's! ? 
Lear. Ay, every Incha, King, when I do Rare. 

See how the Subjects quakes. + bay | 

I pardon hat Man's Life; what was the Cauſe FE 
Adultery ? Thou ſhalt not die. Die for Adultery 

The Mren goes tot; and the {mall gilded Fly 
Engenders i in my Sight; Let Copulation-thrive ; 

For G/o/ter's; Baſtard Son Was. kinder to his Fat they” 

Than where my Daughters got i' th Lawful B 

To't Luxury, Pell. Mellß for I lack Soldiers. 

Ghjt. Not all my Sorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd me, 
As the ſad Accents : Sight were now a Torment. 
Lear. Behold that fimp'ring Lady, ſhe that ſtarts 
At Pleaſure's Name, and thinks her Ear:-profan'd _ 
With the leaſt wanton Word; wou'd you believe it, 
The Fitcher, nor the pamper'd Steed goes 1 
With ſuch a riotous Appetite : Down from the Wait 
they are Centaur, though Women all above; but to the 
Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends; 
there's Hell, there's Darkneſs, the ſulphurousunfathom'd.-- 
Fie ! Fiel Pah ! An ' Ounce of Civet, good Apo 
thecary, to ſweeten my Imagination. There's Mo- 
ney; for the. | _ 
Gl. Let me kiſs that Hand. 

Lear. Let me wipe it firſt ; it ſmells of Mortality. 
Gf. Speak, Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. J remember thy Eyes well enough: Nay, do 
thy worſt, blind Capid, Ell not love. Read me this 


Challenge, mark but the penning of i it. 
Ghfi. Where all the Letters Suns, I cou'd not fee. 
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Edg. I wou'd not take this from Report ; wretched 
What wilt thy Virtue do when thou ſhalt find [Cordelia ! 
This freſh Affliction added to the Tate | 
Of thy unparallelPd Griefs. 

Lear. Read. 

G/zft. What! with this Caſe of Eyes? 

Lear. O ho! Are you there with me? No Eyes in 
your Head, and no Money in your Purſe? Yet you ſee 
how this World goes. 

Glo. I ſee it feelingly. | 

Lear. What ! Art mad! A Man may. ſee how this 
World goes with no Eyes. Look with thy: Ears; ſee 
how yon Juſtice rails on that ſimple Thief; ' ſhake em 
together, and the firſt that drops, be it Thief, or Juſtice, 
is a Villain, —— Thou haſt ſeen a Farmer's e at 
a Beggar. 

.Gloft: Ax, Sir. 

Lear. And the Man ran from the Cary ; there thou 

might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority,” a'Dog's 
obey'd in Office. Thou Raſcal,” Beadle, hold up thy 
bloody Hand, why doſt thou laſh that Strumpet ? Thou 
hotly luſt'ſt to enjoy her in that Kind for Which thou 
whip'ſt her; do, do, the Judge that {entenc'd her has 
been before-hand with thee, 

Glaſt. How ſtiff is my vile Senſe, chat yields not yet ? 

Lear. I tell thee the Uſurer hangs the Couz'ner, 
through tatter'd Robes ſmall Vices do appear; Robes, 
and Fur-Gowns hide all: Place Sins with Gold; why 
there tis for thee, my Friend, make much of it; it has 
the Power to ſeal the Accuſer's Lip. Get thee glaſs 
Eyes, and like à f. curvy Politician, ſeem to ſee the 
Things thou doſt not. Pull, pull off my Boots; hard, 
harder; ſo, . 


G. O Matter and Impertinency mixt? 
Reaion in Madneſs. 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my Fortunes, take my Eyes, 
know thee well enough, thy Name is G/ofter.. 
Thou muſt be patient, we come crying hither 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt Time that we taſte the Air 
We wail and cry, I'll preach to thee, mark. 
Eag. Break lab'ring Heart. 
Lear. When we:are born we cry that we are come 
To this great Stage of Fools. 
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"IF 
Enter TJauo or Three Gentlemen. 

Gent. O!] here he is; lay Hand upon him, Sir: 
Your deareſt Daughter ſends | 

Lear. No Reſcue? What ! A Priſoner ? T am even 
the natural F ool of Fortune: Uſe me well, you ſhall 
have Ranſom. Let me have Surgeons! ? 07 1 am 
cut to th Bras. 

Gent. Vou ſhall have any Thing. | 

Lear. No Seconds? All myſelf? I will die r 


like a ſmug Bridegroom, fluſfid and pamper'd as a Prieſt's 


Whore. I am a King, my Maſters, know ye that? 
Gent. Lou are a Royal One, and we obey you? 
Lear. It were an excellent Stratagem to ſhoe a Troop 

of Horſewith Felt, I'll put in Proof. No Noiſe, no 

Noiſe. —— Now will we fteal upon. theſe Sons-in-Law, 

and then Kill, kill, kill, kill! [Ex. Running. 

 Ghft. A Sight moſt moving in the meaneſt Wretch, 

Paſt ſpeaking in a King. Now, good Sir, what are you? 

ch. A moſt poor Man made tame to Fortune's Strokes, 

And prone to pity by experienc 'd e give me your 

Hand. 

C. om ever gentle Gods take my Breath from me, 
And let not my ill Genius tempt me more | 
To die before you pleaſe. _ 

| Enter Goneril's Gentleman-Uſper. 

Gent. A proclaim'd Prize, O moſt happily met, 

That Eye-leſs' Head of thine was firſt fram'd Fleſh 

To raiſe my Fortunes; thou old unhappy Traitor, 

The Sword is out that muſt deftroy the: 

Gig. Now let thy friendly Hand put ee enough 

Gent. Wherefore bold Peaſant, . 
Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd Traitor? Hence, 

Left I deſtroy thee to. Let go his Arm. 

Edg. Chil: not let go, Zir, without vurther Caſion 

Gent. Let go, Slave, or thou dyeſt. 

Eg. Good Gentleman go your Gate, and let poor 
Volk Pals ; and chu'd ha” bin zwagger d out of my 
Life, it wou'd not a bin zo long as tis by a Vort-Night. 
Nay, an' thou com'ſt near th' old Man, I try 
whether your Coſtard, or my Ballow be th' harder. 

Gent. Out Dunghil. 

Edg. Chill pick your Teeth, Zir ; come, no Matter 


Voines. 


Gent. Slave, thou haſt lin me; oh, untimely Death ' 


Eag. 
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Edg. I know the well, a ſerviceable Villain, 

As duteous to the Vices of thy Miſtreſs, 
As Luft cou'd wiſh. 

Glo. What! Is he dead? 

Edg. Sit you, Sir, and reſt you. | 1 
This is a Letter Carrier, and may have „ 
Some Papers of Intelligence, that may ſtand 
Our Parry 1 in good ftead to know. - What's here ? i 

[Takes a Letter out of his Pocket ; peat, and reads. 1 
To Edmund Earl of Gloſter. 1 
Let our mutual Loves be remember d, you 7 RES many 
Opportunities to cut him off. If he return the 
Conqueror, than I am ſtill a Priſoner, and his 
Bed my Goal; from the loath'd Warmth of 
zvhich deliver me, and ſupply the Place for your 


Labour. 
5 SGoneril. 
A Plot upon her Husband's Life, 
And the Exchange my Brother! Here i' th' Sands 


III rake thee up, thou Meſſenger of Luſt, 

Griev'd only that thou hadſt no other Death's-Man. 
In Time and Place convenient Pll produce 
Theſe Letters to the Sight of th' injur'd Duke, 

As beſt ſhall ſerve our Purpoſe ; come, your Hand. 
Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum. 

Come, Sir, I will beſtow you with a Friend. [Exeurt. 
A Chamber. Lear aſleep on a Couch; Cordelia, and 
Attendants ſtanding by "0 

Cord. His Sleep is ſound, and may have good Effet 
To cure his jarring Senſes, and repair 
This Breach of Nature. 
Phy/. We have employ'd the utmoſt Pow'r of Art, 
And this deep Reſt will perfect our Deſign. 
Cord. O Regan, Goneril ! Inhuman Sitters, 
Had he not been your Father, theſe white Hairs 
Had challeng'd ſure ſome Pity ? Was this a Face 
To be expos'd againſt the jarring Winds? 
My Enemy's Dog, though he had bit me, ſhou'd (to him. 
Have ſtood that Night againſt my Fire.--He wakes, ſpeak 
Gent. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt „ 
Cord. How do's my royal Lord? How fairs your MarπFb 
Lear. You do me Wrong to take me out o' th' Grave. 4 
Ha ! Is this too a World of Cruelty ? 14 
I know wy Privilege, think not that I will 1 54 
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Be us'd like a wretched Mortal! ? 57 | | 


No more of that, 

Cord. Speak to me, Sir, hom am I? 

Leer. You are a Soul in Bliſs, but. I am bound. 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, which my own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. 

Cord. Sir, do you know me? 


Lear. You are a Spirit, I know; where did: you die? 


Cord. Still, ſtill far Wide. (compos'd. 


Phy VA Madam he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon grow more 


Lear. Where have Fbeen? Where am L? Fair . 


Iam mightily abus'd, Eſhou d even die with Pity [Light.! 


To ſee another thus. I will not ſwear 
Theſe are my Hands. | 

Cord. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your Hands in Bleſſing over me; nay, 
You muſt not kneel. 

Lear. Pray do not mock me. 
1 am a very fooliſh fond old Man, 
Fourſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly with you, 
fear I am not in my perfect Mind. 

Cord. Nay, then farewel to Patience: Witneſs for me 
Ye mighty Pow'rs, I-n&er complain'd till now! 

Lear. Methinks I ſhou'd know you, and know this Man, 
Vet I am doubtful,” for J am mainly ignorant 
What Place this is, and all the Skill I have 
Remembers not theſe Garments ; nor do I know 
Where I did ſleep lat Night. Pray do not mock me, 
For, as Jam a Man, I think that 2 ie _ 
To be my Child Cordelia. 

Cord. O my dear, dear Father! 


Lear. Be your Tears wet ? Ves faith; pray d not weep 


T know I have given thee Cauſe, and am fo A 

With Croſſes fince, that I cou'd ask | 

Forgiveneſs of thee, were. it poſſible 

"That thou cowdf grant it; but Pm well aſſur d 
Thou can ſt not; therefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice 3 

If thou haſt Poifon for me I witl drink i it, 5 

Bleſs thee, and die. 

Card. O pity, Sir, a bleeding Heart;:and _ 

"This killing Language. 0 

Lear. Tell me, Friends, whore am]: "Y 

Gent. In your ,n Kingdom, Sir. 

* Do not abuſe me. 
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Bent. Be comforted, good Madam, for the Violence 

Of his Diſtemper's paſt ; we'll lead him in, 

Nor trouble him, *till he is better ſettled. 

Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer air? 
Lear. You muſt bear with me, I am Old and Fooliſh. 
| | ¶ Theyalead him off. 

Cord. The Gods reſtore you. Hark, 1 hear afar 

The beaten Drum, Old Kent's a Man of's Word. 

O for an Arm | : 

Like the fierce Thunderer's, when the-Earth-born Sons 

Storm'd' Heav'n, to fight this injur'd Father's Battle 

That I cou'd ſhift my Sex, and die me deep 

In his Oppoſer's Blood! But as ITTmay, 

With Womens Weapons, . Piety and Pray'rs, 

Fil aid his Cauſe. You never erring Gods 

Fight on his Side, and Thunder on his Foes ©. 

Such Tempeſt as his poor ag'd: Head: ſuftain*d, 

Yeur Image ſuffers when a Monarch bleeds. ' 

*Tis your awn Cauſe, for that your Succours bring, 

Revenge yourſelves, and right an injur'd King. Exit. 
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: Enter Goneril and Attendants: 
Gon. U R Siſter's Pow'rs already are arriv'd, 
ow And ſhe herſelf has promis'd to prevent 19 
"The Night with her Approach: Have you provided } 
The Banquet TI beſpoke for her Reception i 


At my Tent? | 5 | 
Att. So, pleaſe your Grace, we have. | 14 
Gon. But thou, my Priſoner, muſt prepare the Bowl 14 

That Crowns this Banquet, when our Mirth is high, 114 

The Trumpets ſounding, and the Flutes reply ing, 4 

Then is the Time to give this fatal Draught oo TH 

To this Imperious Siſter ; if then our Arms ſucceed, Tt 


Xdmung, more dear than Victory, is mine. 


But if Defeat, or Death itſelf attend me, 


: 
4 
{ 
4 
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will charm my Ghoſt to think I've left behind me, 
No happy Rival. Heark, ſhe comes. eng [Execunt. 
Enter Baſtard in his Tent 
Bajt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love, 
Fach jealous of the other, as the Stung 
Are of the Adder ; neither can be held 
If both remain alive ; where ſhall I fix ? 
 Cormuall is dead; and Regan empty Bed 
Seems caſt by Fortune for me, but already 
I have enjoy'd her, and bright Goneril 
With equal Charms brings dear Variety, 
And yet untaſted Beauty: I will uſe 


Her Husband's Countenance for the Battle, then | E 
Uſurp at once his Bed and Throne. [Enter Officers. Kin 
My truſty Scouts y*are well return d; have ye * And 
The Strength and Poſture of the Enemy N Oft! 
Of. We have, and were ſurpriz d to find | G, 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd, and at their Head; Z. 
Your Brother Edgar on the Rear; old Ghfter The 
{A moving Spectacle) led through their Ranks, 0 
Whoſe pow'rful Tongue, and more prevailing Wrongs, I Eur 
Have ſo enrag'd their ruſtick Spirits, that witn | 
Th' approaching Dawn we muſt expect their Battle. A, 
Baft. Youbringa welcome Hearing; each to his Charge. Shou 
Line well your Ranks, and ſtand on your Award, 'Trea 
To Night repoſe you, i th Morn we'll give | Our 
The Sun a Sight that ſhall be worth his riſing. [Exeurr. E 
SCENE, A Valley near the Camp. Bur! 
| Enter Edgar and Gloſter. Our 
Eag. Here, Sir, you take the Shadow of this Tree But i 
For your-good Hoſt ; pray that the Right may thrive : Bind 
If ever I return to you again | Ce 
I'll bring you Comfort. T kei Be 
Ghft. Thanks, friendly Sir; Sente 
The Fortune your good Cauſe deſerves betide you. Who 
An Alarm ; after which Gloſter ſpeaks. To d 
The Fight grows hat ; the whole War's now at work, Twe 
And the goar'd Battle bleeds in every Vein. A. 
Whilſt Drums and Trumpets drown loud Slaughters : roar; I hol 
Wher's Glfter now that us'd to head the Fray, Not 
And ſcour the Ranks where deadlieſt Danger lay ? Ke 
| Here, like a Shepherd, in a lonely Shade, Hav 
Idle, unarm'd and liſtening to the Fight? Bore 
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Vet the diſabled Courſer, maim'd and blind, 
When to the Stall he hears the ratling War, 
Foaming with Rage, tears: up the batter'd Ground, 
And tugs for Liberty.” 

No more of Shelter, thou blind Worm, but forth 
To th' open Field, the War may come this Way, 
And cruſh thee into Reft.- Here lie thee down, 
And tear the Earth, that Work: befits a Mole. 

O dark Deſpair ! When, Edgar, wilt thou come 


To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the Grave? [A Retreat 
Hark! A Retreat, the King has loſt or won. founded. a 


Re-enter Ed gar, bloody. 
Edg. Away, old Man, give me your Hand, away ! 
King Lear, has loſt ; he and his Daughter ta'en, 
And this, ye Gods, is all that I can ſave 
Of this moſt precious Wreck ; give me your Hand. 
Cle. No farther, Sir, a Man may rot, even here. 


Ede. What! In ill Thoughts again? Men muſt endure 


Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither 
"Ghoſt. And that's true too. I[Excunt. 
Flouriſh. Enter in Congueſt, Albany, . Goneril, Regan, 
Baſtard. Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Prifeners. 
Alb. It is enough to have conquer d, Cruelty 
Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the Fight. Captain o th Guards, 
Treat well your royal Priſoners 'till you have 
Our farther Orders, as you hold our Pleaſure. 
Gon. Hark ! Sir, not as you hold our Husband's Plea- 
ſure. : . [To the Captain aft ide. 
But as you hold your Life, diſpatch your Pris'ners. 
Our Empire: can have no {ure Settlement 
But in their Death, the Earth that covers chem 
| Binds faſt our Throne. Let me hear they are dead. 
Capt. I ſhall obey your Orders. 
Baft. Sir, I approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 
Sentence of Death upon this wretched King, 
Whole Age has Charms in it, his Title more, 
To draw the Commons once more to his Side, 
Twere beſt prevent 


Aub. Sir, by your Favour, 
I hold you but a Subject of this War, 

ot as a Brother. 

: Reg. That's as we liſt to grace him. 
Fave. you forgot that he did lead our Pow'rs ; 
. the Commiſſion of 5 Place and Perſon ? 


2 
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And that Authority may well ſtand up, 
And call it ſelf your Brother, 
Gon. Not fo hot, | 
In his own Merits he exalts himſelf 
More than in your Addition. = 
Enter Edgar diſguivd. 
Alt. What art thou? 
Eds. Pardon me, Sir, that I preſume to ſtop 
A Prince and Conqueror, yet cer you triumph, 
Give Ear to what a Stranger can deliver 
Of what concerns you more than Triumph can. 

I do impeach your General there of Treaſon, - 
Lord Edmund, that uſurps the Name of Ghfter, 
Of fouleſt Practice gainſt your Life and Honour; 
This Charge is true, and wretched though I ſeem, 
I can produce a Champion that will prove 
In ſingle Combat what I do avouch : | 
If Edmund dares but truſt his Cauſe and Sword. 


Baſt. What will not Edmund dare! My Lord, I beg 


The Favour that you'd inſtantly ' appoint + 
The Place where I may meet this Challenger, 
Whom 1 will ſacrifice to my wrong'd Fame; 8 
Remember, Sir, that injur'd Honour 5 nice, 
And cannot brook Delay. 

Alb. Anon, before our Tent, i "the Kiniy" 3 View, 
There let the Herald cry. 


- Ede. I thank your Highneſs in my Champion s Name, | 


He Ny wait 3 du s Call. 

Alb. Le ad. g * 15 | 
Manent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, rea. 

Lear. O Kent, Cordelia 

You are the only Pair that T e'er reg, 

And the juſt Gods have made you Witnellcs | 

Of my Diſgrace, the very Shame of Fortune, 

To ſee me chain'd-and ſhackÞd: at theſe . 15 

Yet were you but Spectators of my ae 

Not Fellow. Sufferers, all were well! 


Cord. This Language, Sir, adds yet to dur Affliction. | 
Lear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the Troops that fought 
Expos'd thy Life and Fortunes for a Maſter my Battle, 


That had (as I remember) baniſf'd thee. 

Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that onde broke your Orders ; ; 
Baniſh'd by you, I kept me here diſguis d | 
To watch your Fortunes, and protec} your Perſon ; 


You 


[Extiunt, | 
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You know you entertain'd a rough blunt Fellow, 
One Cajus, and you thought he did you Service. 

Lear. My truſty Cajus, I have loſt him too! [Weeps. 
'Twas a rough Honeity. 

Kent. T was that Cajus, 
Diſguis'd in that coarſe Dreſs, to follow you. 

Lear. My Cajus too! Wer't thou my truſty Cajus ? 


Enough, enough. 
Cord. Ah me, he faints ! his Blood forſakes his Cheek, 
Help, Kent. 


Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 
We'll ſee them rot firſt. — Guards, lead away to Priſon. 
Come. Kent, Cordelia, come; 
We two will ſet alone, like Birds i” th* Ca e, 
When thou doſt aslæ me Bleſſing, I'll kneel down 
And ask of thee Forgiveneſs; thus we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old Tales, and laugh 
At gilded Butter -Flies, hear Sycophants 
Talk of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who loſes and who wins, who's in, who's out, 
And take upon us the Myſtery: of r 
As if we were Heav'n's Spies. 
Cord. Upon ſuch Sacriſicess 
The Gods themſelves throw Incenſe. 
Lear. Have I caught ye? 
He that parts us muſt bring a Brand from Heav'n: 
Together we'll out- toil the Spight of Hell, 
And die the Wonders of the Werld.; 5 away. 
10 „ [Exeunt guarded. 
Hurib. Feu ! che fan Albany, Goneril, 
Regan, | Guards. and Attendants 3 Goneril Speaking  a- 
part to the Captain f the Guards ent'ring 
Gon. Here's Gold for thee, thou know'ſt our late Com- 
Upon your Prisners Lives; about it ſtreight, and at 
Our Ev*ning Banquet let it raiſe our Mirth, 
To hear: that they are dead. | 
Capt. I ſhall not fail your Gui. [Ex. 
Albany, Goneril, Regan, take their Seats. 


Alb. Now, 'Gh er, truſt to thy ſingle Virtue, for thy 


All leyied/in my Name, have in my Name = (Soldiers 

Took their Diſcharge ; now, let our Trumpets ſpeak, 
And Herald read out this. [Heraldry cad;. 
If any Man of Quality, within, the Liſts of the 
Army,, will maintain upon. Edmund, ſappos d 


D 2 Earl 
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Was born a Libertine, and ſo I Keep n me. 
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| Earl of Gloſter, that he is a manifold 7 raitor, 
let him appear by the third Sound of the Fun. 
Pet 3 hers 2 in his Defence. Hen, agen 
[Trumpets anfwers from Within 
Enter Edgar arm d. 
Alb. Lord Edgar ! 
Baſt. Ha My Brother ! | 
This is the only Combatant that T nine Bur I 
For in my Breaſt Guilt duels on his Side, 
But, Conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 
Awe thou thy dull legitimate Slaves, but 1 


Edg. My Noble Prince, a Word; er we engage 
Into your Highneſs's Hands I give cha Paper, 


It will the Truth of my Impeachment prove, i 


Whatever be my Fortune inthe Fight. 

4k. We ſhall peruſe it. 

Ede. Now Edmund, draw thy Sword, 
That if my Speech has N a noble Heart, 
Thy Arm may do thee Juſtice: Here i' tli Preſence 
Of this high Prince, theſe. Queens, and this crown wd 25 
I brand thee with the ſpotted Name of Traitor. 
Falſe to thy Gods, thy Father, and thy Brother, 
And what is more, thy Friend, falfe to this Prince 
If then thou ſhar'ſt a Spark of Glaſter's Virtue, 
Acquit thyſelf; or if thou ſhar'ft his ee 
Meet this Defiance bravely. 

Baſt. And dares Edgar, | 
The beaten routed Edear, brave his 3 2 
From all thy'Troops and Thee I fore dthe Field, 


Thou haſt loſt the gen ral Stake, and art 25 r ROW 2 


Come with thy petty _ Stock to 5 — 
This After-game? 

Edz. Half. bloody Man, | Ty 1 1110 
Thy 5 ather's Sin firſt, then his Pmichmcht; 7 
The dark and vicious Place where he begot thee 
Colt him his Eyes; from thy licentious Mother 
Thou draw'ſt thy Villainy; but for thy Fart, 
Of Ghfter's Blood, I hold thee worth my Sword. 

Baſt. Thou bear'ſt thee on thy Mother's Piety, 
Which I deſpiſe ; thy Mother being chafte 
Thou art allür d thou art but G/fter's Son; 

But mine, diſdaining Conſtancy, leaves me 
10 hope that I am iprung from nobler Blood, 


And 


A A \ A 
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And poſſibly a King might be my Sire: 


But be my Birth's uncertain Chance as 'twill, 
Who 'twas that had the Hit to. Father me 


I know not; tis enough that I am I: 


Of this one Thing Pm certain, —— that I have 
A daring Soul, and ſo have at thy Heart. 
Sound Trumpets. | 

G Reg. Save him, fave him. 

This was Practice, Gloſter, 

Then won't the F ield, and was not bound to fight 
A vanquiſh'd Enemy. Thou art not W 
But couz ned and betray'd. 

Aub. Shut your Mouth, Lady, 
Or with this Paper I ſhall ſtop it. Hold, Madam, 
Thou worſe than any Name, read thy own Evil; 

No Tearing, Lady, I perceive you know it. 

Gon. Say, If I do, who ſhall arraign me for't ? 
The Laws are mine, not thine. 

Alb. Moſt monſtrous ! Ha ! Thou know i it too? 

Baft. As k me not what I know, 

I have not Breath to anſwer idle Queſtions. 
Alb. J am reſolv'd - your Right, brave Sir, has 
conquer'd. [To Edgar. 
Along with me, I muſt 1 your Father. [ Ex. Albany 

Reg. Help every Hand to fave a noble Life; (and Edg. 
My half o th* Kingdom for a Man of Skill 


Jo ſtop this precious Stream. 


Baſt. Away ye Empiricks, 
Torment me not with your vain Offices; 
The Sword has pierc'd too far; Legitimacy 
At laſt has got it. 
Reg. The Pride of Nature dies. 
Gon. Away, the Minutes are too precious, 
Diſturb us not with thy impertinent Sorrow. 
Reg. Art thou my Rival then profeſs'd ? 
Gon. Why, was our Love a Secret? Cou'd there be 


Beauty like mine, and Gallantry like his, 


And not a mutual Love? juſt Nature then 


Had err'd. Behold that Copy of Perfection, 
That Youth whoſe Story will have no foul Page, 
But where it ſays he ſtoop'd to Regar's Arms: 
Which yet was but Compliance, not Affection: 


A Charity to Begging, _—_— Beauty ! 


[Fight,. Baſtard falli. 
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Reg. Who begg'd when Goneri/ writ that? Expoſe it, 
[Throws her a Letter. 

And let it be your Army's Mirth, as twas 
This charming Youth's and mine, when in the Bow'r 
He breath'd the warmeſt Extaſies of Love; 
Then panting on my Breaſt, cry'd, matchleſs Regan 
That Goneril and thou ſhou'd e'er be kin! 

Gon. Die, Circe, for thy Charms are at an E 


1 


Expire before my Face, and let me ſee 


How well that boaſted Beauty will become 


Congealing Blood, and Death's convulſive Pangs 


Die and be huſh'd, for at my Tent laſt Night 
Thou dran kꝰſt thy Bane, amidſt thy rev'ling Bowls: 
Ha! Doſt thou ſmile ? Is then thy Death thy Sport? 
Or has the truſty Potion made thee madꝰ 

Reg. Thou com'ſt as ſhort of me in thy Revenge, 
As in my G/fer's Love; my Jealouſy 
Inſpir'd me to prevent thy feeble Malice, 


And poiſon thee at thy own Banquet. 


Gon. Ha! 

Ba. No more, my Queens, of this untimely Strite, 
You both deſerve my Love, and both poilcls'd it it. 
Come, Soldiers, bear me in; and let 
Your Royal Preſence grace my laſt Minutes; 

Now, Eagar, thy proud Conqueſt I forgive; | 
Who wou'd not chuſe, like me, to yield his Breath 
T* have Rival Queens contend for him in Death? [Ex. 


SCENE, A Friſon. 


Lear afleep, with his Head on Cordelia's Lap. 

Cord. What Toils, thou wretched King, haſt thou en- 
To make thee draw, in Chains, a Sleep ſo ſound? 92 
Thy better Angel charm thy raviſh'd Mind 
With fancy'd Freedom ; Peace 1s us'd to lodge 
Oa Cottage Straw. Thou haſt the Beggar's Bed, 


Fherefore ſhoud'ſt have the Beggar's careleſs Thought, 7 


And now, Edgar, I remember thee, 

What Fate has ſeiz'd thee in this general Wreck 

I know not, but I know thou muſt be wretched, 
Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. (Image 
O Gods! A ſudden Gloom o'erwhelms me, and the 
Of Death o'er-ſpreads the Place. Ha! Who are theſe ? 


: | Enter 
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Enter Captain and Officers 2vith Cords. 

Capt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch, already you are paid 

In Part, the beſt of your Reward's to come. 

Lear. Charge, charge upon their Flank, their laſt Wing 
Puſh, puſh the Battle, and the Day's our own. (halts. 
Their Ranks are broke, down with Abany. | 
Who holds my Hands? O thou deceiving Sleep, 

I was this very Minute on the Chace; 

And now a Priſoner here. What mean the Slaves ? 

You will not murther me? | 
Cord. Help, Earth and Heaven! 

For your Soul's Sake, dear Sirs, and for the Gods. 

OF. No Tears, good Lady, no pleading again Gold 

Come, Sirs, make ready your Cords. (and Preferment. 
Cord. You, Sir, T'll ſeize, | 

You have a human Form, and if no Prayers 

Can touch your Soul to ſpare a poor King's Life, 

If there be any Thing that you hold dear, 

By that I beg.you to diſpatch me firft. „„ 
Capt. Comply with her Requeſt ; diſpatch her firſt. 
Lear. Off Hell-Hounds, by the Gods I charge you ſpare 

Tis my Cordelia, my true pious Daughter; (her; 

No pity ? Nay, then take an old Man's Vengeance, 

Snatches a Partizan, and ſtrikes dewn Two of them; 43 
the reſt quit Cordelia, and turn upon him, 13 
| Enter Edgar and Albany. 4 

£dz. Death! Hell! Ye Vultures, hold your impious i?4 
Or take a ſpeedier Death than you wou'd give. (Hands, 14 

Capt. By whoſe Command? 

Edg. Behold the Duke, your Lord. | 

Alb. Guards, ſeize thoſe Inſtruments of Cruelty. Il 

Cord. My Edgar, O! | | | 

Edg. My dear Cordelia! Lucky was the Minute a 
Of our Approach, the Gods have weigh'd our SufF rings ; 1 | 

| 


W are paſt the Fire, and now muſt ſhine to Ages, 1 
Gent. Look here, my Lord, ſee were the generous $i 
Has ſhin two of em. | (King 1 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? OE | 
Pre feen the Day, with my good biting Faulchien 
I cou'd have made em skip: I am Old now, 
And theſe vile Croſſes ſpoilt me; out of Breath. 
Fie, oh! quite out of Breath, and ſpent. 
Alb. Bring in old Kent; and, Edgar, guide you hither 
Your Father, whom you ſaid was near, [ Exit Edgar. 


He 
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He may be an Ear-Witneſs at the leaſt 


Of our Proceedings. [Kent brought in here. 


Lear. Who are you? 
My Eyes are none oth” beſt, I'll tell you ſtreight; 
Oh r many Well, Sir, we are your Captives, 

And you are come to ſee Death paſs upon us. 

Why this Delay. Or is't your Highneſs's Pleaſure 
To give us firſt the Torture? Say ye ſo? 

Why here's old Kent and I, as tough a Pair 

As &er bore Tyrants Stroke. But my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia here, O pity 


Alb. Take off their Chains. — injur'd Majeſty. | 


The Wheel of Fortune now has made her Circle, 
And Bleſſings yet ſtand 'twixt thy Grave and thee. 
Lear. Com'ſt thou inhuman Lord, to footh us back 
To a Fool's Paradice of Hope, to make 
Our Doom more wretched ? Go to, we are too well 
Acquainted with Misfortune to be gull'd 
With lying Hope; no, we will hope no more. 
Alb. I have a Tale, tunfold ſo full of Wonder 
As cannot meet an eaſy Faith; 
But by that Royal injur'd Head tis true. 
Kent. What wou'd your Highneſs ? 
Alb. Know, the noble Edgar, 
Impeach'd Lord Edmund, ſince the Fight, of Treaſon, 
And dar'd him for the Proof to ſingle Combat, 
In which the Gods confirm'd his Charge by Conqueſt ; 
I left ev'n now the Traitor wounded mortally ! 
| Lear. And whether tends this Story ? 
Alb. *Ere they fought 
Lord Edpar gave into my Hands this Paper, 
A blacker Scrowl of Treaſon, and of Luſt, 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell ; - 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the Character 
Goneril, the worſt of Daughters, but 
More vicious Wife. 
Cord. Cou'd there be yet Addition to their Guilt ? 
What will not they that wrong a Father do? 
Alb. Since then my Injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 
I have refoly'd the ſame Redreſs for both. 
Kent. What ſays my Lord? 
Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
The charming Voice of a deſcending God. 


Ale. The wenge by Edmund rais d, I I disbanded- ; 
Thoſe 


"King LE AR. 
Thoſe that remain are under my Command. 
What Comfort may be brought to chear your Age, 
And heal your ſavage Wrongs, ſhall be apply'd, 
For to your Majeſty we do refign © 
Your Kingdom, fave what Part 2K conferr d on us 
in Marriage. 

Nui. Hear you that, my Lieg 

Cord. Then they are Gods, an Virtue! is their Care. 

Lear. Is't poſſible? 

Let the Spheres ſtop their Courſe, the Sun make hale, 
The Winds be huſt'd; the Seas and F ountains' reſt; 
All Nature pauſe, and liſten to 5 

Where is my Kent, my Cajus? 

Kent. Here, my Liege. 

Lear. Why I have News that will * thy Youth'; 
Ha! Didſt — heart, or did th" inſpiring Gods 
Whiſper to me alone? Old Tear ſhall be 

A King again 
Kent. The Prince, that like a God has Pow'r, has ſaid 9 

Lear. Cordelia then ſhall be a Queen; mark that: (it. 14 
Cordelia ſhall-be a Queen; Winds catch the Sound, | 
And bear it on your'roſy Wings to Heap'n. 
Cordelia is a Q nn. 

Re-enter Edgar avith Gloſter.” 

Ab. Look, Sir, where pious Eagas comes, 
Leading his Eye-leſs Father. O my Liege! 
His wond'rous Story will deſerve your Leiſure; 
What he has done and ſuffer'd for your TURE, 
What for the fair Cordeliz's,'? - - | 
Cult. Where's my Liege? Conduct fle to his Knees 
His ſecond Birthoof Empire; my dear Eagar (to hail 
Has, with himſelf, reveal'd the King's bleft Reſtoration. 

Lear. My poor dark Glofter. ' 

G4. O let me kiſs that once more ſceptred Hand! 

Lear. Hold, thou miſtak'ſt the Majeſty, kneel here; 
Cordelia has our Pow'r, Cordelia's Queen. 
| Speak, is not thit the noble fuff ring Edgar ? 1 
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Ghft. My pious Son, more dear than my loſt Eyes. =! 
Lear. I wrong'dhim too, but here's the Fair Amends. | | 
Edg. Your Leave, my Liege, for an unwelcome Meſ- | | 


Edmund (but that's a Trifle) is expir'd ; (ſage. 
What more will-touch you, your imperious Daughters, 
Goneril and — Regan, * are dead, 

Each 
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Each by the other poiſon'd at a Banquet; 

This, dying, they confeſs'd. 

Cord. O fatal Period: of ill govern'd Life! _ 

Lear. Ingrateful as they were, my Heart feels mow 
A Pang of Nature for their wretched Fall; 
But, Edgar, I defer thy Joys too long: | 
Thou ſerv'dſt diſtreſs'd-Cordeha ; take hen crown'd:; 7 
Thꝰ imperial Grace freſn blooming on her Brow ; 

Nay, Glefter, thou haſt here a Father's Right, 

Thy helping Hand t' heap Bleſſings on their Heads: 
Kent, Old Kent throws in his hearty Wiſhes too. 
Ede. The Gods and you too largely Recompence 

What I have done; the Gift ſtrikes Merit dumb. 
Cord. Nor do I bluſh to nm 0 on 

For all my Suff rings: paſt, 

Ghft. Now, gentle Gods, give Cher his Diſchat rge, 

Lear. No, Giger, thou baff Buſineſs yet for Liſe; 
Thou, Kent, and I, retir'd to ſome cloſe Cell 
Will gently paſs our ſhort Reſerves of Time 
In calm Reflections on our Fortunes paſt, 

heer'd with Relation of the proſperous Reign 
Of this cœleſtial Pair; thus our Remains 
Shall in an even Courſe of Thoughts be paſt, 

Enjoy the preſent Hour, nor fear the laſt. 

Edg. Our drooping Country now erects her Head, 
Peace ſpreads her balmy Wings, and rap blooms. 
Divine Cordelia, all the Gods can witneſs .  __. 
How much thy Love to Empire I prefer! 

Thy bright Example ſhall convince the World 

(Whatever Storms of Fortune are deereed)- | '/ | 

has ma ande Virtue ny SHE ne 
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Spoken by, Mrs. B A R R * 


1 als, the reigning En o 1h Ae, 
Will ſearce-endure true Lovers on the Stage, 
Yau hardly ev'n in Plays with ſuch ai iſpence, 
And Poets kill em in their own Defence, 
Ver one bold Proof 1 was reſolv/d to give, 
That 1 cou d three Hours Conſtancy out- live. 
You fear, perhaps, whilſt on the Stage ware 
made | | 
Such Saints, we ſhall indeed take up the Trade; 
Sometimes we threaten, — but our Virtue may 
For Truth I fear with your Pu-Valour weigh : 
For (not to flatter either) I much doubt | 
When we are off the Stage, and you are out, i 
We are not quite ſo Coy, nor you ſo Stout. {4 
We talk of Nunneries, — but tobe ſincere ll 
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Whoever lives to fee us cloyſter'd there, 

May hope to meet our Criticks at Tangier. 
For Shame give over this inghoriout Trade 
Of worrying Poets, and Zo t 1} Alcade. 
Well-ſince yare all for bluſPring in the Pit, 1 1 
The Play's Reviver humbly do's admit | 
Your abs lute Pow'r to damn his Part of * 
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| | But fill fo many Maſter-Touthes Hine 


Of that vaſt Hand that firſt laid this Deſign, 


That in great Shakef pear' 4 Right, be 7 bold 1 


If you like nothing you have ſeen T. an, 
The Play your Fudgment damn, nor N ”_ 


to ſay, 


Play. 
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INDUCTION. ii 


Enter RUM OUR, painted full of Tonfitts. 1 


e P E N your Ears; for which of .you'wint io 
©% Rop 1 
The Vent of Hearing, when lond Nene,. 
ein,, 1 
I from the Orient to the drooping Weſt "7 
og” "in Wind my-Poſt-horſe, ſtill un- 
| fol | LET 
The Acts commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
Upon my Tongues continual Slanders ride, 
The which in every Language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the Ears of them with falſe Reports: 
I ſpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity, | 
Under the Smile of Safety, wounds the Werld: 
and who but Rumour, who but only I, | 
Make fearful Muſters and prepar'd Defence, j 
Whilſt the big Year, ſwoln with fome other Griefs, 4 
A2 8 R 1 


* .This Direction, which is only to be found in the 2 Ed. 4 
zien in Quarto of 1 boo, explains a Paſſage in what follows, 4 


e*therwiſe obſcure. 


IP" | JE CU FT 


Ts Shonght with Child by the Stern Tyrant War, 
'And no ſuch Matter ? Rumour is a Pipe ; 
Blown by Surmiſes, Jealouſies, Conjectures; 
And of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a Stop, 
'T hat the blunt Monſter with uncounted Hes - 
"1 heftill-diſcordant-wavering Multitude 85 
Can play upon: it. But what need I thus 
My well-known Body to anatomize 
Among my Houſhold ? Why is Rumour here? 
] run before King Harry's Victory, 
Who ma bloody Field by Shrewsbury 
Hath beaten down young Hot pur and his Troops; 
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion 
Even with the Rebels Blood. But what mzan I 
To ſpeak of Truth at firſt ? my Office is 2 
Jo noiſe abroad, that Har ry Monmouth fell n 
Under the Wrath of noble Hot. ſpus's Sword; 
And that the King before the Dowglas Rage 
Stoop'd his anointed Head as low as Death. 
'ihis have I rumour'd through the Peaſant Towns; 
Between that royal Field of Shrewsbury, 
And this worm-eaten Hole of ragged Stone, 
Where Hot-/pur's Father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty-ſicx. The Poſts come tiring on, 
And not a Man of them brings other News 
Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's Tongues, 
They bring ſmooth Comforts falſe, worſe than truc 


Wrongs. at: 


SCENE 
Norihumberland's Caſile. 


Enter Lord Bardolph, and the Porter at one Door. 
Bard. Who keeps the Gate here, hoa ? where is the 

Earl ? 
Port. What ſhall I ſay you are? 
Bard. Tell thou the Earl, 
i hat the Lord Bardulph doth” attend him here. 
Port. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard; 
Pleaſe it your Honour knock. but at the Gate, D 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 

Enter N orthumberland. 
Bard. Here s the Earl. 
North. 
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North. What News, Lord 'Bardolph ? ev'ry Minute now 

Should be tHe Father of ſome Stratagem. : 
The Times are wild : Contention, like a Horſe 
Full of high-feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him. 
Bard. Noble Earl, 
I bring you certain News from 8 
North. Good, if Heav'n will ! - 
Bard. As good as Heart can wiſh : - 
The King is almoſt wounded to the Death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry ſlain outright; and both the Blunts 
Kill'd by the Hand of Dowg/as ; young Prince Jobn, 
And Weſtmorland, and Stafford, fled the Field 
And Harry Monmouth's Brawn, the Hulk, Sir John, 
Is Priſoner to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 
So fought, ſo follow'd, and ſo fairly won, 
Came not till now, to dignify the Times 
Since Cæſar's Fortunes. 
North. How is this deriv'd? 
Saw you the Field? came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Bard. I ſpake with one, my Lord, that came from 
thence. 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name; 
That freely render'd me theſe News for true. 

North. Here comes my Servant-Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after News. | 
Bard. My Lord, F over-rode him on the Way. 

And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Travers. 
North: Nov Travers, what good Tidings come with you? 
Tra. My Lord, Sir John Umfrevil turn'd me back 
With joy ful Tidings; and being better hors'd, 
Out- rode me. After him came ſpurring hard 
A Gentleman, almoſt fore-ſpent with Speed, 
That ftopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied Horſe : 
He ask'd the Way to Cheſter; and of him 
I did demand what News from Sr. exvbury ? 


He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck, 
3. And 
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8 The Secnod. Part of 
And that young. Harry Percy's Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horſe the Head, 
And bending forward, ſtruck his able Heels 
Againitthe panting Sides of his poor ga 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting ſo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the Way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 

North. Ha ! again : 
Said he, young Harry Percy's Spur was cold 3 >: 
Rebellion had ill Luck? 

Bard. My Lord, I'Il tell you. 
if my young Lord, your Son, have. not che Day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a ſilken Point 
I'Il give my Barony. Ne'er talk of it. 

North. Why fhould the Gentleman that rode 170 Traver: ; 
Give then ſach Inſtances of Loſs ? 

Bard. Who he? 

He was ſome Þ hilding Fellow, that had ſtol'n 
The Horſe he rode on; and upon my Life 
Spake. at adventure. Look, here comes more News. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Morton. 
North: Yea," this Man's Brow, like to a Tide leaf, 
Fpretels the Nature of a Tragick Volume:: 
So looks the Strond, when the imperious Flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd Uſurpation. 
Say, Marton, did'ſt thou come from lala 5 
Mort. J ran from Shrewsbary, my noble Lord. 
Where hateful Death put on his * Mask 
To fright our Party. 
North. How doth my Son, and Brother? 
Thou trembleſt; and the Whiteneſs in thy Cheek 
Is apter than thy Tongue to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a Man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in Look, ſo woe-be-gone, 
Drew Priam's Curtain in the Dead of N ight, | 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd: 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he his Tongue: | 
And I, my N s Death, ere thou RET: it. 


This 


F. hilding, fer hinderling; 3.4 halts: degenerate. 
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This thou would'ſt fay : Your Son did thus, and thus; 
Your Brother, thus; ſo fought the noble Douglas: 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold Devde- | 

But in the End, to ſtop mine Ear indeed, 

Thou haſt a Sizh to blow away this Praiſe, - 

Ending with Brother, Son, and all, are dead! 
Mort. Dowglas is living, and your Brother, yet; 
But for my Lord your Son 

orth. Why, he is dead ? : 
See what a ready. Tongue Suſpicion hath ; 
He that but fears the Thing he would not ate: | 
Hath, by Inſtinct, Knowledge from other Eyes, 
That what he fear d is chanc'd.- Yet Morton, ſpeak 2 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination lies; 
And I will take it as a ſweet Diſgrace, 
And make thee Rich, for doing me ſnch Wrong 
Mort. You are too great, to be by me gainfaid ; 
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain. 
North, Yet for all this, fay not-that Percy's dead. 
1 ſee a ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye: 
Thou ſhak'# thy Head, and hold'ſt it 1 or Sin, | 
To ſpeak a Trad. If he be ſlain, fay fo: - 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his Death: 
And he doth. Sin that doth bely the Dead, 
Not he, which fays the Dead is not alive. 
Yet the ſirſt Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a loſing Office; and his Tongue 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen Bell, 
Remember'd, tolling a departing Friend.- 
Bard. I cannot think, my Lord, your Son is dead. 
Mort. I'm ſorry I ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heav'n I had not ſeen. 
Zut theſe mine Eyes ſaw him in bloody State, 
Rend'ring faint Quittance, wearied and out-breath'd, 
To Henry Monmouth; whoſe ſwiſt Wi _ beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, . 
From whence, with Life, he never more ſprung up. 
In few; cis Death, whoſe Spirit lent a Fire 
Even to the dulleſt Peaſant in his Camp, 4 
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away : 
From the beſt tem per'd Courage in his Troops. ; 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteel'd; 
A4 Which 
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Which once in him abated, all the reſt 1 8 
Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead. 
And as the Thing that's heavy in itſelf, 

Upon Enforcement, flies with greateſt Speed; 
So did our Men, heavy in Hel. ſpur's Loſs, 

Lend to this Weight ſuch Lightneſs with their Fear, 
That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their Aim, 

Than did our Soldiers aiming at their Safety, 

Fly from the Field. Then was that noble Wor fer. 
Too ſoon ta'en Priſoner : And that furious Scot, 

The bloody Doauglas, whoſe well-labouring Sword 
Had three Times ſlain th* Appearance of the King, 
*Gan vail his Stomach and did grace the Shame 

Of thoſe that turn'd their Backs, and in his Flight 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The Sum of all 

Is, that the King hath won ; and hath ſent out 

A ſpeedy Pow'r t'encounter you, my Lord, 

Under the Conduct of young Lancaſter 

And Weſtmorland. This is the News at full. 

North. For this, I ſhall have Time enough to mourn. 

In Poiſon there is Phyfick ; and this News, 
That would, had I been well, have made me ſick, 
Peing Sick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
And as the Wretch whoſe fever-weaken'd Joints, 
Like ftrengthleſs Hinges, buckle under Life, 
. Impatient of his Fit breaks like a Fire 

Out of his Keeper's Arms; even ſo my Limbs, 
Weaken'd with Grief, being now enrag'd with Grief, 


10 


Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 


A fcaly Gauntlet now with Joints of Steel 
Muſt glove this Hand. And hence thou ſickly Quoif, 
Thou art a Guard too wanton for the Head \ 
Which Princes fluſt'd with Conqueſt aim to hit. 

Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 

The ragged'ſt Hour that Time and Spight dare bring, 
To frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland ! 

« Tet Heav'n kiſs Earth! now let Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin'd ; let Order die, 
« And let this World no longer be a Stage 

«« To feed Contention in a ling'ring Act: 

«« But let one Spirit of the Firſt- born Cain 

« Reign in all Boſoms, that each Heart being ſet 


On 


Sv 


eee SOA ZA PFD> HF 


ET CAO We DSS, 38 0 TR 


1 


King HENRY IV. 
« On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
« And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead ! 
* Bard. This ftrained Paſſion doth you Wrong, my 
Lord; 
Sweet Earl, Divorce not Wiſdom from your Hono ar. 
Mort. The Lives of all your loving Complices. 
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o'er. 
To ſtormy Paſſion, mult perforce decay. | 
+ You caſt th'Event of War, my noble Lord, 
And ſumm'd the Account of Chance, before you faid,, 
Let us make Head; it was your Preſurmiſe, | 
That in the dole of Blows, your Son might drop: 
You knew he walk'd o'er Perils, on an Edge 
More likely to fall in, than to-get o'er:. 
You were advis'd his Fleſh was capable 
Of Wounds and Scars; and+that his forward Spirit: 
Would lift him where moſt Trade of Danger rang'd :: 
Yet did you ſay, Go forth. And none of this, | 
Though ftrongly apprehended, could reſtrain 
The ſtiff born Action. What hath then befall'n, 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being, which was like to be ? 
Bard. Weall, that are engaged to this Loſs, 


Knew that we ventur'd on ſuch dang'rous Seas, 


That if we wrought out Life, was ten to one: 
And yet we ventur'd for the Gain propos'd, 
Choak'd the Reſpect of likely Peril fear d; 
And fince we are o' er- ſet, venture again. 


Come, we will all put forth, Body and Goods. 


Mort. Tis more than Time; and my moſt noble Lord, 


I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the Truth: 


AS The 


* This Line is only in the firſt Edition, where it is ſpoken 
by Umfreville, avbo ſpeaks uo where elſe. Ii ſeems nece/- 
ſary to the Connection. 


f The fourteen Lines from hence to Bardoloph's next Speech, 


are not to be found in the firſt Editions, till that in Folio of 
1623. A very great Number of other Lines in this Play are. 
inſerted after the firſt Edition in like manner, but of fuch Spi- 
it and "maſtery, generally, that the. Inſertions. are. plainly & 
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*The gentle Archbiſhop of York is up 
With well appointed Powers; he is a Man 
Who with a double Surety binds his Followers. 
My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. 
For that fame Word, Rebellion did divide 


The Action of their Bodies from their Souls; 


And they did fight with Queaſineſs, conſtrain'd 
As Men drink Potions, that their Weapons only 
Stem'd on our Side; but for their Spirits and Souls, 
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As Fiſk are in a Pond. But now the Biſhop 
Turns Inſurrection to Religion; 
Suppos'd fincere and holy in his Thoughts, 
He's follow'd both with Body and with. Mind: 
And doth enlarge his riſing with the Blood 
Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomf+et Stones; 
Derives from Heav'n his Quarrel and his Cauſe; 
Tells them, he doth beſtride a bleeding Land 
Gaſping for Life, under great Bolingbroke : 
And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 
 - North. I knew of this before; but to ſpeak Truth, 
This preſent Grief hath wip'd it from my Mad. 
Go in with me, and counſel every Man 
The apteſt Way for Safety and Revenge: 
Get Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with Speed, 


Never fo. few, nor never yet more need. | [Exeunt, 


580 EN E IV. 5 
A Street in London. 


| F veer Sir on Falſtaff, with his Page bearing his Sabor. 
and Buckler. 
Tal. Sirrah, you Giant, what ſays the Doctor to my 


Water ? 
Page. He. aid, Sir, the Water itſelf was a good A heal- 


thy Water. But for the Party that. own'd it, he might 
have more Diſeaſes than he knew fors- -. 


*All th- following Lines to the End 10 this peck a are nat in 
the ferſt Edition. 
F healing. 
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Fal. Men of all ſorts take a Pride to gird at me, The 
brain of this fooliſh-compounded-clay, Man, is not able 
to invent any Thing that tends to Laughter, more thin I 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only witty 


in myſelf, but the Cauſe that Wit is in other Men. L. 
do here walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath over- 
whelmed all her Litter,. but one. If the Prince put thee 


into my Service for any other Reaſon than to ſet me off, 
why then I have-no Judgment. Thou whorſon Man- 
drake, thou art fitter to be worn in my Cap, than to wait 


at my Heels. I was never mann'd with an Agot till 


now ; but I will ſet you neither in Gold nor Silver, but 


vile Apparel, and ſend you back again to your Maſter 
for a Jewel. The Juvenil, the Prince your Maſter, - 


whoſe Chin is not yet fledg'd; I will ſooner have a 
Beard grow in the Palm of my Hand, than he ſhall ger 


one in his Cheek, yet he will not ſtick to ſay, his Face 


is a Face- royal. Heav'n may finiſh it when it will, it is 
not a Hair amiſs yet: He may keep it ſtill as a Face- 
royal, for a Barber ſhall never earn Six-pence out of it; 


and yet he will be crowing, as if he writ Man ever ſince 
his Father was a- Batchelor. He may keep his own 


Grace, but he is almoſt out of mine; I can aſſure him. 
What ſaid Mr. Domblegon, about the Suttin for my ſhort 
Cloak and Slops? ' 


Page. He faid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better Aſ- 
ſarance than Bardolph; he would not take his Bond ang” 


your's, he lik'd not the Security. 


Fal. Let him be damn'd like the Glutton, may his. 


Tongue be hotter, a whorſon Achitophel, a Raſcally-yea- 


forſooth-knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand, and then 


ſtand upon Security? the Whorſon-ſmooth-pates do now 


wear nothing but high Shoes, and Bunches of Keys at 


their Girdles; and if a Man is thorough with them in 
honeſt taking up, then they mult ſtand upon Security - 
I had as lief they would put Rats-bane in my Mouth, a5 


offer to ſtop it with Security. I looked he ſhould have 
ſent me two and twenty Yards of Sattin, as I amia true: 
Knight, and he ſends me Security. Well, he may ſleep” 
in Security, for he hath the Horn of abundance. And 


the Lightnefs of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet can- 


not he ſee, though he have his own Lanthorn to light 


Page 


- 


him. Where's Bardelþh? 
> A6 
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Page. He's gone inte Smithfield ta. buy your Worſhip a 


Horſe. 

Fal. ] bought kim in Pauli, and he'll buy me a Horſa 
in Smithfield. If I could get me but a Wife in the Stews, 
I were mann'd, hors'd,. and wiv'd.. 


S S EN E F. 


Enter Chief Juſtice, and Servants. 

Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolpb. 

Fal. Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 

Ch. Fu What's he that goes there? 

Serv. allaff, and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. 

Eh. Fuft. He that was in Queſtion for the Robbery ? 

Serv. He, my Lord. But he hath ſince done good Ser- 
vice at Shreausbury; and, as I hear, is now going with. 
ſome Charge to the Lord Fohn of Lancaſter. _ 

. Juſt. What to York? call him back again. 

Serv. Sir Fohn Falfaff. 

Fal. Boy, tell him, I am Deaf. 

Page. You muſt {peak louder, my Maſter is Deaf. 

Ch. Fuſt. J am ſure he is, to the hearing any thing 
good.. Go pluck him by the Elbow. I mutt ſpeak with 
him. - 

Serv. Sir John. Joe 

Fal. What! a, young: Knave and beg! are there not 
Wars? Is there nat Employment? doth not the King 
lack Subjects? do not the Rebels need Soldiers? though 
it be a Shame to be on any fide but ane, it is worſe Shame 
to beg, than to be on the worſt ſide, were it worſe than 
the Name of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir. 

Fal. Why, Sir, did I fay, you were an honeſt Man? 
ſetting my Knighthood and my Soldierſhip aſide, I had 
lied in my Throat, if I had. faid ſo.. 


Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your Knighthood and: 


your Soldierſhip aſide, and give me Leave to tell you, you 


lie in your Throat, if you fay, I am any other than an. 


honeit Man. 
Fal. J give thee Leave to tell me ſo; I lay. afide that 
which grows to me; if thou gett'ſt any Leave 5 me, 
ang 


R 


hang me; if thou tak'ſt Leave, thou 'wer't better be 
hang*d7 you hunt- counter, hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you. 

Ch. Juſt. Sir Fohn Falſtaff, a Word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! God give your Lordſhip good 
Time of Day. I am glad to ſee your Lordſhip abroad.; 
I heard ſay, your Lordſhip was fick. I hope your Lord- 
ſhip goes abroad by Advice. Your Lordſhip, though not 
clean paſt your Youth, hath yetſome ſmack of Age in you: 


_ ſome Reliſh of the Saltneſs of Time; and I moſt humbly 


beſeech your Lordſhip, to have a reverend Care of your 
Health. | | | 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John, J ſent for you before your Expe- 
dition of Shrewsbury. | | | 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome Diſcomfort from Wales. 


Ch. Fuſt. I talk not of his Majeſty; you would not 


come when I ſent for you ? 
Fal. And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fall'n into 
this ſame whorſon Apoplexy. _ . 
Ch. Juſt. Well, Heav'n mend him. I pray let me 
ſpeak with you. „ 
Fal. This Apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of Le- 


thargy, an't pleaſe your Lordſhip, a kind of ſleeping in 


the Blood, a whorſon tingling. | 

Ch. Fuſt. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. | 

Fal. It hath its Original from much Grief; from Study 
and Perturbation of the Brain. I have read the Cauſe of 
it in Galen. It is a kind of Deafneſs. - 
Cb. Fuft. I think you are fall'n into that Diſeaſe ; for 
you hear not what I ſay to you. 

Fal. Very well, my Lard, very well ; rather, an't 


pleaſe you, it is the Diſeaſe of not lining, the Malady 


of not marking, that I am troubled withal.. i 
Ch. Juſt. To puniſh you by the Heels, would amend 
the Attention of your Ears; and I care not. if I be your 
Phyſician. SY | x 
Fal. I am as poor as Job, my Lord; but not fo patient; 
xour Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of Impriſonment. 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty; but how I ſhould be your 
Patient to follow your Preſcriptions, the Wiſe may make 


fome Dram of a Scruple, or indeed, a Scruple itſelf. 


Ch. Fuſe. 
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Ch. Fuft. I ſent for you, when there were Matters à 


gainſt you for your Life, to ſpeak with me. 


Fal. As I was then advis'd by my Counſel, learn ed ir in 


the Laws of this Land- ſervice, I did not come. 


Ch. Fut. Well, the Truth is, Sir you live in 


great Infamy. 
Fal. He that buckles Ain thy Belt, cannot live in leſs. 


Ch. Fuſt. Your Means are very lender, and your We iſt 


reat. 

Fal. T would it were otherwiſe-: I would my Means 
were greater, and my Waiſt ſlenderer. 

Ch. Fuft. You have miſled the youthful Prince. 
Fal. The young Prince has miſ-led me. I am the Fel- 
13 with the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

Cb. Fuſt. Well, I am loth to gall a new-heal'd Wound; 


your Day's Service at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over 


your Night's Exploit on Gads-hill. You may thank the 
unquiet time, for your Quiet 0 en that Action. 
Fal. My Lord? 


ß. Jul. But ſince all ĩs well, 7 it ſo; wake not a 


ſleeping Wolf. 
Fal. To wake a wolf, is as had as to ſmell a Px: 


Ch. Faft. What? you are as a Candle, the better part 


r, out. 


Fal. A waſſel Candle, my Lord; all Tallow ; but E 
did fay of Wax, my Growth would approve the Truth. 
Ch. Fuft. There is not a white Hair on your Face, but 


ſhould have his effect of Gravity. 
Fal. His effect of Graby, Gravy, Gravy. 


Cb. Fuft. You follow the young Prince up avid down, 


like his evil Angel. 


Ful. Not fo, my Lord, your ill Angel i is Light ; but 1 
as he that looks upon me, will take me without 
weighing 3 and yet, in ſome Reſpects I grant, I cannot 
I cannot tell; Virtue is of ſo little regard in 
theſe. Coſtor-mongers Days, that true Valour is turned 
Bear-herd. Pregnancy is made a Tapſter, and hath his 
quick Wit waſted in giving Recknings ; all the other 


£03 


Gifts appertinent to Man, as the Malice of this Age 


ſhapes them, are not worth a Gooſe-berry, You that 
are old, confider not the Capacities of us that are young; 
you meaſure the Heat of our Livers,. "ow the m—_— 


» ed, 


N 
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of your Galls; and we that are in the * va-ward of our 
Youth, I muſt confeſs are Wags too. 

Ch. Fuft. Do you ſet down your Name in the Scrowl 
of Youth, that are written down Old, with all the Cha- 
rafters of Age? Have you not a moiſt Eye? a dry Hand? 
a yellow Cheek? a white Beard? a decreaſing Leg? an 


increaſing Belly? is not your Voice broken? your Wind 


hort? r your Chin double? your Wit ſingle? and every 
Part about you blaſted with Antiquity ? and will you yet 


call yourſelf Young ? fie, fie, fie, Sir Jahn. 


Fal. My Lord, I was ** born about three of the Clock 
in the Afternoon, with a white Head; and ſomething a 
round Belly. For my Voice, I haveloſt it with hallow- 
ing and ſinging of Anthems. To approve my Youth 
further, I will not. The. Truth is, I am only old in 


Judgment and Underſtanding, and he that will caper 


with me for a thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- 
ney, and have at him. For the Box o'th* Ear that the 
Prince gave you, he gave it like a rude Prince, and you 
took it like a ſenſible Lord. I have check'd him for it, 
and the young Lion repents; marry not in Aſhes and 
Sack- cloth, but in new Silk and old Sack. | 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, Heay'n ſend the Prince a better Com- 

anion. | 
Fel Heav'n ſend the Companion a better Prince: I. 


cannot rid my Hands of him. 


* % 
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Ch. Fuft. Well, the King hath ſever'd you and Prince 


Harry. I hear you are going with Lord John of Lan- 


caſter, againſt the Archbiſhop and the Eari of Nortbum- 


berland, 0 


Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet Wit for it; but 


look you pray, all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at home, 
that our Armies join not in a hot Day; for I take but two. 


Shirts out with me; and I mean not to ſweat extraordi- 


narily ; if it be a hot Day, if I brandiſh any Thing but a 


Bottle, would I might never ſpit white again. There is 
not a dangerous Action can peep out his Head, but I am 
thruſt upon it. Well I cannot laſt ever. —+ but it 


Was: 


Va-ward, 7.e. Van-ovard. 
Þ your Wind jhort, your Wit fingle. 
added from the firſt Edition. 
t The/e following Periods are reſtor dfrom the firſt Edition, 
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was always the Trick of our Eng/j/b Nation, if they have 
a good Thing to make it too common. - If ye will needs 
ſay I am an old Man, you ſhould give me Reft : I would 
to God my Name were not ſo terrible to to the Enemy as 
it is! I were better to be eaten to death with a Ruſt, than 
to be ſcour'd to nothing with perpetual Motion. 
Ch. Fuft. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heav'n 
bleſs your Expedition. 
__  Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand Pound, to 
_ furniſh me forth? 

Ch. Fuſt, Not a Penny, not a "A you are too 
impatient to bear Croſſes. Fare you well. 


Fal. If I do, fillip me with a * Three- man- beetle. A 
Man can no more ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſs, than 
he can part young Limbs and Letchery; but the Gout 
galls the one, and the Pox pinches the other, and ſo 

both the Degrees prevent my Curſes. Boy. 
Page.” Sir. 
Fal. What Money is in my Purſe ? 
Page. Seven Groats,. and Two-Pence. 


Fal. I can get no Remedy againſt this en of 


the Purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 


- Weftmorland, and this to old Mrs. Ur/ula, whom I have 


weekly ſworn to marry ſince J perceived the firſt white 
Hair on my Chin. About it; you know where to find. 
me. A pox of this Gout, or a Gout of this Pox ; for 
the one or th'other plays the Rogue with my great Toe ;. 
it is no Matter, if I do halt, I have the Wars for my 
Colour, and my Penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſonable ; 


a good Wit will make uſe of any. Thing, Iwill turn Dif- - 


caſes to Commodity. L ætunt. 


SCENE 


_ 


* 2 — 1. e. a Rammer big enough. le re. 
guire three Men to liſt it. 


Commend 
me to my Couſin Veſtmorland. [ Exit. 
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SCENE VI. 
YORK. 


Enter Archbiſhop of York, Haſtings, Thomas Mowbray 
( Earl Marſhal) and Lord Bardolph. 


York, Thus have you heard our Cauſe, and know our 
Means : Res 
Now my moſt noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes. 
And firſt, Lord Marſhal, what ſay you to it? 
Mowb. I well allow th' Occaſion of our Arms, 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied 32527 
How in our Means we ſhould advance ourſelves, 
To look with Forehead bold and big enough 


Upon the Pow'r and Puiſſance of the King? 


Haft. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the file 

To five and twenty thouſand Men of Choice : 
And our Supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe Boſom burns 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. | 
Bard. The Queſtion then, Lord Haſtings, ſtandeth thus; 
Whether our prin five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up Head without Northumberland ? 

Haff. With him we may. 

Bard. Ay marry there's the Point: 
But if without we be thought too feeble, _ 
My Judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 


Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the Hand. 


For in a Theam ſo bloody fac'd as this, 

Conjecture, Expectation, and Surmiſe 

Of Aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
Tork. Tis very true, Lord Bardolph; for indeed 

It was young Hot. pur's Caſe at Shrewwsbury. . D 
Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin'd himſelf with Hope, 

Eating the Air, on Promiſe of Supply, 

Flatt'ring himſelf with Project of a Power 

Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts; 

And fo, with great Imagination, | 

Proper to Mad-men, led his Powers to death, 

And, winking, leap'd into Deſtruction, 


Haft 
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Haft. But, by your Leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down Likelihoods and Forms of Hope. 
Bard. Yes, if this preſent Quality of War 
* Impede the inſtant Act, a Cauſe on foot 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early Spring 
We ſee th'appearing Buds; wiiich to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not fo much warrant, .as Deſpair 
That Froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firft ſurvey the Plat, then draw the Model, 
And when we ſee the F igure of the Houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the Coſt of the Erection; 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
What do we then but draw a new the Model 
In fewer Offices? at leaſt, deſiſt 
To build at all? much more, in this great Work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a Kingdom down, 
And ſet another up) thould we ſurvey 
The Plat of Situation, and the Model; 
Conſent upon a ſure Foundation, . 
Queſtion Sarveyors, know our own Eſtate, 
How able ſuch a Work te undergo, 
Jo weigh againſt his Oppoſite? or elſe, 
We fortify in Paper and in Figures, 
Ufing the Names of Men inftead of Men: 
Like one that draws the Model of a Houſe 
Beyond his Pow'r to build it; whe, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part ereated Coſt 
A naked Subject to the weeping Clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſſi Winter's ey. 


Haß. Grant that our Hopes, yet likely of fair Birth, 


Should be ſtill- born; and that we new xn 
The utmoſt Man of ExpeRation : - 


I think we are a Body ſtrong enough, 
Ev'n as we are, to equal with the King. 


Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thouſand? 
Haft. Tous no more; nay, not ſo much, Lord Bards/py: 


For his Diviſions, as the Times do brawl, 
Are in three Heads ; one Pow'r againſt the French; 
And one againſt Glendoter; perforce- a third 


Muſt take up us; 2 is the unfirm 928 


was Indeed, 
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In three divided; and his Coffers ſound | 
With hollow Poverty and Emptineſs. 
Turk. That he ſhould draw his ſev'ral Strengths toge- 
And come againſt us in full Puiflance, [cher, 
Need not be dreaded. 7 [ 
Haſt. If he ſhould do ſo, Fo” | 
He leaves his Back unarm'd, the French and Neis 
Baying him at the Heels; never fear that. 
Bard: Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither ? 
Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland : 
Againſt the Velſb, himſelf and Harry Monmeuth. 
Zut who is ſubſtituted *gainft the French, 
I have no certain Notice. 
* York. Let us on, 
And publiſh the Occaſion of our Arms. 
The Commonwealth is fick of their own Choice; 
Their over-greedy Love hath ſurfeited. 
An Habitation giddy and unſure - 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar Heart: 
O thou fond many! with what loud Applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beat Heav'n with blefling Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou would'ft have him be? 
And now being trimm'd up in thine. own-Delſires,. 
Thou, beaſtly Feeder, art ſo full of him, 
That thou provok'ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 
So, fo theu common Dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
Thy Glutton-boſom- of the Royal Richard, 
And now thou would'ſt eat thy dead Vomit up, 
And howPft to find it. What truſt in theſe times? 
th, They, that when Richard lived, would have him die, 
5 Are now become enamour'd on his Grave: 
Thou that threw'ſt Duſt upon his goodly Head, 
When through proud Landon he came ſighing on 
I After t admired Heels of Bo/ingbroke, 
fand? Cry'ſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 
doiph. And take thou this. O Thoughts of Men accurs'd, 
Paſt, and to come, ſeem beſt; Things preſent, worſt. 


7 Moros. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and ſet on? 
Haſt. We are Time's Subjects, and Time bids, be gone. 
| ny 21" 


in * 7his excellent Speech of Vork, was one of the Paſſages 
added by Shakeſpear after his firft Edition. 
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ACT I. $SOEWtE 1, 
L OV D O N 
Enter Hoſteſs, with tauo Officers, Fang and Snare, 


Hoſt. R. Fang, have you enter'd the Action: 
Fang. It is enter d. 
Hei. Where's your Yeoman ? is he a luſty Yeoman ? 
Will he ſtand to it; | - | | 
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? 
Hoff. Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare. 
Snare. Here, here. i | | 
Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir John Falſt af. 
He. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him and all. 
Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us our Lives; he 
Hoft. Alas- the-day; take heed of him; he ſtabb'd me in 
mine own Houſe, and that: moſt beaſtly ; he cares not 
what Miſchief he doth, if his Weapon be out. He will 


foin like any Devil, he will ſpare neither Man, Woman, 


nor Chilc. bp 8 ; | | 
Fang. II can cloſe with him, I care not for his 'Thruft 
Hof. No, nor I neither; Il be at your Elbow. 


Fang. If I but Fit him once; if he come but within 


my Vice. ot 6 | 

Heft. Jam undone by his going; I warrant you he 13 
an infinitive Thing upon my ſcore, Good Mr. Fang, hold 
him ſure ; good Mr. Snare, let him not ſcape. He comes 
continually to Pe-corner, ſaving your Manhood, to buy à 


Saddle; and he is invited to Dinner to the Lubbar*s-head in 


| Lombard-ſireet to Mr. Smooth's the Siliman. I pray ye, 
ſince my Action is enter*d, and my Caſe ſo openly know 


do 


* Vice, or Graſp, a Metaphor talen from a Smithis Vice; 
there is anther reading in the old Edition, View, which 1 
think not ſo good. 
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to the World, let him be brought in to his Anſwer. A 
hundred Mark 1s a long one, for a poor lone Woman to 
bear; and I have borne, and borne And borne; and have 
been fubb'd off, and fubb'd off, from this Day to that Day, 
that it is a Shame to be thought on. There is no Honeſty 
in ſuch Dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould be made an Aſs 
and a Beaſt, to bear every Knave's Wrong. 

Enter Falſtaff, Bardolph, and the Boy. 


Vonder he comes. and that arrant Malmſey-Noſe Knave, 


Bardolph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: 
Mr. Fang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your 
A 
Fal. How now? Whoſe Mare's dead ? What's the 
Matter ? | 
Fang. Sir Fobn, J Arreſt you at the Suit of Mrs. Quickly. 

Fal. Away, Variet; draw, Bardolph: Cut me off the 
Villain's Head : Throw the Quean in the Kennel. 

Hot. Throw me in the Kennel? I'll throw thee in the 
Kenne!. Wilt thou? wilt thou ? Thou baſtardly Rogue. 
Murder, murder! O thou hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou 
kill God's Offices and the King's? O thou hony-ſeed 
Rogue, thou art a Hony-ſeed, a Man-queller, and a Wo- 
man- qus fer 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 
Fang. A Reſcue, a Reſcue 


Hoſt. Good People, bring a Reſcue or two ; thou wo't, 


wo't thou, thou wo't, wo't thou Rogue; do, thou Hemp- 
ſeed. ' | 


Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampalian, you Fuſtila- 
rian: PI tickle your Cataſtrophe. | | 
5 SCENE It. 


| x | Enter Chief Fuſtice. 8 ö 
Ch. Fuft. What'sthe Matter? Keep the Peace here, hoa. 


He. Good my Lord, be good to me. I beſeech you 
ſtand to me. | | 


Cb. Fuft. How now, Sir John? what, are you braw- 


ling here? 8 | 
Does this become your Place, your Time, and Buſineſs ? 
You ſhould have been well on your Way to York. 
Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang'ſ thou on him? 


_ Hf. O my moſt worſhipful Lord, an't pleaſe your Grace 
TT I 
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Jam a poor Widow of Eaftcheap, and he is arreſted at my 
mt. | | | : 
Ch. Fuft. For what Sum? 

Heſt. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is for all; 
all T have; he hath eaten me out of Houſe and Home; he 
hath put all my Subſlance into that fat Belly of his; but I 
will have ſome of it out again, or I'll ride thee oNights, 
hike the Mare. 1 | | 


Fal. I think I amcas like to ride the Mare, if J have 


any vantage of Ground to get up. 

Ch. Fuſt. How comes this, Sir Jahn? Fie, what Man 
of good Temper, would endure this Tempeſt of Exclama- 
tion? are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor Widow to ſo 
rough a Courſe to come by her own ? 

Fal. What is the groſs Sum that I owe thee'? 
Hei. Marry, if thou wert an honeſt Man, thyſelf, and 

the Money too. Thou did'ſt ſwear to me on a parcel. 
gilt Goblet, ſitting in my Dolphin chamber, at the round 
Table, by a Sea-coal Fire, on-Wednefiiay in Whithm-woek, 
when the Prince broke thy Head for Iikening him to a 
Singing-man of Hindſor; thou didſt ſwear to me then, 2s 
J was waſhing thy Wound, to marry me, and make me 
my Lady thy Wife. Canſt thou deny it; did not good. 


wife Keech the Butcher's Wife come in then, and call me 


Goflip Quclly? coming in to borrow a Meſs of Vinegar; 
telling us ſhe had a good Diſh of Prawns ; whereby thou 
did defire to eat ſome; whereby I told thee they where ill 
for a green Wound? And didſt not thou, when ſhe was 
one down Stairs, deſire me to be no more fo familiarity 
with ſuch poor People, ſaying, that ere long they ſhould 
callme Madam? anddidſtthounot kiſs me, and bid me fetch 
thee thirty Shillings ? I put thee now to thy Book-oath, 
deny it if thou canſt. 
Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad Soul; and ſhe-ſays up 
and down the Town, that her eldeſt Son is like you. She 
hath been in good Caſe, and the Truth is, Poverty hath 
diſtracted her; but for theſe-fooliſh Officers, I beſeech you, 
J may have Redreſs againſt them. RA 
Cb. Taft. Sir. Fobn, Sir John, L am well acquainted 
with your Manner of wrenching, the true Cauſe the falſc 
Way. It is not a confident. Brow, nor the Throng of 
Words, that come with ſuch more than impudent Sawci- 


nel 


neſs from you, can thruſt me from a level Conſideration. 


but anſwer in the effect your * and ſatisfy the 
poor Woman. 


fain to pawn both my Plate and the Tapeſtry of my 
.Dming-Chambers. 
Prodigal, or the German hunting in Water-work, 


bitten Tapeſtries; let it be ten Pound, if thou canſt. 
Come, if it were not for thy Humours, there is not a 


draw thy Action, come, thou muſt not be in chis Hu- 
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know vou have practis'd upon the eaſy-yielding Spirit 
of this Woman. | 

Hot. Yes in Troth, my Lord. | 

Ch. Fuſt. Pr ythee, Peace; pay her the Debt vou owe 
her, and unpay the Villainy you have dore her; the one 
you may do with Sterling Money, and 2 other with 
current Repentance. 
Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this Sneap without 
Reply. You all honourable Boldneſs impudent Sawci- 
neſs: If a Man willcourt'ſy and ſay nothing, he is virtuous. 
No, my Lord, my humble Duty remember'd. I will not 
be your Suitor : I fay to you, I deſire Deliverance from 
theſe Officers, being upon haſty Employment in the 
King's Affairs. 

Ch. af You ſpeak, as having Power to do Wrong 


Fal. Come hither, Hoſteſs. LAſae. 


8 EN III. 


Enter Mr. Gower. 

Ch, 70. Maſter Gower, what News ? , 

:Gowwer. The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of Wales 
Are near at hand; the reit the Paper tells. 

Fal. As J am a Gentleman — 

Hoſt. Nay, you ſaid ſo before. 

Fal. As Tam a Gentleman, come, no more Words of i: 

Hoſt. By this Heav'nly Ground I tread on, I muſt be 


Fal. Glaſſes, Glaſſes is the only Drinking; and for 
thy Walls, a pretty ſlight Drollery, or the Story of 5 


worth a thouſand of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe gu. 


better Wench in England. Go, waſh thy Face, and 
mour with me; come, I know thou waſt ſet on to this. 


his | 
 Sneap, a York/ire Herd for Rebuke. # 
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Hoſt. Pr'ythee, Sir John, let it be but twenty Nobles, 
IJ am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneſt Ja. 
Fal. Let it alone, Pl make other ſhift ; you'll be a 
Fool ſtill. 
Hoſt. Well, youſhall have i it, though pawn my Gown. 
I hope you'll come to Supper; you'll pay me all together. 
Fal. Will J live? 80 with her, with her; hook on, 
hook on. 
Hoft. Will you have Doll Tear ſheet meet you at Supper? 
Fal. Ne more Words. Let's have her. 
[Exeunt Hoſt. and Serjeant. 
h. Fuſe. I have heard better News. | 
Fat What's the News, my good Lord? 
Ch. Fuft. Where lay the King laſt Night? 
Gower. At Baſingſtote, my Lord. 
Fal. IT hope, my Lord, all's well. What is the News, 
my Lord? | | 
Ch, Fuft. Come all his Forces back? 
Gower. No; fifteen hundred Foot, five hundred Horſe, 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, 
Againft Northumberland and the Archbiſhop. 
Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord? 
. Ch. Juſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 


Fal. My Lord. 
Ch. Fuft. What's the Matter? 


Fal. Maſter Gower, ' ſhall J entreat you with me to 


Dinner ? | 
Gower. I muſt wait upon my Lord here; 


I thank you, good Sir John. 


Ch. Fuft. Sir Fohn, you loiter here too long, being 


you are to take Soldiers up in the Countries as you go. 

Fal. Will you ſup with me, Maſter Gower ? 

Ch. Fuft. What fooliſh Maſter taught you'theſe Man- 
ners, Sir John? 

Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right fencing 
Grace, my Lord, tap for tap, and ſo part fair. 

* Ch. Fuft. Now the Lord lighten thee, _ art a great 

F vol. ; [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


ng ee IV. 
Sen NE 


Continues i 71 e : 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


p. Henry, Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 

Pons. Is it come to that? I had thought Wearineſs 

durſt not have attach'd one of ſo high Blood. 

P. Henry. It doth me, though it diſcolours the Com- 
plexion of my Greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it not 
ſhew vilely in me, to defire Small-Beer ? 

Poins. Why a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſely ſtudied, 
as to remember ſo weak a Compolition. 

P. Henry. Be like then my Appetite was not princely 
got; for in Troth, I do now remember the poor Crea- 
ture, Smal EE Beer. But indeed theſe humble Confiderations 
make me out of love with my Greatneſs. What a Dil- 

grace is it to me to remember thy Name? or to know 
thy Face To-morrow ? or to take Note how many Pair 
of Silk Stockings thou haſt ? (vi. theſe, and thoſe that 
were the peach-colour'd ones ;) or to bear the Inventory 
of thy Shirts, as one for Superfluity, and one other for 

Uſe; but that the 'Tennis-court-keeper knows better than 

J, for it is a low Ebb of Linnen with thee, when thcu 

keepeſt not Racket there, as thou haſt not done a great 
3 while, becauſe the reſt of thy low Countries have made 4 
ſhift to eat up thy Holland. * And God knows whether 
thoſe that bawl 1 of the Ruins of thy Linnen ſhall inhe- 
rit his Kingdom; but the Mid wives ſay, the Children are 
not in the Fault, whereupon the World increaſes, and 
Kindreds are mightily ſtrengthened. 

Poins. How ill it follows, after you have labour'd ſo 
hard, you ſhould talk fo idly ? tell me how many good 
| young Princes ſhould do fo, their Fathers * ſo fick 
a as your's is. 


9 


8 P. Henry. Shall T tell thee one Thing, Poins ? 
Poins. Yes, and let it be an excellent good Thing. 
at P. Henry. It ſhall ſerve among Wits of no higher 


11. Breeding than thine. 
1 | Pons. 


Vis Period is ſupply'd out of the old Editim. 


*. * 
10 
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Pola. Go to; 5 1 ſtand the Puſh of ai one ie Thing 
that you'll tell. 


be ſad now my Father is cle; albeit I could tell to thee, 
| (as to one it pleaſes me for Fault of a better, to call my 
Friend) I could be fad and fad indeed too. 
Porns, Very hardly upon ſuch.a Subject. 
P. Henry. Thoù think'ſt me as far in the Devil's Book, 
ad thou and Fa/Jap, for Obduracy and Perſiſtency. Let 
the End try the 5 But I tell thee, my Heart blceds 
inwardly that my Father is ſick ; and keeping ſuch vile 
Company as thou art hath in Reaſon taken from me all 
_ -Ientation of Sorrow. | 
Point. The Reaſon ? 
P. Henry. What would'ſt thou think of me if I ſhould 
veep? 
Fern, Twould think thee a moſt princely Hypoctite. 
P. Henry. It would be every Man's Thought; and 
hou art a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks ; 
never a Man's Thought in the World keeps the Road. 
«way. better than thine ; 3 every Man would think me an 
Hypocrite indeed. And what excites your moſt Wor- 
wpful Thought to think ſo ? 
Pens. Why; becauſe you have been ſo lewd, and fo 
much ingraſted to Falltaff. 
| P. Henry. And to thee. 


can hear it with mine own Ears; the worſt they can 
lay of me is, that I am a fecond Brother, and that I am 
a proper Fellow of my Hands: And thoſe two Things 
I conteis I cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bar- 
2 1 b. 2 
Þ Heng. And.the Boy that I gave Falfiaꝶ; he had him 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee f the * Yan have not 
transform d him Ape. | 


SCENE V. 


Znter-Bardo! ph and "= 
Bard. Save your Grace, 
P. Henry. And your's, moſt noble Bardilþh, 
Poins. Come you pernicious. Aſs, you baſhfitl Fool, 


uſt you he NOT ? — bluſh you yow:? what a 
maideny 


P. Henry. Why I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſhould 


Poins. Nay, by this Light I am well ſpoken of, I 
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maidenly Man at Arms are you become? Ts it ſach-z 
Matter to get a Pottle-pot's Maiden-head? - 
Page. He'talFd me even now, ry Lord, through 2 
red Lattice, and I could diſcern no Part-of his Face from 
the Window; at laſt I*.py*d-his Eyes, and methought 
he had made two Holes in the Ale-wive's new Petticoat, 
and peep'd through. 
P. Henry. Hath not the Boy profited" ? 
Bard. Away, yeu whorſon upright Rabbet, away. 
_ _  /Page. Away you raſcally Althea's Dream, away. 
P. Henry. Inſtruct us, Boy, what Dream, Boy? 
Page. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream'd the was de 
liver'd of a Firebrand, and therefore Icall him her Dream 
P. Henry. A Crown's-worth of good Interpretation; 
there it is, Boy.  TGiwes him Money. 
Peins. O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from 
| Cankers : Well, there is Six-pence to preſerve thee. 
Bard. If you do not mike hir be hang d among you, 
915 the Gallows ſhall be wrong'd. 
: P. Henry. And how doth thy Maſter, Bardo/ph:: 2 
; Bard. Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Grace's 
; coming to Town. There's a Letter for you. 

P. Henry. Deliver'd with good Reſpect; and how Joth 
the Martlomas, your Maſter ? 

Bard. In bodily Health, Sir. 

Poins. Marry, the immortal Part needs a Phyſician; 
but that moves net him; though that be fick, it dies 
net. 

P. Henry. ] do allow this Wen to be as familiar with 
me as my Dag ; and holds tris Place; for look Fon hovy 

| he writes. 

Poins reads. Foha Falſtaff, Knight — every Man 
muſt know that, as oft as he hath Occaſion to name 

* himſelf: Even like thoſe that are kin to the King, for 
| they never prick their Finger but they ſay, there is ſame of 
the "King s Blood ppilt. How comes that? ſays he that takes 
upon him not to conceive: The Anſwer is as ready as a 
borrowed Cap; Tam the King's por Confen, Sir. 
P. Henry, Nay, they will be kin to us, but they will 
fetch it from Fapher. But to the Letter: Sir. Jobn 
. Ertlſtaff, Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt ps Father, 
5 Harry Prince of Wales, Greeting, 
M B 2 e Pein. 
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Poins. Why this is a Certificate. 

P. Hem 'y. Peace. 

Tarill imitate the honourable Romans in Brevity. | | 

Poins, Sure he means Brevity in Breath; Short-winded. 

{ commend me to thee, I commend thee and I en ther. Be | 

7:27 too familiar with Poins, for he miſinſes thy Favours þ 

mnuch, that he fevears thou art to marry his Sifter Nell. Re. 

pent at idle Times as thou may ft, and ſo Farewel. Mine, by 

ta ard no: Which is as much as to ſay, as thou uſeſ? * 3 
ſack Falſtaff aui? my Familiars: John with my Brothers 
ar Stjlers : And Sir John with all Europe. 

My Lord, 1 will ſteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
C al it. 

P. Henry. That's to make him eat twenty of his Word. 
But do you uſe me thus, Nea? muſt I marry your Sitter ? 

Point. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But | 

never {aid ſo. 

P. Henry. Well, thus we play the Fool with the Time, 
ard the Spirits of the Wiſe fit in the Clouds and en us: ” 
is your Maſter here in London? ; 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Where ſups he? Doth the old Boar feed in 
the old + Frank ? 

Bard. At the old Place, my Lord, in eue 

P. Henry. What. Company ? 

Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 

P. Henry. Sup any Women with him? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Mrs. richly, and 
Mrs. Dol Tearaſbeet. | 

P. Henry. What Pagan may that be ? 

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinſwoman 
of my Maſter's. _ 

P. Hemy. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heifersare to the 
Tow n. Bull. Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at Supper? 
Poinc. J am your Shadow, my Lord, Pl follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no Word to 
your Maſter that I am yet come to Town. There's for Fe 
your Silence. x 

Bard. I have no Tongue, Sir. In 
Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern K D 
P. Henry. Te 
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P. Henry, Fare ye well: Go. This Dol Tear freer 
ſhould be tome Road. 

Poins. I warrant you, 2s common as the Way between 
St. Abbans and Lon on. | 

P. Henry. How might we ſee Fa//aff beſtow himfeit 
To- night in his true Colours, and not ourſelves be ſcen? 

Poins. Put on two Leather Jerkins and Aprons, and 
wait upon him at his Table, like Drawers. 

P. Henry. From a God to a Bull? a heavy Declenſion. 
It was Fove's Caſe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low 
Transformation; that ſhall be inine: For in every 
Thing, the Purpoſe muſt weigh with the Folly. Follow 


me, Ned. „„ [Zxcunt. 
EE br 5 5 
Northumberland. 
Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, and 
Lady Percy. „ 


North. I pr'ythee loving Wife, and gentle D aughter 
Give even way unto my rough Affairs. = 
Put not you on the Viſage of the Times, 

And be like them to Percy, Troubleſome. p 

L. North. J have giv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will; Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 

North. Alas, ſweet Wife, my Honour 1s at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. | 

L. Percy. O yet for Heav'n's Sake go not totheſe Wars, 
The Time was, Father, that you broke your Word, 
When you were more endear'd to it, than now; 

When your own Perq, when my Heart dear Harry 
Threw many a Northward Look, to fee his Father 
Bring up his Pow'rs ; but he did long in vain ! 
Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at Home? | 
There were two Honours loſt ; your's and your Son's. 
For your's, may heay*nly Glory brighten it! 
For his, it ſtuck upon him as the Sun | 
In the grey Vault of Heav'n ; and by his Light 
Did all the Chivalry of England move 
To do brave Acts. He was indeed the Glaſs 
Wherein the noble Youth did dreſs themſelves. © 
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And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his Blemiſh, 
Became the Accents of the Valiant : 

For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, 

Wauld turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 

To ſeem like him. So that in Speech, in Gait, 


In. Diet, in Affections of Delight, 


In military Rules, humaurs of Blood, 

Me was the Mark and Glaſs, Copy and Book, 
That faſhion'd others. And him, wond'rous him! 
© Miracle of Men ! him did you Leave 

Ta look upon the hideous God of War 

m Diſadvantage, to abide a Field : 

Where nothing but the ſound of Hot-ur's Name 


Did ſeem defenfible : 80 you left him. 


Never, O never do his Ghoſt the Wrong, 

To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 

With others, than with him: Let them alone :. 

The Marſtal and the Archbiſhop are ſtrong. 

Had my ſweet Harry had but half their Numbers, 


"To-day might I (hanging on Horſpur's Neck) 


Have talk'd of Monmonth's Grave. 


_ * North, Beſhrew your Heart, 


Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me. 
With new lamenting antient Over-ſights. 

But: I muſt go and meet with Danger there; 

Or it will ſeek me in another Place, 

And find me worſe provided. * 

L.. North. Fly to Scotland, 1 


Pill that the Nobles and the armed Commons 


Have of their Puiſſance made a little Taſte. | 

L. Percy. If they get Ground and Vantage of the King, 
Then join you with them, like a Rib of Steel, 
To make Strength ſtronger. But for all our Loves, 
Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your Son: 
He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a Widow: | 
And never ſhall have Length af Life enough, 


To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 


* The twenty Py follewing Lines, are of theſe added by 


©” 
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That it may grow and ſprout as high as Heav' n, 
For Recordation to my noble Husband 
North. Come, come, go in with me; "tis with my 
1 Ya 
As with the Tide{well'd up unto his height, 
That makes a Still-land, running neither Way: 
Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 
But many thoufand Reaſons hold me backe: 
I will reſolve for Scotland; there am I 
Till Ti me and Vantage crave my Company. [ Fæeunt: 


SCENE VII. 
Tavern in Eaſtcheap. 


Euter tauo Drawers... 

r Draw: What the Devil haft thou SOS there ? 
Apple-Fohns ? thou know ſt Sir Joon cannot endure an 
Apple. Tobn. 

2 2 Draw. Mais! thou ſayeſt true 7 che prince once ſet 22 
Diſh of Apple- Johns before him, and told him there were 
f ve more Sir Febns; and putting off his Hat, ſaid, I will 
now take my Leave of theſe ſix dry, round old, wither'd 
N It anger d him to (ns Heart; but he hath get | 
that 5 
1 Drew: Why then cover, and ſet then down; and 
ſee if thou canſt find out Sneas Noiſe; Mrs. 7. car-ſpett | 
would fain hear, ſome Muſick. * Diſpateh the Room 
. where they ſupp'd is too hot, they'll come in ſtrait. 
. 2: Draw, Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Poins anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and 
Aprons, aud Sir Jom mutt not know of it. Bardo po 
| - hath brought Word. | 
I Draw. Then here will be old + Utis : It will be an 
excellent Stratagem.. * 
2 3 PiLſee if Lcan find out Sneaks [Exeurt, 
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Euter Hoſteſs and Dol. 
Hs oft. Sweet-heart, yy. now you are in an exce!- 
leit 
* This Peried i 15 Gow: ho fof 1 F 
I Utis, an old Word yet in uſt in ſome Countiet, fnifying, & 
merry Feſtival, from the French -Huir. 


* 
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the Breach with his Pike bent 
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lent good Temperality ; your Pulſide beats as extraordi. 
narily as Heart would defire; and your Colour, I war- 
rant you, is as Red as any Roſe ; but you have drank too 
much Canary, and that's a maryellous ſearching Wine; 


and it perfumes the Blood ere we can ſay, what's this. 
How do you now ? | ; 


Del. Better than I was: Hem. 


Ho. Why, that was well ſaid : A good Heart's worth , 


Gold. Look, here comes Sir Jabn. 
| Enter F 5 er 7 

Fal. When Arthur ff in Court empty the Jor- 
dan and was & worthy King : How now, Mrs. Del? 

Hoſt. Sick of a Calm: Vea, good ſooth. 

0 So is all her Sect, if * be once in a Calm, they 
are fi 

Del. You muddy Raſcal, is that all the Comfort you 


give me? 


Fal. Vou make fat Raſcals, Mrs Dol. 
Dal. I make them ! Gluttony and Diſeaſes make them, 
I make them not, 


Fal. Ifthe Cook make the Gluttony, 360 help: toimake 


the Diſeaſes, Dol; we catch of you, Dol, we catch of _ 
grant that, my poor Vertue, grant that. | 
Dol. Ay, marry, our Chains and our -"_—_ 


Fal. Your | Brooches; Pearls and Owckes : For $0 terre 


heavely, is to come halting off, you-know:3 to come off 
bravely, andeto Surgery 
bravely ; to venture upon the chargM Chambers bravely 


Heß. By my troth this is the old Faſhion: you two 


never meet but you fall to ſome Diſcord; you are both, in 


good troth, as rheumatick as two dry Tuaſts, you cannot 
one bear with another's Confirmities. What the good- year d 
one mult bear, and that muſt be you ; you are che weaker 


Veſſel, as they ſay, the emptier Veſſel. [7e Dol. 
Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear fuch a huge full 


Hogſhead? there's a whole Mercham's Venture of Bour- 
deaux ſtuff in him; you have not ſeen a Hulk better ſtuft 
in the Hold. Come, TIl be F riends with thee, Fack : 


e thou 
=” Brooches, Were Caine Gold LA Himes ore formerly 
aboul their necks, Oweheswere boſſes of Gold et xvith Diamonds. | 


| 935 Hang yourſelf, vo muddy Conger, * Four : 


thou art going to the Wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſe© 
thee again or no, there is no body cares. 


SCENE FX. 


Enter Drawer. 


Draw. Sir, Antient Piſtol is below, and would ſpeak 


with you. 

Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering Raſcal, let him not come 
hither ; it is the foul-mouth'd Rogue in England. 

Haft. If he ſwagger, let him not come here: No by 


my faith: I mult Jive amongſt my Neighbours, I'll no 


Swaggerers: I am in good name and fame with the very 
beſt; ſhut the Door, there comes no Swaggerers here: 
J have not liv'd all this while to have * now 3 
ſhut the Door, I pray you. . 

Tal. Doſt thou hear, Hoſteſs 
Hot. Pray you pacify yourſelf, Sir pa,, there comes 
no Swa gerers here. 

Fal. Doſt thou hear — it is mine Antient. 

He. Tilly-fally, Sir John, never tell me, your antient 
Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before Mafter 
Dll the Deputy the other Day; and as he ſaid to me 
it was no longer ago than Vedneſcdlay laſt Neighbour 
Quickly, ſays he; —— Maſter Domb our Miniſter was by 
then; neighbour Quickly, ſays he, receive thoſe 
that are civil; fer, ſaith he, you are in an ill name; now 
he ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon 3 for, ſays he, you are 
en honeſt Woman, and well thought on, therefore take 
heed what Gueſts you receive; receive, ſays he, ny Swag- 
gering Companions. —  — There come none here. 

ou would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, Vil no 
Swaggerers. 

Fal. He's no Swaggerer, Hoſteſs; a tame Cheater, i' 
faith; you ſtroke him as gently as a Puppey-grey- 
hound ; he will not ſwagger with a Barbery Hen, if her 
F eathers turn back in any Shew of Reſiſtance. Call him 
up, Drawer. 

Hoſt. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt Man 
my Houſe, nor no Cheater; but I do not love fwaggering 3 
Lam the worſe when one ſays, Swagger ; feel, aner = 
how I ſhake, look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, Hole, 95 | | 

B 3 Hall. 
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He. Do I? yea, in very Truth do I, as if it were an 
Aſpen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 9 
S 
Enter Piſtol, Bardolph. a Page. 

Pi. Save you Sir Fohr. | | Cr 
Fa]. Welcome, Antient Piſol. Here,  P://of, I charge 
vou with a Cup of: Sack; do you diſcharge upon mine 
Hoſteſs. | „ 
Pi. I will diſcharge upon her, Sir Tohn, with two 

Bullets. | 

Fal. She is Piſtol Proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend her. 
Hef. Come, PI drink no Procfs, nor no Bullets: I 
will drink no more than will do me good, for no Man's 
Pleaſure, I. 8 | Is 

Pig. Then to you, Miſtreſs Norethy, I will charge you. 

Del. Charge me II ſcorn you, ſcurvy Companion! what? 
you poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack- innen Mate; 
ay, you, mouldy Rogue, away, I am Meat for your 
Maſter. | - | | | 

Pift. I know you, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 

Del. Away, you cut-purſe. Raſcal, you filthy Bung a- 
way 3 by this Wine, Pl thurſt my Knife in your mouldy 
Chaps if you play the ſaucy Cuttle with me. Away you 
bottle-ale Raſcal, you basket-hilt Rale Jugler you. Since 
when, I pray yau, Sir? what, with two Points on your 
Shoulder? much. 1 
Pig. T will murder your Ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Piſol; I wou'd not have you go off 
kere; diſcharge yourſelf of our Company, Piſſol. 

Hof. No, good Captain P:/c/; not here, ſweet Captain. 
Dol. Captain thou abominable damn'd Cheater, art 
thou not aſham'd to be call'd Captain? if Captains were of 
my mind they would truncheon you out for taking their 
Names upon you, before you have earn'd them. You 
a Captain ! you Slave! for what? for tearinga poor Whores 
Ruffin a Bawdy-Houfe ? he a Captain! hang him, Rogue, 
he lives upon mouldy ftew'd Prunes and dry'd Cakes. A 
Captain ftheie Villains will make the Word Ca eu as 

£: | | 30us 


* Zis is from the old Edition, 1600, 
Þ out of the eld Edition, : 


my, > „ 


, PG 


had need look to it. 


Compare with Cæſar, and with Cannibal, 


I pray be quiet. 
give me ſome Sack. 5.7 fortuna me foreentes erat me 


Fear we Broadfides 7 ? No, et the Fiend give Fire: 
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edious as che the Word Occupy ;. which was an excellenꝝ 
good Word be fore it was ill ſorted : Therefore Captains. 


Bard. Pray thee go down, abod Antien®- 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs-Dol/. 

Pi. Not I: F tell the what Corporal Bardolph, Tr: : 
could tear her: Tl be reveng'd on her. | 

Page. Pray thee go down. 

Piſt. Lil ee her damn'd firſt : To Nluto's damned Lake, 
to the infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alſo. 
Hold Hook and Line, ſay I : Down. Down Dogs, down 


Fates: Have we not MHiren here? 


Hoſt: Good Captain Pzeſel.be quiet, it is very late: L. 
beſcech you now, aggravate not your Choler. 
Pit. Theſe be good Humours indeed. Shall Pack-horſes 
And hollow-pamper'd Jades of Agfa, 
Which cannot go but thirty Miles a Day, 


And Trojan Greehsm? Nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberas, and let the Welkin roar: 
Shall we fall foul for Toys; 
Heft..By my Troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter Words. 
Bard. Be gone, good Antient : This will grow to a 
Brawl anon. 
Pi. Die Men, like e give Crowns like Pins: 
have we not Hiren here? 
Ho. On my Word, Captain; there's none ſuch here. 
What the Good-year'? Do you think : would deny Her 2 - 


Pat. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipom come, 


contents. 


(ive me ſome Sack: And Sweetheart, lie thou there: 
Come we to full Points here; and are & cætera's nothing ? oy 
Fal. Piſtol, I would be quiet. F 
Pi. Sweet Knight, I kiſs thy i Neif; 3. what! we” : 
have ſeen the ſeven Stars. 2 
Dol. Thurſt him down Stairs, L-cannot endure ſuch 2 4 
B 6 Pigs = 
* Neif Hun Nativa, 1. e. A Woman Slave thit is barn” | 
in-me's Houſe. He would 47% Dol. * 
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e Second Part of 
Piſt. Thruſt him down Stairs, know we not galloway | 


_ Nags? 


Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a ſhove- -groat 
Shilling: Nay; if he do nothing but n W he 
iball be nothing here. = 

Bard, Come, get you down Stairs. 

Pit. What ſhall we have Inciſion p Shall we embrew? ! 
Then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful Days: 
Why then let grevibus, ghaſtly, gaping Wound, untwine 
the Siſters three: Come, Atropos, Tay. . 

Hoft. Here's goodly Stuff toward: | 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Del. I pr'ythee, Fach, I pr 'ythee do not draw. 

Fal. Get you down Stairs. 

[Draaving, and driving Piſtol out, 

Ho oft. Hero? SA good Tumult; I'H forſwear keeping 
Houſe, before I' be in theſe Tirrits and Frights. So mur- 


ther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up Fm naked 


Weapons, put up ycur naked Weapons. i 

Dal. I pr'ythee, Fact, be quiet, the Raſcal i Oo gone: 
Ah you Whorſon, little valiant villain you. 

Hof. Are you not hurt i' th*Groin ? Methonght] he made 
a ſhrew'd Thruſt at your Belly. 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of Doors? 
Bard. Yes, Sir, the Raſcal's drunk : You bave wk thim, 
Sir, in the Shoulder. | 

Fal. A Rafcal to brave me? 8 

Dol. Ah, you ſweet little Rogue you: 8 poor Ape, 
bow thou fweat'lt ? Come, let me wipe thy Face 
come on you Whorſon Chops—ah Rogue, I love thee 
thou art a5 valorous as Hectar of Troy, worth fie of Aga- 
memnon; and ten Times better than the nine W orthies : : 


"A Villain! 


Ful. A raſcally Stave! IT will tos the e ina Blanket. 
Del. Do if than dar for thy Heart: If thou dot, Pl 
Canraks thee between a Pair of Sheets. 
. "Bneer Muſick. 
"26 e. The Muſick i is come, Sir. 
Tal. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Knee, - Del. 
A 3 bragging Slave The Rogue fled from mne hike. 
uitk-filver. 
Dol I faith and thou Followide Hoi ke” a: . 
1 


King Henry IV. 39 
thou whorſon little tydie Bartholomew Boar-pig, when 


wilt thou leave fightin gon Days, and foyning on Nights, 
and begin to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? 


SCENE AL 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins diſgnis'd. 
FT Fal. Peace, goed Dol, do not ſpeak like a Death's-head: 
Do not bid me remember mine End. 
Dol. Sirrah, what Humour is the Prince of? 
Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow : He would have 
made a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well. 
Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 
Fal. He a good Wit? Hang him, Baboon, his Wit is 
as thick as Tewksbury Muſtard : There is no more Conceit 
in him, than is in a Mallet. 
Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then ? 
Ful. Becauſe their Legs are both of a Bigneſs: Aud he 
plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, and 
drinks off Candles End fo Flap Dragons, and rides the 
wild Mare with the Boys, and jumps upon Joint Stools, 
and ſwears with a good Grace, and wears his Boot very 
ſmooth like unto the Sign of the Leg, and breeds no Bate 
with telling of diſcreet Stories; and fuch other gambol 
Faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak Mind and an able 
| Body, for the which the Prince admits him: For the 
Prince himſelf is fuch another: The Weight of an Hair 
will turn the Scales between their Averdupoic. 
25 P. Henry. Would not this Nave of a Wheel have his 
Ears cut off? © 
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Poing. Let us beat him defore his Whore. | 
P. Henry. Look, if the wither'd Elder hath not his 
Poll claw'd like a Parrot. 
. Pons, Is it not ſtrange that Defire ſhould fo many years 
N out. live Performance? 
| Fal. Kiſs me, Dol. 
. Henry. Saturn and Pens this Year * Conjunttion! 
What ſays the Almana ck to that? 

Poins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon iis Man be 
not tifping to 5 — s old Tables, His Note book, his 
Counfel-kee 

Fal. Th Jen s e me flattering Buffes. 

Dol. By my Troth Thif therewith oft conftantkfeatt. 
; 5 - Fal, 
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40 "The Second” Part g, 
Fal. J am old, Iam old. 


Dal. I love thee better than I love ger a feursy young 
Boy of them all. 


A What tuff wilt thou have & Kigtle of ? Tſhall re. 
ceive Money on Thar /day: Thou ſhalt have a Cap To-mor- 


row. Azmerry Song, come: It grows late, we will to 
Bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 


Del. By my Troth thou wilt ſet me a Weeping if thoy 
fay' ſt ſo : Prove that. ever Idreſs N handſome till thy 
Well, hearken the End. 

Fal. Some Sack, Francis. 
P. Henry. Poins. Anan; anon,. "0 EY 
Kal. Ha! A Baſtard Son of the King's! And art not 


chou Poins his Brother? 


P. Henry. Why, thou Globe of ſinful Contiments, What 
a Life daſt thou lead? 


Fal. A better than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art. 


a Drawer. 

P. Henry. Very true, Sir: band Icome to draw you out 
by the Ears. 
| l. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy. ſtood Grace. Wel. 
come to Lende, Now Heav'n bleſs that ſweet Face of 
thine : What, are you come from Wals? 

Fal. Thou whorſon made compound of Majeſty, by 
this light Fleſh and r Blood, thou art welcome. 


[Leaning his Hand upon Dol. 


Dol. How ! You fat F odl, 1 ſcorn; you. 


. Poins. My Lord, he will drive you out of yourRevenge,. 


and tarn all to a Merriment, if you take not the Heat, 

P. Henry. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely 
did you ſpeak of me even now,.. before this honeſt, vir- 
tuous, civil Gentlewoman ? 

Hof. Nleſſing on your good Heart, and ſo ſhe i is * my 
Troth. ; 

Fal. Did'ſt thou hear me? | 

P. Henry. Ves; and you knew me as you did when you 
ran away by Cadi bill, you knew I was at your Back, 
and ſpoke it or- Purpoſe to try my Patience. 


Fal. No, no, no; not io ; 1 did not think thou 8 


within hearing. 
P. Henry. I fhall FO you then to. ah the wilful 


Ae, — then I.know how. to handle. l K 1 
33 
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Fal. No Abuſe, Hal, on my Honour, no Abuſe. 

P. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me Pantler, 
and Bread-chipper, and I know not what? 

Tal. No Abuſe, Hai: 

Poins. No Abule ! 

Fe al. No Abuſe, N, d in the World; 3 Ned, none. 

Idiſprais'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked might 
not fall in Love with him z in which doing, I have.done 
the Part of a careful Friend,, aud true Subject, and. thy 
Father is to give me Thanks for! it. No Abuſe, Hal, none, 
Neil, none; no, Boys, none. 

P. Henry. See now whether pure Fear and entire Cow- 
ardiſe doth not make thee wrong this virtuous Gentle. 
woman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the Wicked? Is thine 
Hoſteſs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick 
ed? or honeſt Bardo/ph, .whoſe Zeal burns in his Noſe, 
of the Wicked ? 

Poins. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, 8 

Fal. The Fiend hath prickt down: Bardolph irrecovera- 
ble, and his Face is Lacefer's Privy-kitchen, where he 
doth nothing but roaſt Mault- worms: For the Boy, there 
is a good Angel about him, but the Devil ꝑ out-bids him too. 

P. Henry. For the Women ;. | 

Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and burns 

or Souls : For the other, I owe her Money; ; and whe- 
ther ſhe be damn'd for that, I know not. 

Heft. No, I warrant you. f 

Fal. No I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there is another Indictment upon thee, 
for ſuffering Fleſh to be eaten in thy Houſe, . contrary ta. 
the Law, 157 the which I think thou wilt howl. 

Hoft. All Victuallers do ſo: What is A of Mutton 
er two in a whole Lent? 

P. Henry. You, Gentlewoman. 
Dol. What ſays your Grace? 


Fal. His Grace ſays, that which his Fleſh rebels againſt. 
Hoſt. Who knocks ſo loud at Door ; Look to the Daor. 


there, Fr ancis... 


t In dhe feſt Edition it is the Devil binds him too. - 
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The Second Part of 
SCE > Fe XII. 


Enter Pete. 


P. Henry. Peto, how now ? What News? 

| Pero. The King your Father is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied Poſts 
Come from the North ; and as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen Captains, 

| Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the Taverns, | 

And asking every one for Sir John Falfaf. K 
F. Henry, By Heav*n, Poins, I feel me much to o blame, | 
80 idly to profane the precious Time; | 


When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South * 
Born With black Vapour, doth be in to melt H. 
And drop upon our bare anarmed Heads. A 
Give me my OG, and Cloak: Fal . good Night. 10 
T Errtunt Prince and Poins. 8 
Fal. Now Comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of the Night, « 
and we muſt hence,” and leave it unpickt. More knock- =” 
* * the Door? How now? what's the Matter ? « 
Bard. Vou muſt Away to Court, Sir, Preſently: A do- 40 
zen Captains ſtay at Door for you, _ 40 
Fal. Pay the Muficians, Sirrah: Farewel Hoſteſs, fare- 10 
wel Dol. You ſee, my good Wenches, how Men of Me- T 
rit are ſought after; the Undeſerver may fleep, when the 10 
Man of Action is called on. Farewel, good Wenches; if 10 
J be not fent away Poſt, I will fee you again, ere J go. „% 
Dol. J cannot ſpeak, if my Heart be not ready to burſt 4% 
well, ſweet Jack, have a Care of thyſelf. 4 
Fal. Farewel, farewel. THz. 4% 
He. Well, fare thee well: T have known thee theſe % 
twenty nine Vears, come Peſcod time; but an honeſter 4% 
and truer-hearted Man well, fare thee * 44 
Bard. Mrs. Tear-ſheet.. © | « * 
- Hope. What's the Mawr? % 
Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Fear ſheet | come to my y Mater "SM « | 
Haff. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dal. [Excunt. ” 
. Ms | & , 
: ; 16 
ACT 


_—_ HENRY IV. 


ACT: M. s eENE I. 1 

| 1 
Emter King Henry in his Night.gown, with a Page. |: 5 

K. Henry. 7 O, call the Earls of Surry and of Warecick 3 15 
But ere they come, bid them o er- read it 

. : theſe Letters, 18 

And well conſider af them: Make good Speed. [ Exit Page. 1 
How many Thouſands of my — Subjects 1 
Are at this Hour aſleep! G gentle Sleep, V 
« Nature's foft Nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 1 
% That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye lids down, 18 
„And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetfulneſs ? | q 
% Why rather, Sleep, ly thou in ſmoakæy Cribs, 1 
«« Upon uneafy Pallets firetching thee, 8 


And huſht with buzzing Night- flies to thy Humber 3 
Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great, 
« Under the Canopies of coſtly State, © 
« And. fuld with Sounds of ſweeteſt Melody ? 


2 


—— 
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« O thou dull God, why ly thou with the Vile 
« In loathfome Beds, and jeav'ſt the kingly Couch 1 
« A Watch-cafe, er a common Larum bell? N vl 
« Wilt thou upem the high and giddy Maſt, kN 
e Seal. up the-thip-boy's Eyes, and rock his Brains, i. } 
« In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge; | if fl 
« And in the Viſitation of the Winds, . ö 1 
«© Who cake the Raſkin Billows by the Top. — 
« Curling their monſtrous Heads and hanging them | in 
« With deaf'ning Clamours in the ſlip'ry-Shrouds, il 
That with the Hurley, Death itſelf — ? 118 
« Can'ſt thou, O partial — give thy Repoſe 10 
© To the wet Sea-boy in an Hour ſo rude ? 1 
«© And in the calmeſt her the ſtilleſt Night, 1 
With all — and Means to boot, 16 
«- Deny -— 


44 The Second Part f 


Deny it to a King ? Ther happy low! Lye down; ; 
Uneaſy lies the Head that wears a Crown. | 


* SCENE H. 


Enter Warwick and Surrey. 
War. Many good-morrows to xour Majeſty, 
3 Henry. Is it good-morrow, Lords? 
Aar. Lis one o Clock, and-paſt.. - 
K. Henry. Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords: 
Have you read o'er the Letters that I ſent you? 
Far. We have, my Liege. | 
EK. Hemy. Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom, 
How foul it is; what rank Diſeaſes grow, 
And with what Danger,. near. the Heart of it. 
War. It is but as a'Body, yet diſtemper'd,.. 
Which to its former Strength may be reſtored;. 
With good Advice and little Medicine ? 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoon becool'd. 
K. Henty. Oh Heav'n that one might read che Book 
of Fate, 10 
And ſee the Revolution of the Times IP; 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent 
Weary of ſolid F irmneſs, melt itfelf | 
Into the Sea; and other Times, to fee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptune s Hips: How Chances mock 
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration 
With divers Liquors. O, if this were ſeen, 
The happieſt Youth viewing his Progeſs through, 
What Perils paſt, what Croſſes to enſue, 
Wou'd ſhut the Book, and fit him down and die. 
'Tis not ten Years fince Richard and Northumberland 
Did Feaſt together; and in two Years after 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight Years ſince 
This Percy was the Man neareſt my Soul,. 
Wha, like a Brother, toil'd in my Affairs 
And laid his Love and Life under my Foot; 
Yea for my Sake ev'n to the Eyes of Richard 
Gaye him Defiance. Which of you was by ? 


(You, FREY Nevil,. as I may 218 [70 gre ie 
When 


_ 


aa Theſe four Verfes are fupply'd from the Edition of 1000. 
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Ihen check'd and rated by Northumberland, 


Did ſpeak theſe Words, now prov'd a Prophecy. 


Northumberland, thou Ladder by the which 
My Coufin Bo/zngbroke aſcends my Throne: 


(Though then, Heav'n knows, I had no ſuch Intent. 


But that Neceſlity ſo bow'd. the State, 
That JI and Greatneſs were compell'd to Kiss). 


«, The Time ſhall come, (thus did he follow it,) 
„ The Time will come, that foul Sin gathering Head, 


6 Shall break into Corruption : So went on, 
Fore-telling this fame "Time's Condition, 
And the Divition of our Amity. 


When Richard with his Eye brim-ſull of Tears, 


[3 . 
LI 
i 5 A 
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Mar. There is a Hiſtory in all Men's Lives, 


Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas'd ;. 
The which obſery'd, a Man may propheſy 


Wich a near Aim, of the main Chance of Things 


As yet not come to-Life, which in their Seeds 
And weak Beginnings lie intreaſured. 


Such Things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 15 


And by the neceſſary Form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect Gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe to him, 


Would of that Seed grow to a greater Falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a Ground to. Root upon, 


Unleſs on yau. 


K. Henry. Are theſe Things then Neceſlities S. 


Then let us meet them like Neceſſities ; 


And that ſame Word even now cries out on us: 


They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty Thouſand ftrong. 
Mar. It cannot be:. 


Rumour doth double, like the Voice and Recho, 
The Numbers of the Fear'd. Pleaſe it your Grace 


To go to Bed. Upon my Life, my Lord, 

Ihe Pow'rs that you already have ſent. forth 

Shall bring this Prize in very eaſily. 

'To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 

A certain Inſtance that G/erdowwer is dead. 

Your Majeſty hath been this Fortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd Hours per force muſt add 

Unto your. Sickneſs. . | 


K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. I will take your Counſel : 
And were theſe imvard Wars once out of Hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. { Ex:ur;. 


SCENE III. 
The COUNTRY. 


Fater Shallow aud Silence, 
Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf 


Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
Hand, Sir; an early Stirrer by the Rood. And how 
Doth my good Couſin Silence ? | | 

Sil. Good morrow, good Couſin Shallow, 

Shal. And how dot 
. your faireſt Daughter, and mine, my God-daughtec 

en P Fe; ; 

S:7. Alas, a black ouzel Coufin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my Couſin il. 
liam is become a good Scholar; he is at Oxyd ſtill is he 
not ? | +4 5 | 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my Coſt. - 

S')bal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhortly : I 
was once of Cimers Inn; where, I think, they will 
talk of mad Sha/hwyet. | 

S:/. You were call'd luſty SHallu then, Couſin. 

Shal. F-wes <alPd any thing, and I would have done 
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, 
and little Fob: Doit of Stafford/bire, and black George 
Bare, and Francis Pickbone, amd Will. Squeele a Cot swwold 
Man, you had not four ſuch Swing-bucklers in all the 
Inns of Court again; and I may ſay to you, we knew 
where the Bona-Roha's were, and had the beſt of them all 
at Commandment. Then was Fact Falſtaff (now Sir 
Jobn, Boy) a Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nor fol. 

Sil. This Sir Fohn, Confin, that comes hither anon a- 
bout Soldiers ? - 9 


Shal. The fame Sir John, the very fame : I ſaw him 
break Scheggan's Head at the Court-gate, when he was a 
Crack, not thus high; and the very ſame Day I did fight 

. WIC“ 
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＋ the Rood, i. e. the Croſs. 


uſtices 3 avith Mouldy, 


my Coufin, your  Bed-fellow ? 
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reer 47 
vith one Sampſon Stockfi/p, a F luiterer, behind Grays-Iur. 

O the mad Days that I have ſpent ! And to ſee how ma 

ny of mine old Acquaintance are dead ? 

Sil. We ſhall all follow, Couſin. 

Sal. Certain, 'tis certain, very ſure, very ſure: Death 
as the Pſalmiſt faith) is certain to all, all ſhall die. How 
a good Yoke of Bullocks at Stamford Fair? 

Si. Truly, Couſin I was not there. 


Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your Town 


living yet ? 


Sil. Dead Sir, 

Shal. Dead ! See, ſee, he drew a good Bow ; and dead 
He ſhot a hne Shoot. Fohn of Gaunt loved kim well, and 
betted much Money on his Head. Dead ! He would have 
clapt in the Clowt at twelve Score, and carried you a fore- 


hand Shaft a fourteen and fourteen and a half, that it 


would have done a Man's Heart good to fee. How a Score 
of Ewes now ? 
S:]. Thereafter as they be: A Score of good Ewes may 


he worth ten Pounds. 


Hal. And 1 is old Double dead ? 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Bardolph and Page. 
$:/. Here comes two of Sir Fohn Faltaff's Men, as 1 
think. 
Sha]. Good morrow, honeſt Gentlemen. 
Bard. ] beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow ? 
Shal. I am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 
County, one of the King's Juſtices of the Peace: What 


- is your good Pleaſure with me ? 


Bard. My Captain, Sir, commend him to you : My 


Captain Sir John Fajfaff; a tall Gentleman by Heav' al 


And a molt gallant Leader. 
Shal. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a x good 


Back- word Man. How doth the good Knight? May 1 


ak how my Lady his Wife doth ? ; 
Bard. Sir, pardon, a Soldier is better accommodated 
than with a Wife. 


Mal. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid indeed, 
too: Better accommodated it is good, yea indeed is 


it; good Phraſes ſurely are, and every where, very com- 
mendable. 
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mendable. Accommodated 
very good, a good Phraſe. 
Bard. Pardon me Sir, T have heard the Word. Phraſe, 
call you it? By this Day I know not the Phraſe : 
But I will maintain the Word with my Sword, to be a 
Seldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding good Com- 
mand. Accommodated, that is, when a Man is as they 
ſay, accommodated ; or, when a Man is, being where 


it comes of Accomodo; 


by he may be thought to be accommodated, which is an 


excellent 'Thing. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Falſtaff. 


Sbal. It is very Jult:: Look, here comes good Sir Fehr, 


Give me your Hand, give me your Worthip's good Hand, 
'Eruſt me, you look well, and bear your Years very well. 
Welcome, good Sir John. 

Fal. J am glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shallow : Maſter Sare-card, as 1 think ? 

Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Silence; ; in Com- 
miſſion with me. 

Fal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould be 
of the Peace. 

Sz]. Your good Workkip i is welcome. 

Fal. Fie, this is hot Weather, Gentlemen, have you 
provided me here half a Dozen of ſufficient Men? 

Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit? 

Fal. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. 

'Shal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll? Where's 
the Roll? Let me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee : So, ſo, ſo, 
ſo: Yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Moulay: Let them appear 
as I call: Let them do ſo, let them "do ſo. Let me fee, 
where is. Mouldy.? 

Maas. Here, if it pleaſe you. 


Sal. What think you, Sir Fobn? A good limb'd Fel- 


low : Young, ſtrong, and of good Friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Du. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Fal. Tis the more Time thou wert us'd, 

Sbal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent i' faith. Things that 
are mouldy, Jack uſe : Very — good. Well ſaid, 
ah Eo u, very well ſaid. 5 
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Fal. Prick him. 
Meul. I was prick'd well enough before, if ou could 14 
have let me alone; my old Dame will be undone now 
for one to do Husbandry, and her Drudgery ; you need 
not have prick'd me, there are other Men fitter to $9 1 
out than 1. 1 
Tal. Go to: Peace Molch, you ſhall go. Moulay, it | | 
is time you were ſpent. 
Meul. Spent ? 
Sal. Peace; Fellow, Peace; ſtand aſide; know you 
where yau are? for the other, Sir Fobn. Let me ſee: 
Sion Shadow. 
Tal. Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: he's like 
to be a cold Soldier. 
_ ' Shal. Where's Shadow ? 
Shad. Here, Sir. 
| Tal. Shadow, whoſe Son art thou : 

Shad. My Mother's Son, Sir. 

Fal. Thy Mother's Son! like Ee, 5 and- * Fa- 
ther's Shadow : So the Son of the Female is the Shadow 
of the Mate; it is often ſo indeed, but not of the Fa- 
ther's Subſtance. 

Sal. Do you like him, Sir Fohn? 
Fal. Shadow will ſerve for a Summer; prick him; for 
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4 we have a Number of Shadows to fill up the Muſter- bock. | | 
: Shal. Thomas Wart. 1 
Fal. Where's he? ' | | x 

Wart. Here, Sir. vn 

. | Fel. Is thy Name Fart? | | i 
. Wart. Yes, Sir. | i f 
js Fal. Thou art a very ragged Wart 1 


Sha]. Shall J prick him down, Sir John? 5 | 

Tal. It were ſuperfluous ; for his Apparel is built upon i 

his Back, and the whole Frame ſtands upon Pins: Prick 

z him no more. | | 

| Shal. Ha, ha, ha; you can. do it, Sir; vou can do it: | 

1commend you well. Francis Feeb/e. | | 
_ Feeble. Here, Sir. 


Shal. What Trade art thou, Feebles | 9 
+ Feeble. A Woman's Taylor, Sir. | 1 
1 Spal. Shall I prick him, Sir? 4 
: Fal. You may; but if he had been a Man's Taylor ba ' if 


7 would 8 | 1 
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| oaks have prick d you. Wilt thou make as many 
Holes in an Enemy's Battle, as thou haſt done in a Wo 
man's Petticoat? 

Feeble. will do my Good-will, Sir; you can hve no 


more. 


Fal. Well ſaid, good Woman' sTaylor ; ; well ſaid, hs 


rageous Feeble; thou wilt be as Valiant as the wrathfu] 
Dove, or moſt magnanimous Mouſe. Prick the Wo. 
man's Taylor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shall, 

Feeble. 1 would Wart might have gone, Sir, 

Fal. J would thou wert a Man's Taylor, that thou 
might'ſt mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of ſo 
many Thouſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feed. 

- Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. 

Fal. J am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is 
the next? 

Shal. Peter Bulcal, P of the Green. 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Baleal 

Bul. Here, Sir, | 


Fal. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come with 'n me Bl. 


calf, till he roar again. 

Bul. Oh good my Lord Ciptelin; 

Fal. What, doſt thou roar before thou art pricke? 

Zul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed Man. 

Tal. What Diſeaſe haſt thou ? ; 

Bul. A whorſon Cold, Sir ; a Cough, Sir, which I 
ctught with ringing in the King's Affairs, upon his Co- 
ronation Day, Sir. 

Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown ; we 
will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch order that 


thy Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all ? 


"Shal. There is two more called than your Number, you 


muſt have but four here, Sir; and fo, * you, go in 


with me to Dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry Dinner. I am glad to fee you, in good Trath, 
Mafter Shallow. 


Shal. O, Sir Johr, do you remember fi ince we lay all 


Night in the Wind-will in St. George's Fields? 
Fal. No more of that, good 82 Shatloxe, no more 
of that. 
Shal. 


} 


;  #*#@ HENRY IV. 51 
Shal. Ha! it was a merry night. And is Jane Nigbt- 

) w.rk alive 7 125 8 

| Fal. She lives, maſter Shao . 

SHal. She never could away with me. 


| Tal. Never, never: ſhe would always ſay ſhe could 
not abide maſter Shall-w. 


- kd 
4 


| - Shal. By the mas | could anger her to the heart: ſhe | 
was then a Pona-roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 4 
| Fal. Old, old, maiter Shallow, 1 
: Shal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, the cannot chuſe but be j al 
| od; certain ſhe's od, and had Robin Night- work by old | 1 
N:ght-werk, before 1 came to Clement's Inn. 1 
dil. That's fifty five Years ago. 1 
Shal. Hah, couſin Silence, that thou hadſt {en that, 1 
that this knight and 1 have ſeen; hah, Sir John, {aid I | 
well 2 

Ful. We have heard the chimes at midnight, Maſter ö 
Shallow. LE al 
1 - 3 i 
Shal, That we have, that we have, in faith Sir John 1 

we have; our Watch word was hem- boys. Come, let's 

to dinner; Oh the days that we have ſeen! come, come. 

Hul. Good maſter corporate Bardolph ſtand my friend, 

and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French crowns for 

vou: in very truth, Sir, L had as lief be hang'd, Sir, as 


go; and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, but 
rather becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine own part, have 
a deſire to ſtay with my friends, elſe, Sir, I did not care 
for mine own part lo much. 

Bard. Go to; ſtand alide. 

ied. And good maſter corporal captain, for my old 
dame's fake ſtand my jriend : ſhe hath no body to do any 
thing about her when Jam gone, and ſhe's old ard can» 
not help her ſelf ; you ſhall have forty, Sir. 

Hard, Go to; ſtand aſide. 

Freble. J care not, a man can die but once; we owe 
God a death, I will never bear a bale mind: if it be my 
ceſtiny, ſo: if it be not, ſo. No man is too good to 
ferve his Prince; and let it go which way it will, he that 
cies this year is quit for the next. | 

Bard, Well ſaid, thou art a good fellow, 

Feeble, Faith | will bear no baſe mind. 

Fal, Come, Sir, which men ſhall I haye ? 
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Sal. Four of which you pleaſe, | 
Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have three pourd to 


Fal. Go to: well, | | : 


Shel. Come, Sir John, which four will you have 2 
Fal. Do you cbule tor me. | 


Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feebie and Shadi w. 


Fal. Mculdy and Bulcalf : for you, Meuldy, ſtay at 


home till you are paſt ſervice z and for your part, Bulcal), 


grow tit] you come unto it: I will none of you. _ 

Shel. Sir Join, Sir J hn, do not your ict wrong, they 
are your likelieſt men, and I would have you tery'd with 
the beſt. | | 

Fal. Will you tell me, maſter Shallow, how to chule a 
man ? care [| for the limb, the thewes, the ſtature, bu k 
and big ſemblance of a man? give me the ſpirit, maiter 
S»illow. Here's Vart, you ſee what a ragged appearance 


it is: he ſhall charge you and dilcharge you with the mo- 


tion of a pewrerer's hammer; come off ard on, twiſter 
than he that gibbets on the. brewer's bucket. And thi; 
tame half- fac d fellow Shad. w, give me this man, he preſents 


no maik to the enemy, the fo-man may with as greac 


aim level at the edge of a penkvife : and, for a retreat, 
how {wiftly will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run of, 


O give me the ipare men, and ſpare me the great ores. 


Put me a ÞF caliver irto II art s hard, Bard. 1ph. 
Bard. Hold, Wart, traverſe, thus, thus. 
Ful. Come, manage we ycur caliver: fo, very well, 
go to, very good, exceeding good, O give me always a 
little, lean, old, chopt, bald ſhot. Well laid, Fart, thou 


art a good ſeab; hold there's a teſter for thee, | 


Shal. He is not his craſt- maſter, he doth not do it riaht. 


J remember at Mile-End Green, waen I lay at Clements 


Inn, I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's ſhow, there was 
a little quiver ſellow, and he would manage you his piece 
thus; and he weuld abgut, and about, and come you in, 
and come you in: rah, tah, tah, would he ſay; bounce, 
would he lay, and away again would he go, and again 
would he come: I ſhall never ſee ſuch a fellow. 


tal. 


+ A Jarge Cun. 


Fal. 
keep ) 


words 


vou; 
{oldie 
Sha 
Fairs, 
Let 91 
will v 
Fa! 
She 


Fa 


men a 


I a9 { 
old n 
hath 
his y 
and e 
er th: 
Inn, 
V he 
ked r 
knife 
thick 
fam: 
call' 
the 
buſy 
they 
this 
lv of 
him 
the 
amo 
Can 
him 
treb 
and 
retu 


| 
T 


0 


mm _ 4 


King HENRY IV. 83 
al. Theſe fellows will do well. Maſter Shallow, Gol 
keep you; farewel, maſter S/lence. I will not uſe many 
words with you, fare you well, gentlemen both. I tha; k 
you, I mult a dozen mile to-night. Bardo hb, give the 
loldiers coats. 7 ES 3 | 
Sbal. Sir John, heaven bleſs you, and proſper. your af- 
fairs, and ſend us peace. As you return, viſit my houſe, 
Let our old acquaintance be renewed : peradyenture L 
will with you to the court. 
Fal. I would you would, miſter Shallow, dT 
Shal. Go to: J have ſpoke ata word. Fare you well. 
5 Exjt 
Fal. Fare you well, gentlemen. On, Barchlph, a the 


men away. As I return, 1 will fetch off thete juftices.: 


Ido ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow, How ſubje& we 
old men are to this vice of lying! this ſame ſtarv'd Juſtice 
bath done nothing but prated to m2 of the wildneſs of 
his yonth, and the feats he hath done about Turnzal-ſtreet ; 
and every third word a lye, more du!y paid to the hcar- 
er than the Turk's tribute, I do remember him at Clemens 
Inn, like a man made after ſupper of a cheeſe-paring. 
Mhen he was naked he was for all the world liks a ter- 
ked radiſh, with a head fantaltically carv'd upon it wich a 
knife, He was ſo forlorn, that his dimenſions to ary 
thick fight were inviſible. He was the very G-mzzs ot 
famine, || yet leacherous as a Monkey, and the whores 
cal'd him Mandrake: he came ever in the rereward ct 
the faſhionz and furg thoſe tunes to the over- ſchuteht 
hulwiyes that he heard the carmen whiitle, and tware 
they were his Fanctes, or kis Gord-nights. And now is 
this Fice's dagger become a Squire, and talks as famiiar- 
lv of John of Gaant, as if he had been ſworn brother to 
him: and I'll be ſworn he never ſaw him but once in 
the Tilt-yard, and then he broke his head for crc uding 
amarg the Marſhal's men. IT ſaw it, and told J or 
Uaunt he beat his own name, for you might have truſs d 
him and all-his apparel into an Eebskin: the cale of 4 
treble kobay was a manſion for him; and now hath he lane 
and beeves. Well, I will bs acquainted with him, if 1 
return; and it ſhall go hard but I will make h'm a phi- 
| f 53 lotopher s 
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loſopher's two ſtones to me. If the yeung Dace he 
bait for the old Pike, I {ze no Reaſon in the law of n. 
ture but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, and there 
an end. | | [ Exeun 
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olevile. 

HAT is this foreſt call/d > 

Haſt. *Tis Gaultree foreſt. | 
Terk. Here ſtand my lords, and fend: diſcoverers forth, 
To know the numbers of our enemies. | 

Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 

Tork, Tis well done. 7 

My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 
J muſt acquaint you, that I have received 
New-dated letters from Northumberland; 
Their cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus: 
How he doth wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 


Enter the Archbiſhop of York, Mowbray, Haſtings, an 


Nrk, 


As might hold ſortance with his quality, 


The which he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 


That your attempts miy over live the hazard 
Ard fearful meeting of their oppoſite. | 3:5 J 
Mowh, Thus do the hopes we have in h'm touch 
ground, mo MEE | 


And daſh themſelves to pieces. 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Haſt. Now, what news? 5 
Meſſ. Weſt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 


In goodly form comes on the enemy : 


And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 

Mowb, The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the field. : 
oy SCENE 
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me HENRY IV. 
SCENE I. 


SY = Enter Weſtmorland, | 
of na ut. What well appointed leader fronts us here ? 
here Muh. I think it is my lord of Weſtmorland, 

Vell. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The Prince, lord Jcha, and Duke of Lanca fer. 
rk. Say on, my lord of WeSmorland, in peace: 

Phat doth concern your coming? 2 
T reſt. Then, my lord, 

onto your grace do | imchief adreſs 

The ſubſtance of my ſpeech. If that rebellion 
Came like it ſelf, in baſe and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth + gotded with rage, 
andi And countenanced by. bays and beggary; 
lay, ifdamn'd Commotion fo appear'd 
In his true, native, and molt proper ſhape, 
You, reverend father, and thele noble lords, 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 
Of baſe and bloody inſurrection 
With your fair honours. You, my lord Archbiſhop, 
Whoſe [ze is by a civil peace maintained, 
V'hoſe beard the ſilver hand ot peaze bath touch'd, 
Whoſe learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd, 
Whole white inveſtments figure innocence, 
Ihe Dove and very bleſſed ſpirit of peace; 
Wherefore do you ſo ill tranſlate your felt, 
Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boiſtrous tongue of war? 
Turning your books to graves, your ink to blood, 
Lour pens to launces, and your tongue die ine 
Toa loud trumpet and a point of war? | 
Tre. Whereforedo I this? ſo the queſtion ſtards. 
ch} Briefly to this end: we are all diſeas d, 
And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
Have brought our ſelves into a burning feaver, 
And we mult bleed for it: of which diſeaſe 
Our late King Richard being infected, dy'd. 
Eut my moſt noble lord of Ve merland, 


+ruard:d, & Mot of this ſpeech inſerted ſince the fir edition? 
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I take not on me o here as a phy Kela: : 

Nor do as an eremy to peace, 

Troop in the throngs of military men: 

Hut rather ſtew a while like feartul war, 

To diet rank minds, fick of happineſs, 

Ard purge th obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Our very veins of life, Hear me more plainly. 
{ have in equal balance iuſtly weigh'd 


V hat wronzs our arms may do, what wrongs we e buffer, 


And find our griefs heayier than our offences. 

be ſee which \ way the ſtream of time doth run, 

And are inforced from our moſt quiet there, 

By the rough torrent of oceaſion; 

And have the fummary of all our griefs, 

M hen time thall ſerve, to ſhew in articles ; 
Which lorg ere this we offer'd to the King 3 

Ard might by no ſuit gain our aud ience. 
When we are w rorg 'd and would unfold our gricfe, 
We are deny'd acceis unto his perſon, 

Een by thoſe men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The danger of the day's but newly gone, | 
M hole memory 1s written on the earth 

With yet-appearing blood ; and the examples 
Of every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 

Hath put us in thele ill-belgeming arms: 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it, 

Eut to eſtabliſh here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality. 

Weſt, M heneyer yet was your appeal deny d? 
V herein have you bren galled by the King? 
What Peer bath been ſuborn d to grate on you, 
That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs: bloody book 
Ot 778 d rebellion, with a ſeal divine? 


Jerk, My brother General, the — neich | 


I make my quarrel in particular. 

Feſt. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs; - 
Or it there were, it not belongs to ou. 

Mir. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 

T bat feel the bruiſes of the days before, 
And ſuffer the condition of theſe times 
To lay an heavy and urequal band 
Von our honours ? 


1 |. 
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King HENRY IV. 
* eſt, O my good lord Mowbray, 
Conſtrue the times to their neceſhties, | 
And you ſhal! lay, indeed, it is the time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Or from the King, or in the preſent time, 

That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on. Were you not reſtor d 

To all the Duke of Noyfelk's ſeigniories, | 
Your noble and right-well-remember'd father's ? 

Mowb. What things, in honour, had my father loſt 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 

The King that loy'd him, as the ſtate ſtood then, 
Vas forc'd, perforce commpell'd to baniſh him. 

And then, when Heary Belingbreke and he 

Being mounted and both rouled in their feats, 
Their neighing courſers daring of the {pur, 

Their armed ſtaves in charge, their beavers down, 
heir eyes of fire ſparkling through hghts of ſteel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together; 
Then, then, wbenthere was fothing could have aid 
My father from the b.ealt of B:lingbreke j 

O, when the King did throw his warder down, 
His own life hung upon the ſtaff he threw, 


Then threw he down-him{e'f; and all their lives, bs 


That by indictment or by dint of ſword 
Have ſince milcartied under Bolingbroke, 
eſt. You ſpeak, lord Mowbray now, you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereſord was reputed then 
In England, the moſt valiant gentleman. 
Who knows on whom fortune would then haye [mil'd ? 
ut if your father had been victor there, 
He ne'er had born it out of Ceventiy, 
For all the country in a general voice 
Cry'd hats upon him; all their prayers and love 
Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doted on, | 
And blels'd and grac'd more than the King himſelf. 
But this is meer digreſſion from my purple. 
Here come | from cur princely General, 
J know your grie's; to tell you from his grace, 
4 hat he will give you audience; and wherein 
N C 4 | a Tr 
* The.two or three next ſpeeches were alſo of thoſe inſert: ds 
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It fhal) appear that your demands are juit, 
You ſnall enjoy them; every thing let off 
That might ſo much as think you enemies. 
Mowb, But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer, 
And it proceeds from policy, not love, 
Weft. Mewbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For lo within a ken our army lies; 
Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear, 
Our battel is more full of names than youre, 
Our men more perfect in the ule of arms, 
Our armour al] 1 our cauſe the beſt; 
Then reaſon wills, our hearts ſhould he as good. 
Say you not then our offer is compell'd. 
Me wb. Well, by my will we ſhall admit no parley. 
Weſt, That argues but the ſhame of your off-nce : 
A rotten caſe abides no handling. 125 
Haß. Hath the Prince John a full commiſſion, 
n very ample virtue of his father, 1 
To hear and abſolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 
Vest. That is intended in the General's name: 
I muſe you make ſo ſlight a queſtion, . . 
Nrk. Then take, my lord of Veſtmerland, this ſchedule, 
For this contains our general grievances: | 
Each ſeveral article herein redreſs'd, _ 
All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 
That are inſinewed to this action, 
Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial form; 
And preſent executions of our wills, 
To us, and to our pur paſes confin'd ; 
We come within our awful banks again, 
And knit our powers to the arm of peace. | 
Weit. This will I mew the General, Pleale youu, lords, 
In fight of our battels, we may meet | 
At either end in peace; which heay*n ſo frame! 
Or to the place of difference call the {words 
Which muſt decide it. | | 
rk. My lord, we will do ſo. / Exit Weſt, 


SCENE 


* 
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Mowb. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 
That no conditions of cur peace can ſtand. _ 
Haſt. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
Upon ſuch large terms and ſo abſolute, | 
As our conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, 3 
Our peace ſhall ſtand as firm as rockey mountains. 
AMowb. Ay, but our valuation ſha!l be ſuch, 
That ev' ry light and falſe-derived Cauſe, 
Yea, ey'ry idle, nice and wanton reaſon, 
Shall to the King taſte ofthis action. 
Tha* were our royal faiths, martyrs in love, 
We thall be winnow'd with ſo rough a wind, 
Thatey'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition, | | 
Nrk, No, no, my lord, note this; the King is weany- 
Ofdainty and ſuch picking grievances : | 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Revives too greater in the heirs of life, 
And therefore will he wipe his tables clean, 
And keep no tell tale to his memory, 
That may repeat and hiſtory his loſs 
Toney remembrance, For full well he knows, 
He cannot fo preciſely weed this land, 
As his miſdoubts preſent occafion; _ 
His foes are ſo enrooted with his friends, 
That plucking to unfix an enemy, 
He doth unfatten ſo and ſhake a friend. 
So that this land, like an offenſive wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer ſtrokes, 
And hangs reſolv'd correction in the arm 
That was uprear'd to ex: cution. 
Haſt. Beiides, the King hath waſted all his rod 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack | 
The very inſtruments of chaſtiſement: 
Jo that his power, like to a fangleſs Lion, 
May offer, but not hold. 21 8 | 
Erh. "Tis very true: 
And therefore be aſſur'd, my good lord Marſhal, 
If: we do now make our atonemert well, 
e _ Our 
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Our Peace will like a broken limb united, 

Grow ſtronger for the N 
Mowb. Be it ſo. 5 

Here isYeturn'd my lord of Veſt mere land. 

Enter Weſtmoreland. | 
—_ The Prince is here at hand: pleaſeth ycur lord- 
ip „ 5 

To meet his grace, juſt diſtance tween our armies? 

Mowb. Your Grace of Tirk in God's name then ſer 
forward. 3 8 ALY 

LY rk, Before, and greet his Grace, my lord, we come, 


Enter Prince John > Lancaſter. 

Zan. You're well encounter'd here my Couſin Mowbray, 
Good day to you, my gentle lord Arch-biſhop, | 
And ſo to you, lord Haſtings, and to all. 

My lord of rb, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your flock aſſembled by the bell 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your expoſition on the holy text; 
That now to ſee you here an iron man, 
Cheering-a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turring the word to ſword, and lite to death. 
That man that ſits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the ſun-ſhine of his favour. _ 
Would he abuſe the count nance of the Kipg, 
Alack, what miſcbiefs might he let abroach, 3 
In ſhadow of ſuch greatnels? Witb you, lord Biſhop, 
It is ev'n lo. M hs hath not heard it ſpoͤ xen, 
How deep you were within the books of heay'n? 
To us, the {ſpeaker in his parliament : | 
| To us, th'imagin'd voice of heay'n it ſelf; 
The very opener, and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the ſanctities of heay'n, 
And oug dull workings. O, who ſhall believe 
But you miſuſe the rey*rence of your place, 
Employ the countenance and grace of heay p, 
As a falle {avourite doth hs Frince's name, . 
In deeds diſhon'rable ? you've taken up, 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God 2 
2 10 
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Ring HENRY IV. 
The ſubjects ot his ſubſtitute, my father; 
And both againſt the peace of heay'n and him 
Have here up- ſwarm'd them. : 

rk. Good my lord of Lancaſter, 
Jam not here againſt your father's peace: 
Fut, as I told my lord of Weſtzoreland, 

The time miſ-order'd doth in common ſenſe 
Crowd us ard cruſh us to this monſtrous form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of our grief, | 
The which hath been with ſcorn ſhoy'd from the court: 
V. hereon this Hydra-lon of war is born, 

V hoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm d aſleep 

Vith grant of our moſt juſt and right deſice; 

And true obedience, of this madneſs cur d, 

StooP tamely to the fot of majeſt y. | 
Atowb. If not, we ready are to try cur fortunes 


| To the laſt man. 


Haſt. And though we here fall down, 


© We haye ſupplies to ſecond our attempt: 


If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them, 
Ana lo ſucceſs of miſchief hall be born, 
And heir from heir ſhall hold this quarrel up, 
While England ſhall have generation. 
1 ai, You are too ſhallow, Haſtings, much too ſhallow, 
To ſound the bottom of the after-times. | 
Weſt, Plealeth your grace, to anſwer them directly, 
Hew far forth you do like their articles? 
Lan. | like them all, and do ayow them well: 


And ſwear here, by the honour of my blood, 


My father's purpoles have been miſtook, 
And tome about kim have too laviſhly 
Wreſted his meaning and authority. 


My lord, theſe griets ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt; 
pon my lite they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 

Diſcharge your pow'rs unte their ſeveral counties, 

As we will ours; «nd here between the armies 

Let's drink together friendly, and em*race : 

That all their eyes may bear tlwſe tokens home, 

Of our reſtored love and amity. | | 

/. J take your princely word for theſe redreſſce. 
Lan. I give it vou; and will maintain my word; 

5 . And 
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And thereupon I drink unto your grace. 
Haſt. Go captain, ard deliver to the army 
T his news of peace: let them have pay, and part: 
I know it will well pleaſe them. Hie thee, captain. _ 
== [Exit Cole vile. 
Nrk, To you, my noble lord of eff mere land. 
Wei, I pledge your Grace; and if you knew, what 
. | 
I have beſtow'd, to breed this preſent peace, 
You would drink freely; but my love to ye 
„Shall ſhew itſelf more openly hereafter. 
Tk. 1 do not doubt ycu. 
Vest. Jam glad of it. 
Health to my lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mowb. You with me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. FIG 
Trk. Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
Put heavineſs fore-runs the good event. 
Vic. Therefore be merry Coz, fince ſudden ſorrow. 
Terves to ſay thus; ſome good thing comes to-morrow. 
Nr. Believe me, I am paſſing light in ſpirit. 
Howb. Jo much the worte, it your own rule be true. 


Zan. The word of peace isrender'd ;.hark ! they ſhout. 


Mowö. This had been chearful after victory. 
Pk. A peace is of the nature of a conqueſt; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party loſer. 
Tan, Go, my lord. | | 
And let our army be diſcharged too, [Exit Weſt. 
And good my lord, ſopleaſe you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruſe the men 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. | 
Nek. Go, good lord Haſtings: 
And ę' re they be diſmiſs d, let them march by. 
1 [ Exit Haſtings; 
Tan. I truſt, my lords, we ſhall lye to-night together. 
S 
| | Enter Weſtmoreland. 
Now couſin, wherefore ſtands. chr army ſtill ? 
Weil. The leaders having charge from you to ſtand; 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak 


Lan, 
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Lay, They know thetr duties. 
Re-enter Haſtings. 
Haſt. My lord, our army is dilpers'd already: 
Like yeuthtul Steers unyoak'd, they took their courſe 
Faſt, weſt, north, ſouth.: or like a ſchool broke up, 
Each hurries towards bis home and {porting-place, 

Weſt. Good tidings, my lord Haflings; for the which 
Ido arreſt thee, trait oi, of high treaſon : 

And you lord Arch-bithop, and you lord Mowbray, 
Gf capital treaſon I attach you both. | 

AMcwb. Is this prozeding juſt and honourable ? 

77'eſt. Is your allembly lo? 

Tk, Will you thus break your faith? 

Lan. | pawn'd you none: TE 
{ promis'd you redreſs of theſe ſame grievances 
W hereof you did complain; which by mine honour 
T will perform with a molt chriſtian care. 5 
But for you, rebels, look to taſte the due 
Meet for rebellion and ſuch acts as yours, 

Moſt fhallowly did, you thele arms commence, 
 Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 

Strike up our drums, purſue the ſcatter'd ſtray, 
Heay'n and not we have ſafely fought to-day. 
Some guard thele traitors to the block of death, 
- Trealon's true bed ard yielder up of breath, [ Excuni. 
£ECENTE VI. | 
Enter Falſtaff and Colevile. 

Fal. What's your name, Sir? of what (  1dition. are 
you? and of what place, I pray? | 

Cole, Iam a Knight, Sir: and my name is. Colevile of 
the dale. e | | 

Fal. Well then. Gelevile is your name, a Knight is 
your degree, and your place, the dale. Colevile ſhall 
ſtill be your name, a traitor your degree, and the dun- 
geon your Place, a place deep enough: ſo ſhall you ſtill be 
Cvlevile of the dale. | 

Cle, Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? 

Fal. As good a Man as he, Sir, who cer Lam: do ye 
yield, Str, or ſhall I ſweat for you? if Ido ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowe up fear and trembling, and do obſervance 


to my mercy, 


— 
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Cole, T think you are Sir Jchn FalJaff, and in that 
thought yield me, | | 
Fal. I have a whole ſchool of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a tongue of them all ſpeaks any other 


1 word but my name : an I had but a belly of any indif- 7 
I ferency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Eurcpe 7 \ 
L my womb, my. womb, my womb undoes me. Here 

1 comes our. General. 1; 


| Enter Prince John f Lancaſter, and Weſtmoreland. 
| Zan. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the pow'rs, good couſin We f moreland. [ Exit Well, 
Now Falfaf, where have you been all this While? 
V hen every thing is ended, then you come. 
[ T hele tardy tricks of yours will, on my lite, 
| One time or other break ſome gallow's back. 7 
: Fal. I would be ſorry, my lord, but it ſhould be thus: 7 
| I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the reward 
of valour. Do you think me a ſwallow, an arrow, or a A 
bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedi- 1 
tion of thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very extream- 0 
eſt inch of poſſibility. I have founder'd nineſcore and \ 


odd poſts: and here, travel-tainted as I am, have in my A 
pure and immaculate valour taken Sir Jobn Colevile of the 
dale, a moſt furious Knight and yalorous enemy: but {1 
what of that? he ſaw me and yielded; that I may juſtly WW g 
{ay with the hook-nos'd fellow of Rome, I came, ſav 
and overcame, | „ ö 80 
Lan. It uus more of his courtiſie than your deſerving. 

Fal. I know not; here he is, and here I yield him; ; 
and I beſeech your grace, let it be book'd with the reſt of 8 
this day's deeds; or by the lord I will haye it in a parti- 5 
cular ballad elfe, with mine own picture on the top of it, 4 
Culevile kiſſing my foot: to the which courſe if 1 be er | 
forc'd, if you do not all ſhew like gilt tiwo-pencesto me; ＋. 
and I in the clear sky of fame, o'er ſhine you as wuch as 6 
the full Moon doth the cynders of the element, which | '} 
ſhew like pins heads to her; believe not the word of the _ 
noble. I herefore let me have right, and let deſert mount, 1 
Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. _ 

Fal. Let it ſhine then. | 2 


Tan. I hine's too thick to ſhine, 5 
Fal. Let it do ſome! bing, my 8d lord, that may 90 | 
wc god, and call it what You wh, - Lan. 
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Tan. Is thy name Celevile? 
Cole. It is, my lord. | 
Lan, A famous rebel art thou, Cleuile. 
Fal. And a famous true ſubje& took him. 
Cole, I am my lord, but as my betters are, 
That led me hither ; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 
Fal. I know not how they fold themſelves; but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'ſt thy ſelf away gratis; and 1 
thank thee for thee, | 
ÿf VIE 
Enter Weſtmoreland, 
Lan, Now have you leſt purſuit ? 
Ne. Retreat is made; and execution flay'd. 
Lan. Send Colevile then with his contederates 
To Tel, to prelent execution. | 
Blunt, lead him hence, and ſee you guard him ſure, 
V I Ex. with Cole vile. 
And now diipatch we tow'rd the court, my lords; 
I hear the King, my father, is ſore ſick: 
Our news ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 
Which, couſin, you ſhall bear to comfort him: 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. 
Fal. My lord, 1 beſeech you, give me leave to go 
through Glo ferſhire ; and when you come to court, pray 
ſtand ir your good report, my lord. | 


i Tan. Fare you well, Falfaff; I, in my condition, | 
Sball-better ſpeak of you than you deſerve. Exit. 

: Fal. I would you had but the wit; twere better than 

f your dukedom. Good faith, this ſame young fober- 


blooded boy doth not love me; a man cannot make 
him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks'no wine. 
There's never any of theſe demure boys come to ary 
gÞrcof; for thin drink doth ſo over-cool their blood, 


. and making many fiſh-meals, that they fall into a kind 
: af male pgreen-ticknels; and then when they marry, 


they get wenches. They are generally fools ard co- 
wa ds; which ſome of us ſhould. be too; but for in- 
Jammatioy, A good Sherris-Sack hath a two- fold ope- 
ration in it; it aſcends me into the brain, dries me there 
all the fooliſh, dull and crudy vapours which inviron 0 ; 

. | makes 
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makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full-of nimblc 
fiery and deleQable ſhapes; which deliver'd o'er to tlie 
voice, the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit. The lecond property of your excellefft Sherris, is 
the warming of the blood; which before cold and ſet- 
tled, left the liver white and pale ; which is the badge 
of puſillanimity ard cowardiſe; but the Sherris warms 
it, and makes it Courſe from the inwards, to the parts 


extreme; it. illuminateth the face, which as a beacon, 


gives warning to all the reſt of this little kingdom, Man, 
to arm; and then the vital commoners and inland petty 
ſpirits muſter me all to their captain, the heart; who 
great, and puft up with this retinue, doth any deed of 
comage; and this valour comes of Sherris. So that 
skill in the weapon is nothing without Sack, for that ſets 
ita work; and learning a meer hoard of gold kept by a 


devil, till ſack eammences it, and ſets it in act and ule.. 


Hereof comes it, that prince Harry is yaliant ; for the 
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he hath, 


like lean, ſteril and bare land, manured, husbanded, and 


til'd, with excellent endeayour. of drinking good and 
good ſtore of. fertil Sherris, that he is become very hot 


and valiant, If had a thouſand ſors, the firſt humane 


principle I would teach them ſhould be to forſwear thin 
potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack. T 
. Enter Bardolph. 
How now Bardelph ? 1 8 
Bard. The army is diſcharged all, and gone. 


Fal. Let them go; I'll through Gleceſterſhire, and there 


willl vift maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: I haye him 
already tempering between my finger and my thumb, 
and fhortly will I ſeal with him. Come away. | Exewunt.. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, aud Glouzeſter. 


K. Henry. Now lords, if heay'n dath give ſuccesful end 


To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 
We will cur youth lead on to higher fields, 
And draw no ſwords.but what are ſanctify d, 
Our navy is addreſs d, our power collected, 
Our ſubſtitutes in abſence well inveſted, 
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And every thing lyes level to our with : 

Only we want a little perſonal ſtrength: 

And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a- foot, 

Come underneath the yoak of government. 

War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 

Shall ſoon enjoy. . | . | 
K. Henry. Humphry, my ſon of GlouceFer, 

Where is the Prince your brother? | 
Glow. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at Windſor. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied ? | 

Glou. I do not know, my lord. 

8 4s not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, with 
him? | . > 
Glow. No, my good lord, he is in preſence here. 
Cla. What would my lord and father? 
EK. Henry, Nothing but well to thee, Tb. mas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother ? 

He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, Thomas; 

Thou haſt a better place in his affection 

Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy, 

And noble offices thou may'ſt effet 

Of mediation, after I am dead, S 

Between his greatneſs and thy cther brethren. 

Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love, - 

Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, 

By ſeeming cold, or careleſs of his will. 

For he is gracious if he be obſeryv'd: 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 

Open as day, for melting charity: | 

Yet notwithitanding, being incens'd, he's flint, 

As humcurous as winter, ard as ſudden 

As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. 

His temper therefore muſt be well oblerv'd: 

Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 

When you perceivs his blood inclin'd to mirth: 

Put being mocdy, give him line and icope, ' 

Til that his paſſions, like a Whale on ground, 

Contound themſelves with working, Learn this, Themas, 

And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; 

A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 

That the united veſſel of their blood, 

(Mingled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 

As farce, pertorce, the age will pour it in) Shall 
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68 The Second Part of 
Shall never leak; though it do work as ſtrong 
As Acenitum, or raſh gun*p .wder, _ 
Cla. I ſhall obſerve all him with care and love. 
K. Henry. Why art thcu not at Windſor with him 
Th. mas ? 5 | | 
Ca. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London. 
EK. Henry. And how accompanied ? can'ſt thou tell that ? 
Cla, With Poins, ard other his continual fellowe: s. 
EK. Henry. Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt ſoil to weeds: 
And he, the noble image of my Youth, 
Is over-ſpread with them; therefore my grief 
Stretches it ſelf heyond the hour of death. 
The blood weeps from my Heart, when I do ſhape 
In form imaginary, th' unguided days 
And retten times that you ſhall] look upon, 
V hen 1 am ſleeping with my anceſtors, 
For when his head- ſtrong rict bath no curb, _ 
V ben rage and hot blood are his counſellors, 
| When means and laviſh manners meet together, 
Oh with what wings ſhall his affection fly | 
| Tow'rds fronting peril and oppos'd decay? 
| ar. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 
| Ihe Prince but ſtudies his companions, 5 
Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 
IJ is need ful that the moſt immodeſt world | 
Pe look d upon, and learn'd; *which once attain'd, 
Your highneſs knows, comes to no farther ule, 
But to be known and hated, So, like grofs terms, 
4 he Prince will in the perfe&neſs of time 
Caſt off his followers; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a meaſure Jive,  _ 
By which his grace muſt mete the lives of others; 
Turning paſt evils to advantages. 
EK. Henry, Iis ſeldom, when the Bee doth leave her 
comb 3 | 
In the dead carrion. Who's here? Veſt merland? 
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King HENRY IV. 
SCENE IX. 
Enter Weſtmorland, 
Weſt. Health to my ſoveraign, and new happineſs 
Added to that, which I am to deliver. 
Prince John, your fon, doth kits your grace s hand: 
Mowbray, the Bithop, Serocp, Haiings, and ail, 
Are brought to the correction of your law; 
There is not now a rebel's Sword unſheath'd, 
Put Feace puts forth her Olive ev'ry where, 
The manner how this ation hath been born, 
Here at more leifure may your Highrels read, 
With every courle, in his particular. | 
K. Henry. O Wefimorland., thou art a ſummer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings 
1 he lifting up of day. 
Enter Harcourt, 
Look, here's more news. | 
Har. From enemies heav'n keep your Majeſty: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall 
As thole that am come to tell you of. | 
The Far]! Northumberland, and the lord Bardhlſ, 
With a great pow'r of Engliſb and of vets, 
Are by the Sh'riff of Torkſhire overthrown: 
1 he manner and true order of the fight, 
This packet, pleals it you, contains at large, 
K. Henry, And wherefore ſhould theſe good news 
make me ſick ? | 
Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt letters? 
She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 
(Such are the poor in health) or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach ; ſuch the rich, 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
I ſhould rejoice now at this happy news, 
Ard now my fight fails, and my brain is giddy, 
O me, come near me, now l am much ill! 
Glo, Comfort your Majeſty ! 
Clar, Oh, my roh al father! 
Wei. My ſoveraign lord, chear up yourſelf, look up. 
Har. Be patient, Princes; you do know thele fits 
Are with his highneſs very ordinary. 
Staud from him, give him air: he'l} ſtrait be well, 
Cla. 
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Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs; 
1 b' inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the + mure that ſhould confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
lu. The people fear me, for they do oblerve 
Urfather'd hers and loathly birthof nature: 
The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The River hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old folk (times doting chronicles) | 
Say it did ſo a little time before 
That 6ur great Grandfire Edward ſiek d and dy'd. 
War. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recoyers 
Glow. T his apoplex will, certain, be his end, 
K. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
Into ſome other chamber: ſoftly, pray. 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends, 
Unleſs ſome flow and favourable hand | | 
Will e muſick to my weary ſpirit. 
Mar. Call for the muſick in the other room. 
K. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. | 
| Enter Prince Henry. | 
P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence ? 
Cla. I am here, brother, full of heavineſs, _ 
P. Henry. How now! rain within doors, and none 
abroad ? 5 505 
How doth the King? 
Glou. Exceeding ill. | 
P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet? 
Tenn Fim. = „ e 
Glou. He alter d much upon the hearing it. 
P. Henry. If he be ſick with joy, 
He'll recover without phy ſick. I hey TED 
Har. Not ſo much noiſe, my lords; ſweet Prince, 
ſpeak low; „3 | 
The King, your father, is diſpos d to ſleep. 
Ca. Let us withdrav/ into the other room. 
War, Willt pleaſe j our grace to go along with us? 
| | | P. Henry. 
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King HENRY IV. 71 
P. Henry. No; I will fit, and watch here by ths King. 
I Exeunt all but P. Henry. 
Why doth the crown lye there upon his pillow, 
Being lo troubleſome a bed-tellow ? 
O polith'd perturbation! golden care! | 
That keep'ſt the ports of lumber open wide 
To many a watchful night: ſleep with it now 
Let not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night, O Majeſty! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doit ft 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That ſcald'ſt with ſafety. By his gates of breath 
There lyes a downy feather which ſtirs not : 
Did he ſulſpire, that light and weightieſs down 
Perforce muſt move. My gracious lord! my father 
This ſleep is ſound indeed; this is a ſleep, 0 
That from:this golden * rigol hath divorc' d 
Se many Engliſh Kings. I hy due from me 
s tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood, 
M hich nature, love, and filial tenderneſs 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteoully, 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itſelf to me. Lo, here it ſits, | 
V hich heav'n ſhall guard: and put the worid's whole 
ſtrergth _ 
Into one gyant arm, it ſhall not force | 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee 
Mill I to mine leave, as tis left to me. 
| > C:þ MN EXE 
Euter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 
K. Henry. Warwick! Gl uceſter! Clarence ! 
Cla. Doth the King call? 
War. hat wou'd your Majeſty ? how fares your Grace? 
K. Henry, Why did you leave me here alone my lords ? 
Ca. We left the Prince my brother here my liege; 
Who undertook to ſit and watch by you. 
K. Henry, The Prince ot Wales! where is he? let me 
: 2e him. 
ar. The door is open, he is gone this way. 
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72 The Second Part of 
_ * came not through the chamber where we 
{tay' 
Bu Henry. Where is the C rown? Who took it from my 
pillow 2 | 
War. When we withdrew, my Liege, we leſt i it here. 
K. e The Prince hath da'n it hence; er him 


Is bh: fo "haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 

Ay fleep my death ? find him, my lord of wur wiel, | 
And chide him hither ſtrait; this part of his | 
Conjoins with my diſcale, and helps to end me; 

See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly rature 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object? 

For this, the taoliſh over-careful fathers 

Have broke their ſleeps wich thought, their brains with 

care, 

Their bones u th induſtry: for this engroſſed | 

The canker'd heaps of ſtrange atchieved ___ 

For this, they have been thou, httubto inveſt 

Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes: 

When, like the Bee, cuiling fromev'ry Flow'r, 

Our thighsare packt with wax, our mouth with honey, 
We bring it to the hive, and like the Bees 

Are murder'd lor our pains! this bitter taſte 

Yicld his engroſſments to the * dying father. 

Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he? that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me. 
War. My ord, I found the Prince in the next rom, 

Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, | 

With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 

That Tyranny, which never quaft but blood, 

Would by beholding him have waſh'd his knife 

V ith gentle eye drops. He is coming hither. 

K. Henry, But wherefore did he take away the RAR? 
Enter Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me Harry. 

Depart the chamber, leave us here alone, [ Ex. 
F. Heu. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 

K. N 
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King HENRY IV. 73 
K. Hey. Thy with was father, Harry, to that thought ; 
I tay too long by th-e, I weary tace. | 
Doſt thou lo hunger for my empty chair, | 
. That thou wilt needs inveit thee with my honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliſn youth! | 
Thou ſeek'ſt the greatnels that will ever whelm the2, 
Stay but a little for my cloud of Dignity 
Js held from falling with ſo weak a wind, 
That it will quick:y drop, my Pay is dim. 
Thou hath ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 
Were thine without offence: and at my Death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expeRAation : 
Thy life did manifeſt thou lov 'tt me not, 
And thou wilt have me die a{ſur'd of it. 
Ihou hid'tt a thouland daggers in thy thoughts, 
V hich thou haſt whetted on hy ſtony heart, 
Jo ſtab at halt an hour of my trail lice. 
M hat ! can'it thou not forbear nie half an hour? 
Then get thee gone and dig my grave thy ſelf, 
And bid the merry bells ring co thy ear 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears dat ſhould bedew my herie 
Be drops of balm to ſanctifie thy head; a 
Only compound me with for gotten duſt, 
Give that which gave thee life unto the worms, 
Pluck-down my officers, break my decrees 
For now a time is come to mock at foam, 
Henry the Fifth is crown'd : up vanity, t 
Down royal ſtate, All you ſage counſellor hence, 
And to the Engliſb court aſſemble now 
From ev ry regicn, apes of idleneſs: 
Now neighbour-confines, Purge you of your ſcum; 
Have you a ruſhan that will {wear? drink? dance? 
Reve] the night? rob? murder? and commit 
The oldeſt fins the neweſt kind of ways? 
Be happy, he will trouble, you no more: 
England ſhall give him office, honour, might: 
For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of reſtraint, and the wild dog 
Shall fle ſu his tooth on every innocent. | 
O my poor kingdom! ſick with civil blows: 
When that my care could not with hold thy riots, 
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What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? . 
O, thou wilt bea wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with Wolves, thy old inhabitants. 
P. Hemy. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my tears, 
hes | [ Kiureling. 
(The ꝙꝓ moiſt impediments urto my ſpeech) 
i had fore-itall'd this dear and deep rebuke, : 
Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard _. - 
The courſe of it fo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours; if [| affeR it more, 
Than as your honour and as your renowy, 
Let me no more from this obedience rile, 
Which my moſt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this pt oftrate and exterior bending. 
Heay'n witnels with me, when J here cam? in 
And found no courſe of breath with in ye ur Majety, 
How cold it ſtruck my heart! it I do feign, SES 
O let me in my prelent wildneſs die, 
And rever live to ſhew th' ineredulous world 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were) 
The noble change that I have perpoſed. 
I ſpeak unto the Crown, as having ſenſe, 3 
And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father, DEA 
Therefore thou beſt cf gold art worſt of gold; 
Other, leſs ine in carrat, is more precious 
Preſervipg lite in med'cine potable : . 
Eut thou, moſt fine, moſt honour'd, mott renowr.'d, 
Eaſt eat thy bearer up, Thus, Royal Liege, 
Accuſing it, I put it on my head I” 
To try with it (as witn an enemy, JELLY 
T hat had betore my face murder'd my father) ; 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. | : 
But it it did infe& my blood with joy, . 
Or ſwell my thoughts to any ſtrain of pride, 4 
If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine _ 1 
Did with the leaſt affection of a a welcome 
1 Give entertainment to the might of it; 
| Let heav n for ever keep it from my head, 
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And make me as the pooreſt Vaſſal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel. it. 
K. Henry. O my Son ns 
Heay'n put in. thy Mind to take it hence, 
That thou might'& * win the more thy Father's Love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my Bed, 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt Counſel 
That ever I fhall Breath. Heaven knows, my Son, 
By what By-paths and indirect crook'd Ways 
J met this Crown; and I my ſelf know well 
How troubleſome it ſat upon my Head. 
To thee it ſhall deſcend with better Quiet, 
Better Opinion, better Confirmation: 


For all the Soil of the Atchivement goes 


With me into the Earth. It ſeem'd in me 
But as Honour fnatch'd wivh boiſt'rous Hand, 
Ard I had many living to upbraid 

My Gain of it, by their Affiſtances, 


Which daily grew to Quarrel andto Blood-ſhed, 


Wounding ſuppoſed Peace. All thoſe bold Fear 

Thou ſeeſt with Peril I have anſwered. | 

For all my Reign hath been as a Scene 

Acting that Argument: And now my Death 

Changes the Mode; for what in me was Purchas'd, _ 
Falls upon thee in a much fairer Sort. 

So thou the Garland wear'ſt Succeſſwely: 

Yet thou ſtand'ſt more ſure than I could do. 

Thou art not firm enough, ſince Griefs are green.; 

And all thy Friends, which thon inuſt make thy Friendsg 


Have their Stings and Teeth newly ta'en out; 


By whole fell Working J was firſt advanc'd, 


And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a Fear 


Jo be again diſplac'd: Which to avoid 

I cut them off, and had a Purpoſe now - 

To lead out many to the Holy Land ; | 
Leſt Reft and lying ftill might make them look 
Joo near into my State. Therefore, my Hgr:7, 
Be it thy Courſe to Buſy giddy Minds | 
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With foregn Wars; J that Action, hence born out, 
May waſte the Memory of former Days. 
More would I, but my Lungs are waſted fo 
That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny'd me. 
How I came by the Crown, O God forgive! 
And grant it may with thee in true Peace lire. 
P. Henry. My gracious Liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and Right muſt my Poſſeſſion be; 
Which Iwith more than with a common Pain 


Gainſt all the World will rightfully Maintain, 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter and Warwick. 
K. Henry, Look, look, here comes my Fohn of Lax. 
caſter. 
Lan. n peace and Linc to my royal F.. 


ther! 
K. Henry. + Thou bring'ſt Happineſs and Peace Son 


ohn ; 


But Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flown 


From this bare, wither'd Trunk. S thy Sight 
My worldly Buſineſs makes a Period. 
Where is my Lord of Warawick ? 
P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, 
K. Henry. Doth an Name particularly belong 
Unto the Lodging where I firit did Swoon ? | 
War, Tis calld Feru/alem, my noble Lord. 


K. Henry. Land be to God! Ev'n there my Life muſt | 


- End. 
Tt hath been Prophefy'd'to me many Years, 


1 ſhould not die but in Feruſalem: 


Which vainly I ſuppos d the Holy Land. 
But bear to that Chamber, there [I'll lie: 


In that e ſhall Harry die. [Exeunt. 


Tt quarrels. - 
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ACT v. SCENE I 
LOST ERSH IRE. 
Enter lee, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, page, and 
Davy. 


Shat. V Cock and Pye Ur, you ſhall not away 
to. night. 
What. Davy, I ſay. 

Fal. you muſt excuſe me, Maſter Nobert Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excuſe you : You ſhall not be excuſed. 
Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: There is no Excuſe ſhall 
ſerve : you ſhall not be excus'd, Why ww 

Dawy. Here, Sir. | 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Day, Let me ſee, Dazy, let 
me ſee ; Filliam Cook, bid him gome hither, co Sir 
John, you ſhall not be Excus'd. 

Daxy. Marry, Sir, thus thoſe precepts cannot 9 
ferv'd ; and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the Head-land 
with Wheat ? | 

Spal. With red Wheat, Dans. But for. William 
Cook ; and there are two young Pidgeons ? 

Dawy. Vea, Sir —— Here is now the Smith's Nate 
for ſhooting,. and Plow Irons, 

Shal. Let it be caſt and paid Sir Fohn you ſhall 
not be excus'd. 

Day, Sir a new Link to the Bucket muſt needs be 
had. And Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of William's 


Wages obout the Sack. he loſt the other Day at Hinckly.:. 
Fair? | 


Shal. He ſhall er it. Some Pidgeons, Davy, a 
couple of Short legg'd Hens, a joint of Mutton, and any 
pretty litle Kickſhaws : Tell #i/liam Cook. 

Davy. Dothi the Man of War ftay all Night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy, I will uſe him well. A Friend 


7th? Court is better than a Penny in Purſe. Uſe his 


Men well, Do. for they are. arrant Knaves, and will 
Backbite. | 


| D 2 | Dawy, 
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Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir; for they 
have marvellous foul Linen. | 
Shal, Well conceited, Davy. About thy Buſineſs, 
A ö | . 
Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance William 
Viſor of Moncot, againſt Clement Perkes of the Hill. 
Shal. There are many Complaints, Davy, againſt 
os Viſor; that Viſor is an arrant Knave on my Know- 
ge. | DM | 
Davy. I grant your Worſhip that he is a Knave, Sir; 
but yet God torbid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome 
Countenance at his friends Requeſt. An honeſt Man, 
Sir, is able to ſpeak for himſelf,” when a Knave is not. 
I have ſerv'd your Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight Years; 
and if I cannot once or twice in a Quarter bear out a 
Knave againſt an honeſt Man, I have but very little 
Credit with your Worſhip. The Knave is mine honeſt 
Friend, Sir, therefore I beſeech your Worſhip let him 
be Countenanc J. e 
Spal. Go, to, I fay he ſhall have no Wrong: Look 
about, Day. Where ate you, Sir ohn? Come, off 
with your Boots. Give me your Hand, Mafter Bardolph 
Bard, I am glad to ſee your Worthip. | 
Shel. I thank thee with all my Heart, kind Maſter 
Bardolph; and welcome, my tall Fellow; [To the Page. 
Come, Sir 7h. ö 
Fal. Il follow you, good Maſter Robert Shalloæv. 
Baradolpbh, look to our Horſes.— If I were Saw'd into 
bg I ſhould make four Dozen of ſuch Bearded- 
Hermites-Staves as Maſter Shallow, It is a wonderful 
Thing to ſee the ſemblable Coherence of his Mens Spi- 
Tits and his: They by obſerving of him to bear them- 
ſelves like fooliſh Juttices ; he by converſing with them 
is turn'd into a juſtice- like Serving-man. I heir Spirits 
are ſo married in in Conjunction, with the Participation 
of Society, that they flock together in Conſent like ſo 
many wild Geeſe. If I lad a Suit to Maiter Shall», 
J would humour his Men with the Imputation of being 
near their Maſter : If to his Men, I would curry with 
Maſter Shallow, that na Man could better command 
his Servants. It is certain that either wiſe Bearing or ig- 


norant Carriage is caught, as Men take Diſeaſes, one 
| of 
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of another : Therefore let Men take heed of their Com- 


pany. I will deviſe Matter enough out of this Shallow 
to keep Prince Henry in continual Laughter the wearing 
out of ſix Faſhions which is four Terms or two A@ti- 
ons, and he ſhall laugh * without Intervallums, O, 
it is much, that a lye with a flight Oath, and a »Jeſt 
with ſad Brow, will do with a Fellow that never had 
the ach in his Shoulders. O you ſhall ſee him laugh, 
till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. | 

Shal. Sir Tohn. 

l come, Maſter Sballbab; ; J ane, Maſter Sal- 


bow. 
SCENE II. 
LON DO N. 


Enter the E . of Warvick," and the Lord Chief Tuſtice- 
War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whether 


away ? 
Ch. Tut How doth the King 7 
War. Exceeding well: his — are now all ended. 
Ch. Fuft. T hope not Dead. 
War. He's wall'd the way of Nature, 
And to our Purpoſes he lives no more, 
Ch. Fuft, I would his Majeſty had call'd me with 
him, 
The Service that J truly did his Life 
Hath left me open to all Injuries. 
War. Indeed J think the young eg loves you not. 
Ch. Fuſt. I know he doth not, and do arm wy felt 
To welcome the Condition of the Time, 
Which cannot leck more hideouſly on me, 
Than T have draun i it my Fantaſy. 


Enter Lerd John f Lancaſter, Glouceſler and Clarence 


175 ar. Here c comes the heavy Iſſue af dead Harry: 


O. that the living Harry had the Temper 


Of him, the worſt of theſe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their Places, 
* With. = Os That 
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That muſt ſirike fail tothe Spirits of vile Sort! 
Ch. Fuſe. Alas, I fear all will be overturn'd. 
Lan. Good Morrow, coufin Warwick. 
Glou. Clar. Good Morrow, Couſin. 
Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to Speak. 
Wa. We do rememberbut our Argument 


Is all to heavy to admit much Talk. [heavy. 


Lan. Well, Peace be with him that hath made us 
Ch. Fuſe. Peace with us, leſt we be heavier. 
Clou. O, good my Lord, you've loſt a Friend indeed, 


And I dare ſwear you borrow not that Face 


Of ſeeming Sorrow, it is ſure your WÜn. 
Lan. 'Tho' no Man be aſſur'd what Grace to find, 


"You ſtand in coldeſt Expectation. 


J am the ſorrier: would 'twere otherwiſe. 


Cla. Well you muſt now Speak Sir John Falſtaff fair. 


Which Swims adainſt your Streanqof Quality ſour, 
Ch. Fuft. Sweet Princes, what 7 did, 7 did in Hon- 


Led by th' * impartial Conduct of my Soul; 


And never ſhall you fee that I will beg 

A ragged and forftall'd Remiſſion. 

If Truth and and upright Innocency fail me, ; 
711 to the King my Maſter that is dead, 

And tell him who hath {ent me after him, 
Mar. Here comes the Prince. | 


S Rn. 
Enter Prince Henry. 

Ch. Fuft. Heav'n ſave your Majeſty. | 

P. Henry, This new and gorgeous Garment, Macy; 
Sits not ſo eaſy on me as you think. 
Brothers, you mix yonr Sadneſs with ſome F ear: 
'T'his is the £ngli, not the Turki/h Court, 
Not Amuratb an Amurath r 1 

But Harry, Harry. Vet be ad, good Brothers, 
For to ſpeak Truth, it very well become: wo: 


Sorrow ſo Royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the Faſhion on. 


And wear it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 


But entertain no more of it, good Brothers, | 


T han 


* Imperial. 
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Than a joint Burthen laid us all. | 

For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd 

I'll be your Father and your Brother too: 

Let me but bear your Love, Il bear your Cares 
Yet weep tliat Harry's dead, and ſo will J. 

But Harry lives that ſhall convert thoſe Tears 

By Number into Hours of Happineſs. | 

Lan. Sc. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 

P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you 
| | | [ moſt. 
You are, [think, aſſur'd 7 love you not. 

[To the Ch. Full. 

Ch. Fuft, I am aſſur'd, if I be meaſur'd righuly, 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt Caufe to hate me. | 

P. Henry. No! Might a Prince of great Hopes forget - 
So great /adignites you laid upon me:? : 
What! rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to Priſon 
Th immediate Heir of England]! Was this eaſy ? 

May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 

Ch, Juſt. I then did uſe the Perſon of your Father; 
The Image of his Pow'r lay then in me: | 
And in th' Adminiftration of his Law 
While I was buſy for the Common-wealth, 

Vourtlighneſs pleaſed to forget my Place, 
The Majeſty and Pow'r of Law and Juſtice, 
The Image of the King whom 7 preſented ; 
And ſtruck me in my very Seat of Judgment: 
Whereon as an Offender to your Father 
7 gave bold Way to my Authority, 
And did commit you. At the Deed were II, 
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 
To have a Son ſet your Decrees at naught ? 
To pluck down Juſtice from your awful Bench? 
To trip the Courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 
That guards the Peace and Safety of your Perſon ? 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt royal Image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond Body ? 
Queſtion your royal Thoughts, make the Cafe yours 3 
Be now the Father and propoſe a Son; 
Hear your own Dignity ſo much prophan'd; 
See your molt dreadful Laws fo looſely flighted ; 
Behold your Self fo by a Son Difdain'd : 1 


fo We Second Part of 


And then Imagine me taking your Part, 
And in your Power ſoft filencing your Son. 
After this cold Conſid'rance, Sentence me; 
And as you are a King, Speak in your State, 
What { have done that misbecame my Place, 
My Perſon, or my Liege's Sovereignty ? 


P. Henry. You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this well. 


Therefore ſtill bear the Balance and the Sword: 
And 7 do wiſh your Honours may Increaſe, 
Till you do live to fee a Son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as did: 

So ſhall J live to ſpeak my Father's Words, 
Happy am I, that have a Man fo bold 

That dares do Juſtice on my proper Son; 

And no leſs happy having ſuch a Son, 

That would deliver up his Greatneſs fo 

Into the Hand of Juſtice. - You committed me; 
For which I do commit into your Hand 

Th' unftained Sword that you have us'd to bear, 
With this rembrance that you uſe the ſame 


With the like bold, juſt, and impartial Spirit 
As you have done gainſt me. There is my Hand, 


You ſhall be as a Father to my Youth : 

My Voice ſhall ſound as you do Prompt mine Ear 5 
And Twill toop and humble my Intents, 

'To your WelFpravus d wiſe Directions. 


My Father is gone“ wail'd into his Grave, 


(For in his Tomb lie my Affection) 

And with his Spirit ſadly J ſurvive, 

To mock the Expectations of the World, 
To fruſtrate Prophecies, and to raife out 
Rotten Opinion, which hath writ me down 
Aſter mysſeeming Tho' my Tide of Blood 
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity till now 5 
Now doth it turn and Ebb back 80 the 8 Sea, 
Where it ſhall mingle with the State of F loods, 
And flow hencforth in formal Majeſty. 

Now call we our high Court of Parliament, 


And let us chuſe ſuch Limbs of noble Counſel. 


That the great Body of our State may go 
In 288 K with the beſt 9 Nation; 


31 X 


2h. ack 


That 


* all. 
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That War or Pe ice, or both at once, may be 
As things acquiinted and familiar to us, 
In which you, F . ſhall have foremoſt Hand. 
- HM Lord Chief Tae 
Our Coronatien done, we will accite 
{As / before remember'd) All our State, 
And (Heav'n conſigning to my good Intents) 
No Prince nor Peer ſhall have juſt Cauſe to ſay, \ 
Heav'n ſhorten Harry's happy Life one Day, [ Exeart. 


SCEWE IT Gloceſter ſhire. 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Pardolph, zhe Page 
and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, you ſhall ſee mine Orchard, where in: 
Arbour we will eat a laſt Years Pippin of my own Grai- 
fing, with a Diſh of Carraways; and ſo forth: Come 
Couſin Silence; and then to Bed. 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich, 

Shal. Barren, Barren, Barren: Beggars all, Beggars 
all, Sir Fon : Marry, good Air. Spread Dezy, ſpread 
Dany, well faid Dazy. 

Fal. This Dazy ſerves you for good Ules; he isyour 
Servingman and your Husbandman. 

Spal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very odd Var- 
let, Sir John. By th* Maſs © have drank too much Sack 

at Supper. A good Varlet. Now fit. down, now {it 

down: Come, Couſin. | : 

Si]. Ah, Sirrah, quoth-a. 
Me ſhall 45 nothing but eat, and make good Clear, Linging 
And praiſe Heaw'n for the merry Year ; | 
When Fleſh is cheap and Females dear, 

And lufly Lads room here and there; 
Zo merrily, and ever among, Jo mervily, &c. 

Fal. There's a merry Heart, good maſter Silence. I'U 
give you à Health for that anon. 

Shal. + Give Mr. Bardolph ſome Wine, Davy. 

Daw. Sweet Sir ſit; I'll be with you anon; moſt 
ſweet Sir, fit. Maſter Page, fit: Good Maſter Page, fit : 
Proface. What. you want in Meat we'll have in drink; 
but you muſt bear; the Heart's all. 

D 8 Hal, 


5 
4 Good Mr. Bardglph, ſome Wine 8 a 
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Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardo b, aud m litt! 
Soldier there ges | " y we 


Sil. [Singing.) Be merry, be merry my. Wife bas all, 
Fr Women are Shrews , both 2 and tall; 
"Tis merry in Hall, hel Beards æbag all, 
And welcome merry Shrovelide. YL. 


Be merry, be merry. 
al I did not think maſter Silence had been a man cf 


this mettle. 
Sil. Who I? I have been merry twice and c once ere 


now. 


Dav. There i is a diſh of Leather. Coats for you. 

Shal. Dawy te 

Dav. Your eU with you freight, 
A Cup of Wine, Sir? 


Sil. [Singing.] 4 Cup of 2 ö 
That's briſk and fine. 
And drink unto the Leman mine; 
And a merry Heart li ves long- a. 


Fal. Well ſaid, maſter Silence. 

Sil. If we ſhall be oy now comes in the ſvoet of 
the Night. 

Fal. Health and how Life t to you, aſter” Ae. 

Sil. Fill the Cup and let it come. AMI pledge you 
wer't a Mile to the bottom. 

Sal. Honeſt Bardolpb, welcome ; if thou want'ſt 
any thing and will't not call, beſhiew thy Heart. Wel- 
come m/ little tiny Thief and welcome indeed too: 
Pl drink to maſter Bardoiph, and to * Be roo 
about London. © | | 

Dao. : 2 to ſee 3 ere 1 die. 

Bard. might ſee you there, Dauy. 

Spal. Youll crack a quart ene ha, will you 


maſter Bardolpb ? 
Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle pot. 15 
Sal. By God's liggens I thank thee; ; "he Knave 


will ſtick by thee, I can aflure thee that. [Ha wa, not 
out, he is true bred. 


Bard, And Ill tick by him, Sir. 
[One knacks at tbe Dar 
a: 


Fu 


Barn. 


And Tidings do 1 bring, and tacky joys, - * 
And golden times, and happy ters FX, orice. | 


Let King Copbetla knœ the Truth thereof. 
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Spal. Why, there ſpoke a King; Lack nothing, be 
merry. Look, who's at Door there, ho, Who Knocks ? 

Fal. Why now you have done me right. 

Sil. [Singing.] Do me right, and dub me rer Sa- 
mingo. Is't not to ? 
Fal. Ju fo. 

Sil. Is't ſo? Why then ſay an old Man can do ſome- 
what. 

Dav. If it pleaſe your worlkip there's one Piſtel 
come from the Court with News. 

Fal. n the Court? Let him come in. 


8 O E N | er Kt 
Enter Pitt. 55 Wot 


How now Piſtol « ? | | 
. Sir Jos In, fave you, Sir. i 
| 2 What Wind blew you hither, Pipl: 25 4 

Pi. Not the ill Wind which blows no Man good. 
ſweet Knight: thou art now. one of the greateſt Men 


in the Realm. 
Sil. Indeed T think. ks be, bur Goodman 2 of 


Pift. Puff? EE. 
Puff in thy Teeth, moſt recreant oft batt 
Sir Fohn, 1 am thy Pigol and thy. Friend; 
And helter ſcelter have J roi to thee ; p 5 1 


Fal. I priythee now deliver them like a Man of this 
Fo ord = 
Pift, A Footra for the World and Worldlings baſe © 
I ſpeak of rica and golden joys. 
Fal O baſe Milan Knight, what is thy News?” 


Sil. And Nobin- hood, Scarlet and Fohn. _ 
2PiR. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon; 
And ſhall good News be baffled ? 
Then Piſial lay thy Head in Fury's Lap? 


51 
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er. — oneſt Gentleman, 1 know not your. breed- 


4. 18 Why. then lament therefore. F 
. Give me pardon, Sir. If you come with News 
from the Court, I take it there is but two ways, either 


to utter them, or to conceal them. 1 am, Sir, under. 
che King, in ſome Authority. | 


Pi. Under which King? Bexonian, ſpeak. or we, 
Sbal. Under King Harry. | 
Pift. Harry the Fourth: or Fifth? 
Shal. Harry the F ourth. 
Pift. A Footra for thine Office, 
Sir Fohz, thy tender Lamb-kin now is "King, 
Harry the Fifth's the Man. I ſpeak the Truth. 
When Piſtol lyes, do this, and bg me e like 


The bragging Spaniard. 


Fal. What, is the alt King dead ? 

Pift. As Nail i in Door: The things I ſpeak are juſt. 

Fal. Away Bardolph, Saddle my Horſe. Maſter Re- 
Zert Shallow, chooſe what Office thou wilt in the Land, 
*ris thine.. Piſtol, I will double charge thee with Dig- 


nities. 


Bar. O joy ful Day ! I. would not take a Knight. 


"hood for my Fortune. 


Piß. What? I do bens good News? 

Fal. Carry maſter Silence to Bed: Maſter Shallow, 
my Lord Shallou, be what thou wilt, Jam Fortune's 
Steward. Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh 
ſweet Piſto ! away Bardalph : "Gone: Piſtol, utter more 
to me; and withal deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good 
bot, Boot, Maker Shallrw. 1 know. the young King. 
is ſick for me. Let üs take any Man's Horſes: The 


Jaws of England are at my Commandment. Happy 
are they which have been my n and woe to ny 
Lord Chief Jullice. | | 


Pit. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Langs alſo: 


Where is the Life that late I led, ſay they? 


Why here it is, A this * Day. 1 Eren neg. 


$CENB 


King HEXRY IV. 85 
SC EM #00 
LONDON. 


Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Doll Tear. meet, and Beadles. 


Hoft. No, thou arrant Knave, I would T might die, 
that might have thee hang d: thou haſt diawn my 
Soldier out of Joint. 

Bead. The Conſtables have delivered her over to me: 
and ſhe ſhall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant 
her. There hath been a Man or two kill'd about her. 
Dol. Nut- hook, nut-hook, you lye : Come on, I'll 
tell thee what, thou. damn'd tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the 
Child I go with do. Miſcarry,. thou, had'ſt better thou 
had'ſt ſtruck thy Mother, thou Paper fac'd Villain. 
Hofl. O that Sir Fobn were come, he would make 


this a bloody Day to ſomebody. But I pray God the 


Fruit of her Womb miſcarry. 

Bead, If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions 
again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me, for the Man is dead chat you and 
| Pifiil beat among you. 

Dol. I'Il teil thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenfor; 


I will have you as ſoundly ſwing'd for this, you blue- 


bottle Rogue; you filthy famiſt'd Correctioner, if yon 
be not ſwing d I'll forſwear half Kirtles.. 
Bead, Come; come, you ſhe-Knight-arrant, come. 


Hof. O, that Right ſhould thus o'ercome Might 


Well, of Sufferance comes Eale. 

Dol. Come, you Rogue, come; bring me to A 
Juſtice: 

Hoſt. Yes, come, you ſtarvd blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman Death, Goodman Bones. 

Hof. Thou * Atomy,. thou. 

Dal. Come, you thin ching: Come, you Raſcal. 

* Very welt [Exeunt. 
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„ vn. 
Enter foo Grootis, firewing Rupes. 


1 Groom. More Rutſhes, more Ruſhes. 
2 Groom. The Trumpets have ſounded twice. 
1: Groom. It will be two of the Cleck ere they 


Wine from the Coronation : : Diſpatch, Difpatch. 
5 [Exeunt Is. | 


Enter F alf, Shallow, its, Bardolph, and the * 


Fal. Stand here by me, Maſter Robert Shallow, I will 
| make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him 2s 
he comes, by, and do but mark the Countenance that 
he will give me. 
Pi. Bleſs thy Lungs, good Knight. 8 
Fal. Come here, Pi, ſtand behind me. O, if I had 
had, time to have made new Liveries, I would have 
beſtowed the thouſand Pound 1 borrow'd of you. But it 
is no Matter, this poor Shew doth better; ; "this doch 
infer the Zeal 1 had to fee him. . 
Spal. It doth ſo. 5 
Fal. It ſhews my e of AﬀeRtion. 
Pi. It doth fo. 
Fal. My Devotion. 
Pift. It doth, it doth, it doth, 
þ Fal. As it were to ride Day and Night, and 1 not to 
deliberate. not to remember, not to Rave Patience to 
ſhift me. | 
- $hel. It is moſt certain. | 
Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with Trav el, TP] ing 
with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, -put- 
ting all Aﬀairs in' Oblivion, as if there Mere nothing 
elſe to be done but to ſee him.” 
"Pit. Tis Semper Idem; for ab/que hac mihil .. Ti is 
all m every part, 
Soel. 1 is fo indeed, | 
Pip.” My Knight, 1 will cnllame thy noble er, 


and make thee rage. 
Thy 


* 


: Imp of Fame. 


1 I white Hairs become 2 Fool and Jeſter ! 


5 eav'n dot Kew, fo ſhall the World perceive, 
80 will I thoſe that kept me Company. 
18 Dh me, and thou falt he as thou waſt, 
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Thy Dol and Helen of thy noble Th oughts | 
Is in baſe Durance and contagious Priſon ; | 
Haul'd thither by mechanick dirty Hands. [ 
Rowze up Revenge from Ebon den, with fell Alectos | 
Snake, | | 

For Dol is in. Piſfol ſpeaks nought but Truth. | 
Tal. ] will deliver her. | 
Pi. There roar'd the Sea; and Trumpet clangour | 


ſounds, _ | 1 
SCE N E VII. 


De Trumpets ſcund. Enter 2be K; 2 and his 7 ER 


Fal. God ſave thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal. 
Piß. The Heav'ns thee guard and keep, moſt Royal 


Fal. God fave thee, my ſweet * 
King. My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain Man. 
Ch. Fu. Have you your Wits? Know you what tis 
you ſpeak: > 
24. My King, my Fowe, I ſpeaks to thee, my Heart, 
J know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 


I have long D ream'd of ſuch a kind of Man 

So Surfeit- twell d, ſo old, and fo prophane ; 

But being awake, I do deſpiſe my Dream. 

Make leſs thy Body hence, and more thy Grace, 
Leave Gormandizing. Know, the Grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other Men. | 
Reply not to me with a fool. born Jeſt, 

Preſume not that I am the Thing I was; 


t I have turn'd away my former ſelf, 
Whe n thou doſt hear I am as I have been, 


e Tutor and the feeder of my Riots; 
Till then I baniſh thee on pain of Death, 
As I have done the reſt of my Miſ leaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon by ten Miles. 
For Competence of Life, I will allow you, 


* 
* 
— - * - 
* 
That 7 
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88 The Second Part of 

That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil : 
And as we hear you do 4 reform yourſelves, 

We will according to your Strength and Qualities 
Give you Advancement, Be't your Charge, my Lord, 


Ta ſee perform'd the Tenour of our Word, 
Set on. | [Ex. King, &c, 


S SEN E IX. 


Fal. Maſter Shallow, T owe you a IF Pound. 
Sal. Ah marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to 
let me have home with me. 

Trial. That can hardly be, Mr. Shathw. Do not you 
2 at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: 
k you, he muſt ſeem thus to the World. Fear not 


. your Advancement, I ill be the Man that ſhall make 


you great, 

+ $hal. I cannot perceive how, unleſs you give me 
- your Doublet, and ſtuff me out with Straw. 1 beſeech 
you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand. _ 

. . Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my Word. This that 
you heard was but a Colour. 

Shal. A Colour I fear that you will die in, Sir Johr. 
Fal. Fear no Colours: Go with me to Dinner: Come 
Lieutenant Piftoh, come. 1 1 Font be ſent for 


Joan. at Night. 
Eser Chief vai, ' ant Prive John, 


. Ju. Go carry Sie ohm alte to the Fleet, 
Take A his Company along with . 

Fal. My Lord, my Lord. 

Ch. Ju. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon, 
Take them away. 


Pas, &; fortune me Tormento, Hera me Contento. | 
'  {Exenrt, 


Ma- 


+ redeem; 


King Henry IV. 89 
Manent Lancaller and Chief Juſtice. 


Lan, J like this fair Proceeding of the King's. 
He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
But they are baniſhed, till their Converſations 
Appear more wiſe and modeſt to the World. 
Ch. Ju. And ſo they are. | 
Lan. The King hath call'd his Parliament, my Lord. 
Ch. Fu. He hath. 
Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this Year expire, 
We bear our civil Swords and native Fire 
As far as France. I heard a Bird ſo ſing, 
Whoſe Muſick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence ?  [Excunts 


— 


e E 
Spoken by a DAN ER. 
FR T, my Fear ; then, my Courtfy; last, my 
Speech. My Fear is your Diſpleaſure ; my Court jy, 
my Duty ; and my Speech, ro beg your Pardons : If 
you look for a good Sprech now, you und? me; for what 
1 have to ſay is of mine own making, and whot indeed I 
ſhauld-fay will I doubt prove mine own marring. But 
to the Purpoſe, and jo to the Venture. Be it known 
to you (as it is very well) I was lately here in the 
. the end of a difpleaſing Play, to pray your Patience 
for it, and to promiſe you a better. I did mean indeed 
to pay you with this; which of, like an ill Venture, 
come untuckily home, I break ; and you, my gentle 
Creditors, loſe. Here I premiſed you I would be, and 
here 1 commit my Body to your mercies : Bate me ſome, 
and I will pay you ſome, and as maſt Debtors do, pro- 
miſe you infinitely. 
If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will 
you command me to uſe my Legs © And yet that were 
| but light Payment to dance cin of your Debt: But a 
| good Conſcience il make any Satisfaction, and ſo will 
i . » 
J. All the Gentlemen here have f forgiven me; if 
the Gentlemen, will not, then the Gentlemen do not agree 
with the Gentlewomen, which was never ſeen before in 
fuch an Aſſembly, ; Sh EE 
One Word more I beſeech you-; if you be not too much 
cloid with fat Meat, our bumble Author will continue 
the Story with-Sir John in it, and make you merry 
with fair Katherine France; where, for any 
thing I know, Falſtaff ſhall die of a Sweat, unleſs 
already he be kilPd with your hard Opinions: For * 


fn ˙ · V a« ren,, 5 


Oldcaſtle died a Martyr, and this is not the MHan. 

My Tongue is weary; when my Legs are too, I 70! 

bid you goed Night, and jo kneel down before you ; but 

indeed to pray for the Queen. | oy 
+ forgotten, * This alludes to a Play, in which { 

Sir John Oldcaſile was put for Falflaff. | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HEREAS one ]. Tonſen and his Accomplices 
have aſſerted, that they are the Proprietors of 
Shakeſpear's Plays, and have publiſhed ſeveral of the 
ſaid Plays in a very incorrect and imperfet Manner, 
printed on a very bad Letter, in the major Part of which 
there are a great Number of Omiſſions, occaſioned by 
Careleſsneſs or Ignorance, and in all Probability by 
both, whereby the Plays ſo printed, or more properly 
pyzated by the ſaid J. Tonſon in Conjunction with his 
Accomplices are render'd unintelligible, and of no Ser- 
vice. And whereas the ſaid J. Tonſon and his Accom- 
PIR have made it heir Buſineſs to undermine R. Wal- 
ker, Printer, at Shakeſpear's Head in Turn- again-Lane, 
Snow-hill, the following is offered ta the Publick. 


- 


Ms i ents St 


DS 
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arbitrary Manner kept up the Prices of _ at 
the Price of one Shilling, Mr. Walker, ſenſible of the 
grand Impoſition, undertook to free the Publick from 
the ſaid Oppreſſion, and to publiſh the Plays at Four- 
pence each, and without the Sale of a great Number 
he could reap no Benefit. Mr. Walker accordingly 
began with Shakeſpear's Plays, well knowing no Perſon 
had any Right or Property in them. He had no ſooner 
publiſh'd the firſt Part of the Merry Wives of Windſor, 
with which Play he began, but he received a Letter 
from one Briggs an Attorney, in which the faid Briggs 
mentioned, that by Order of Mr. 'Tonſon, he was to 
ſue him immediately, if he did not deſiſt from reprint- 
ing the Plays; for that Mr. Tonſon would ſpend 1000l. 
before he ſhould go 'on, and likewiſe have him lock'd 
up in a Goal, and that it would be the ruin of him 
and his Family. Mr. Walker upon the Receipt of this 
Letter went to Mr. Tonſon's, and told his Servants 
rr. Tonſon being at that time ill of the Stone) that 
he would try the Iſſue by Conſent with Mr. Tonſon, 


either 


ADVERTISEMENT. - 


Either at Law or Equity. The Anſwer Mr. Walker 
received was, that Mr. Tonſon would try no Right 
nor Property, but would underſell him till he had put 
him down, which they doubted not would have been 
before now ; but how great muſt their Diſappointment 
be, when they are ſenſible Mr. Walker has a great 
Number of Subſcribers, amongſt whom are ſeveral of 
the firſt Quality in England, who have ſeen into. Mr. 
Tonſon's mean and ſcandalous Deſigns, and are deter- 
mined to ſupport Mr. Walker as he really deſerves, it 
being his Means the Publick are ſupply'd with the Plays 
at a cheap Rate. x 5 
It is very ſurpriſing in Tonſon and his Accomplices 
to call themſelves Proprietors of Shakeſpear's Plays; 
if they have any juſt Claim to them, why do they not 
vindicate their Claim? They ſell their Plays at a very 
great Loſs; and let the World judge of Mr. Tonſon's 
old Ways; for could he ſuppreſs Mr. Walker, the 
publick muſt then pay dear for what plays they purchaſe, 
and certain it is, that he would hold them up at an ad- 
vanced price, to re- imburſe himſelf for the great Loſs he 
ſuſtains in the plays, which he now ſells at an Under- 
Pos on purpoſe to demoliſh Mr. Walker, which plain- 
y ſhews de malicious Deſigns of Tonſon and his Ac- 
 complices. O Terrible Rymers Fædera, Mr. Tonion ! 


The following is defien'd as an Anſwer to 2 
fooliſh Advertiſement ſigned Wm. Chetwood, 
Promptor to Drury-Lane Play-hoife. 


HEREAS an Advertiſement was inſerted in 
 * ſeveral of the News-Papers, and annexed 
to all Tonſon's imperfect Plays, tigned WILLIAM 
.CHETWOOD, in relation to Mr. Walker's Edition 
of Shakeſpear, I think mylelf obliged to ſhew the 
* Publick, that the ſaid Advertiſement is FOOLISH, 
FALSE, SCANDALOUS, and A GROSS IMPO- 
© SITION ON THE PUBLICEK:: ---;-- - 

* FOOLISH in a Fellow to thruſt himſelf officiouſly 
and impertinently into an Aﬀaiis which no way's con- 

| | | cerns 
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"ADVERTISEMENT. 


cerns him, and that too, at the Expence of that Mo- 
deſty, which he has, with a great deal of Affectation 
always pretended to; for nothing can certainly be ſo 
vain or impudent as this Prompter's anſwering publick- 
ly to a Charge that was never brought againſt him, 
no ſuch Things having ever been inſinuated by Mr. 
Walker, as that he made uſe of any Copy obtained 
from him, for it would be of no more Service to 
have his Marks of Ertrances, Exits, Properties, &c. 
than it would be to print any of the Drolls, or other 
Rubbiſh, written by himſelf. | 

« FALSE in faying R. Walker's Edition has innume- 
rab'e Errors in it, and is not as acted at the The: - 
tres; but this is a Falſhood that almoſt every [Reader 
is able to diſcover, who, without doubt, can judge of 
this as well as the Prompter, the Candle-Snuffer, or 
any other Servant of the Houle. = 32, | 

* SCANDALOUS in ſaying, The Right of the Pro- 
« prietors is baſely invaded ; tor if they had any Right, 
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A A W 


they would try it at Law, which they have been often- 


times called upon to do, by R. Walker. 

And laſtly, 4 GROSS IMPOSITION ON THE 
PUBLICK, tor he denies that he ever compared the 
Plays printed by R. Walker with thoſe printed by 
J. Tonſon; and as Chetwood fays himfelf, that he has 
a Share in ſome of Shakeſpear's Plays, I fubmit it to 
the Publick, whether he did not ſign that Advertiſe- 
ment on Purpoſe to ſerve a Turn. 

The laſt Subterfuge of Meſſ: Tonſon and Feals will 
appear to all unprejudiced Perſons to be a tacit Acknow- 
ledgment of their not having any juſt Claim to the 
Works of Shakeſpear: For they have declined trying 


their pretended Right therein at Common Law, or in 


Equity, and to put R. Walker to Expences, have me- 


ved the Court of King's- Bench, for an Information againſt 


him, on Account of his having Scandaliz d them, in 
one of his Advertiſements. Theſe mighty Men think, 


that by their great Purſes they ſhall be enabled to pull 


Mr. Walker down, but Mr. Walker is a Man of Re- 
ſolution, and ſuch they'll find him, who will not be 
frighted by their inſolent Threats. 

; | | 11 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


I the Publick wili be pleaſed to eompare R. Walker's 
Editions of Shakeſpear's Plays with thoſe which Tonſon 
has ſo'd, they will ſoon be convinced that his are perfect, 
and Tonſon's incorrect; for they will find not only an 
hundred Omiſſions and Interpolations, but likewiſe a 
Multitude of groſs Errors, whereby the Senſe of the 


- Author is marr'd and rendered imperfect. 


'The following Affidavits were ſworn, for the Sup- 
port of the Truth of this Caſe, and plain'y ſhews 


what Mr, Walker's Adverſaries have aimed at to ſup- 


preſs him, and raiſe the Plays to their former exorbi- 


tant Price. | 
R BERT WALKER, of Turn. again-Lane, 


Snow- Hill, Printer, maketh Oath, and faith, 
t William Feals, of the Pariſh of St. Clement 
Danes, in the County of Middleſex, Boel:{eller, did, 


on or about the Month of September laſt, offer. this 


Deponent, in the Shop of the ſaid William Feals, to 
employ him this Deponent with conſtant Buſineſs in the 
Printing-Trade, at a certain Price, by which this De- 


ponent might clear (as this Deponont verily believes) 


the Sum of 200 l. and upwards each Year; and to pay 


this Deponent punctually for the ſame upon the Delivery 


of his Work. And this Deponent further ſaith, That 
the ſaid William Fields did at the fame Time endeavour 
to periuade this Deponent to give him and Jacob Tonſon, 
a meeting, and propoſed that he this Deponent ſhould 
have Security for the Performance cf the ſaid Agree- 
ment, or the like Effect, on Condition that this Depo- 
nent would decline printing the Plays of Shakeſpear, and 
the other Engliſh Poets. And this Deponents further faith, 
That he did at the ſame time peremptorily refuſe to com- 
ply with the {aid Propoſals, by reaſon that this 2 
nent had a great Number of Subſcribers, and a daily In- 
creaſe of them, and that as he had promiſed them to go throꝰ 
the aid Engliſh Plays, he would not diſappoint them, as 
he had found ſuch Encouragement; but this Deponent did 
then, at the Lime of ſoch Diſcourſe had with the ſaid Feale, 
as. aforeſaid, offer to the ſaid Feals, that if the ſaid 
Feals would produce or ſhew any Right he and the 
{aid Tonſon had veſted in them alone, cf Printirg 21 
2 4¹ 


faid Engliſh Plays, as they pretended to have, that he 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


this Deponent would decline Printing of the ſame, and 


offered to try the ſame amicably hy an Iſſue at Common- 
law. And this Deponent further faith, That he this 


Deponent doth verily believe, that the Propoſal afore- 
ſaid, made to him by the above-mentioned William 
Feals, was done with no other View or intent, than 
that he the {aid William Feals. in Conjunction with Mr. 
Tonſon, might thereby have an Opportunity of raiſin 
the Plays again the exorbitant Price of 1 5 each _ 
| ROBERT WALKER. 

Seworn Dec. 7. 1734, in the Court held at the Sefſions- 
Houſe in the Old-Baily, before me, E. BELLAMY, 


Mayor. | 


TAMES HARRIS, of the Pariſh of St. Mar- 
tin in the Fields, in the County of Middleſex, Yeo- 
mah, maketh Oath, and faith, That he this Deponent 


Hath often been asked and importuned by William Feals, 


of the Strand, in the Liberty of the Puchey of Lancaſt- 
er, and County of Middleſex, Bookſeller, to diſcover 
unto the faid William Feals what the Names or Titles 


of ſuch Plays, which this Deponent's Maſter Robert 


Walker, of Furn-again-Lane, Snow-hill, London, Prin- 
ter, was printing ; and that for the Diſcovery of every 
ſuch Play, he the faid William Feals would give to 
this Deponent five Shillings ; and alſo promiſed this De- 
ponent, that it ſhould be fifty Pounds in his way, fo 
ſoon as he the faid William Fiels could obtain his Ends 


of the ſaid Robert Walker, meaning (as this Deponent 
verily believes) when the ſaid William Feals could be 


able to compel the ſaid Robert Walker to deſiſt fram 
printing the Engliſh Plays. And this-Deponent further 
laith, that he hath been called into the back Part of Mr, 


Tonſon's Shop in the Strand, by one whom he verily 


believes to be a Servant to Mr. Tonſon, and was im- 
portuned by him to take a Sheet from the Preſs of this 
Deponent's {aid Maſter, Robert Walker, as he went to 
the fame about the Buſineſs. And this Deponent fur- 
ther ſaith, That the ſaid Perſon did offer, in the back 
Part of the ſaid Mr. Tonſon's Shop, to give him this 
Deponent one Guinea for a Sheet. of each Play, _— 
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he this Deponent would bring unto him, and which ke 
this Deponent refuſed, and could the ſaid Perſon he 
would not do any ſuch Piece of Villainy. And he this 


Doponent verily believes, that what the ſaid Servant 


propoſed to him, was by the Order and Direction of 
his Maſter Jacob Tonſon, Bookſeller, in the Strand. 
| JAMES HARRIS. 
Sworn Dec. 7, 1734, in the Court held at the Seffions- 
Houſe in the Old- Baily, before me, E. BELL AMY, 


A Specimen of ſome of Tonſon's Omiſſions and Blun- 
ders in the Tragedy of King Lear, which render 
the ſame uſeleſs and unintelligible. 

N $he* firſt Place he is wrong in his Title; he Calls 

1 it The Life and Death of King Lear; the original 

itle by Shakeſpeir, was only King Lear, a Tragedy, 


and when alter'd and reviv'd by N. Tate, Efq; The Hi- 


fory of King Lear and his three Daughters; how can it 
be called The Life and Death of King Lear, when in 
the Play as it has been acted for near 50 Years lait paſt 
(cho' Tonſon's ſpurious Edition kuls him on the Stage) 
King Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains alive, 
and gives his Daughter Cordelia in Marriage to Edgar, 
Son to Gloceſter. | 

In the 2d Place, he has omitted the Prologue to the 
fame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, which was ſpa- 
ken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry. ; 

In the 3d Place, he has printed it from an erroneous 
Edition; in which there is not one Scene in the whole 
as Aged at the Theatres, neither has it the fame be- 
ginning or ending. | 

In the 4th Place, he has omitted the turious Dedica- 


tion of Mr. Tate, to his eſleemed Friend, Thomas 


Boteler, Eſq; on the Revival of the Play. 


Beſides what is already obſerved, there are innumc- 
rable Omiſſions and Blunders in his other Plays, viz- 
Julius Ceſar, Macbeth, Titus Andronicus, The Tempeſt, 
and ſeveral others, inſomuch that there is ſcarce one Play 
that is perfect; ſome want Frontiipieces, ſome the Fi- 
tles, and in ſeveral others, whole Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speeches, are entirely omitted: So that each Vol. 
of Tonſon's, may be called a Ge!liniaufry of Scraps and 


Nonſenſe. _ 
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Printed by R. WA Lk ER at Shakeſpear's Head in Turn 
again Lane, by the Ditch-ſide ; and may be had at hi 
Shop, the Sign of Shakeſpear's Head, in Change-Alley 
Cornbill; and like wiſe at his Shop, the. Sign of Shake- 
2. | ſpear's Head and Hawł, betweef the Save and Somer- 
ſet-Houſe, in the Strand. : 


M DCC X XXIV. 


Dramatis Perſone, 
| MEN. 


I . Godfrey, Brcther in I aw to the Vid Plus; 

Maſter Edmond, Sen to the Vi dom Plus. 

George Pye-boord, a Scholar and a Citizen. 

Sir Oliver Muck-hill, a Suztcr to the Lady Plus. 

Sir John Penny- -Dub, a Surtor to Moll, 

Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe, a Suiter to Fi rances. | 
The Sheriff cf London. 1 i 
Capt, * 4 ö | 


Buttock | 
and Two of the Rows s Serjeants, 
eee e 


„ 


| Dogſon, a Woman. 
| * Oath, à vain glorious Fellow. 


Nicholas St. Artlings, | 5 f E 
Simon St, Mary Overies, Tie vg 41 the Lay * 


Frailty, 


Perce Skirmiſh, an old Suldiere 
A Nebleman. | | 

A Gentleman Ci iticen. „ | Ir 
Officers, Ge ia dues | 


Tach Plus, a Citizen's Widow, /«* b vo N 
2 75 SN ©) 


Frances, 1 EY , TY, 5 | che 
and ber two Panghtergo . , © 2 / 

| as 
SCENE LO ND ox | 


THE any 
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OR; THE 


WIDOW of JW/atling-Street.. 


ee eee 
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| | | 
Enter the Lady Vi dum Plus, Frances and Moll; Sir 


Godfrey with Edmond, all in Mourning. Te Widew 
wringing her Hands, and burſting cut into Paſſion, as 


newly come jrom the Burial aj her Husband. 


IVidows : 5 8 106 Wor : | 
LP FH ever was Born! 


H, that ever I was Born, that 


Sir Ged. Nay good Siſter, 
dear Siſter; ſweet Siſter, he of 
good Comfort, ſhew your {ef 
a Woman, now or never. 


id. Oh, I have loſt the 


| deareſt Man, I have buried 
the ſweeteſt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 


Sir God. Nay give him his due, he was indeed an ho- 
neſt, virtuous, diſcreet, wile Man,—he was my Brothzr, 


as right, as right. 


Vid. O, I ſhall never forget him, never forget him, he 


was a Man ſo well given to a Woman—oh ! 


Sir God. Nay, but kind Siſter, I could weep as much as 
any Woman, but alas, our Tears cannot call him again: 


3 


methinks 


n 
ad 
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metbinłs you are well read, Siſter, and know that Death is 


. as common as Homo, a common Name to all Men; — a 


| Man ſhall be taken when he's making water. — Nay, did 
Lot the learned Parſon, Maſter Pig man, tell us e en now, 
that all Fleſh is frail, we are born to die, Man hath but a 
time: With ſuch like deep and profound Perſuaſions, as 
he is a rare fellow, you know, and an excellent Reader : 


and for Example, (as there are-Examples abundance ).did 


not Sir. Humphry Bubble die tother Day, there's a luſty 
Widows why ſhe cry'd not above half an Hour — for 
ſhame, for ſhame; Then follow'd him od Maſter Ful- 
ſome, the Uſurer, there's a wiſe Widow, why: The cry'd 
a neer a whit at all. 78 0 
a Husband out- nin d em all. eg 
Sir God Ay that he did, i faith, he out-ſhin'd em all. 
Mid. Doſt thou ſtand there and ſee us all weep, and 


Vid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, I bad 


not vnce ſhed a Tear for thy Father's Death? oh thou | 


ungraęious Son and Heir thou? 
1 Edip. Troth, Mother, I ſhould not weep I'm ſure; 
am Pa 
fellows laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, ſo I ſhould ; 
Pray let one of my Siſters weep for me, I'll laugh as 
-umctt forher another time 
Vid. O thou paſt-Grace thou, out of my ſight thou 
graceleſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the Death of 
thy Father: O thou ſtubborn only Son: had ſt thou ſuch 
an honeſt Man to thy Father — that would deceive all 
the World to get Riches for thee, and canſt thou not afford 
a little Salt- water! He that fo wiſely did quite overth ow 
© the right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you reſpec 
not: up every Morning betwixt four and five, ſo duly at 


Wetminſter-Hall every Term time, with all his Cards 


and Writings, for thee thou wicked AbſaJon — 
Oder Husbang*: kn r 
Edm. Weep, quotha? I proteſt I am glad he's churched; 
for now he's gone, I ſhall ſpend in quiet. 
Fran. Dear Mother, pray ceaſe; half your Tears ſuſfce, 
Tis time for you to take truce with your Eyes, 5 
„ / Ts 
Vid. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet rags! wh 


a Child I hope, to make all my old School- 


* 


* kef 


* 
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the 


ourſelves, I come upon you freſhly, I ne'er ſpeak with- 


Ladies. Go to, be of good comfort, I lay, leave ſnob- 


f that one thing that I had not, beſide, I bad Keys of all, 
kept all, receiv'd all, had Money in my Purſe, ſpent what 


. 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 1 
T loft, have I loſt ! —— if bleſſed be the Coarſe the Rain 
rains upon, he had it, pouring down. | os 

Sir God. Siſter, be of good chear, we are all mortal 


out comfort, hear me what I ſhall ſay. my Brother 
has left you wealthy, you're rich. Peer An Tn 
Vid. O!' | Beat 
Sir Ged. 1 ſay you're rich: you are allo fair, 
Vid. O0! : {hr FE 
Si Gcd, Go to, you're fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
Beauty will come to light, nor are your Years ſo ſar en- 
ter'd with you, but that you wil: be {ught after, and 
may very well anſwer another Husband ; the World is full 
of kne Gallants, choice enow, Siſter, — for what ſhouid 
we do with all our Knights, I pray ? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, luſty fair-brow'd. 


bing ard weeping, — yet my Prother was a kind-hearted 
Man. — [-would not have the Elf ſee me now, come 
pluck up a Woman's Heart, —here ſtand your Daughters, 
who be well eſtated, and at maturity will alſo be inqum d 
alter with good Husbands, ſo all thele Tears ſhall be foon 
dry'd up, and a better World than ever — what, Wo- 
man ? you mutt not weep ſtill? he's dead, he's buried 
yet I cannot chuſe but weep for him.  _ -  * 
Wid. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick then? 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon I tread ' 
To ſuch intent, O, may it be my Grave: | 
And that the Prieſt may turn his Wedding Prayers, 
Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and aſhes; 
O, out of a Million of Millions, 1 ſhould ne'er find ſuch 
a Hushand; he was unmatchable — unmatchable ; no- 
thing was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not ſpeak 


I would, went abroad when I would) came home when + 
would, and did all what I would : O — my ſweet Hubs 
band; I ſha'l reyer have the like, ; His | 

Str God, Siſter ? ne'er ſay ſo, he was an honeſt Brother 
of mine, and lo, and you may light upon one as honeſt 
again, or one as honeſt again may light upon you; that's 
the properer phraſe indeed, „ 

= OY a3 id 


— 
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Mid. Never: O if you love me urge it not. 
O may I be the by - word of the World. 
Ihe common talk at Table, ir the Mouth 
Ot every Groom and Waiter, if e er more 5 
I entertain the carnal ſuit of Man. [ Kneels, 
ell. I muſt kneel down for faſhion too. 
Fran. And 1, whom never Man as yet hath ſeal'd, 
Een in this depth of general Sorrow, vow 
Never to marry, to ſuſtainſuch loſs, 
As a dear Husband ſeems to be, once Dead. 
Mall. I lov'd my Father well too; but to ſay, 
Nay, vow, I would not marry for his Death, 1 
Sure I ſhould ſpeak falſe Latin, ſhould I not ? 
I'd as ſoon vow never to come in Bed. b b 
Tut, Women muſt live by tl quick, and not by th' dead. 
nid. Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kits thee : 
I.,. an ing cut ber Hus bands Picture. ; 
How like him is their Model; their brief E ict ure 
Quickens my Leas: my Sorrows are rene wd 
At their treih ſi ht. f 
Sir Gd. Niite· 5 
id. Away, > Wa 
All honeſty with him is turn'd to Clay. 


| 

O my livezt Husband, O- — ts.» a 
Dias. My dear Father! [Exeunt Wid. and Pran. 1 
A «ll. Here's a puling indeed! I think my Mother weeps 0 

for all the Women that ever buried Husbands; for if fiom 3 
time to time all the Widowers Tears in England had been 0 
bottled up, I do not think all wcu'd have fill d a th ee-halt- | 4 
penny Battle: alas, a mall matter bucks a Hand kerchief,. -  ® 
and ſometimes the ſpittle ſtands toe nigh Saint Thom as 4 h 
Watring's, Well, Lean mourn in good ſober fort as well | 41 
as ancther; but where 1 ſpend one Tear for a dead Fa- $ 


ther, I could give twenty Kiſſes for a quick Hus band. 
3 = 8 [Exit Moll, w 
Sir Ged. Well go thy ways, old. Sir Godfr:y, and thou al 
may ſt be proud on't, thou haſt a kind loving Silter-in-Jaw,: ü 3 

c 

in 


- 


——— _ 4 _ 
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How conſtant ? how paſſionate? how full of April the 
| r Soul's Eyes are. Well, I would my Brother knew 
ont he ſhould then know what a kind Wife he had left 


— — . 


behind him. Truth, and twere not for ſhame that the na 
- Neiglbvursatth'next Garden ſhould hear me co p 
OE, | 5 5 N e anc O 


— 


— — —- p —ę—ä— — 


— 
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Mido of Watling- ſtreet. 
and Grief, I ſhould e' en cry out- right. ¶ Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm. So, a fair ridd ance, my Father's laid in Duſt, his 
Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the Worms 
will cut him up ſhortly : Fare wel old Dad, farewel; I'll 
be curb'd in no more; I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool, and he will be one, but I'TItake 
another order; — Now ſhe would have me weep for him 
forſooth, and why: becauſe he cozen'd the right Heir, 
being a Fool, and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his Eldeſt 
Son; and therefore I muſt weep for him, ha, ha: why, 
all the World knows, as long as *tiwas his Plealure to get 
me, 'twas his Duty to get for me : I know the Law in 
that Point, no Attorney can gull me. Well my Uncle is 
an old Aſs, and an admirable Coxcomb, I'll rule the roaſt 
my ſelf. I'll be kept under no m-re, I know what I.may 
4 do weil enough by my Father's Copy: the Law's in mine 
own Hands now: Nay, now I know my ſtrength, I'll bz 
ſtrong enough for my Mother, I warrant uu. 


Enter George Pye-boord; and Peter Skirmiſh, _ 
ye. What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou 
that were wont to be as hot as a Turn-\pit. as nimble as 


J a Fencer, and as louſie as a School-maſter ; now thou art 

n. put to ſilence like a Sectary,.— War fits now like a Juſtice 
ps of Peace, and does nothing; where be your Muskets, 
8 Calivers and hot-ſhots? in Tong: Lane, at pawn, at pawn ? 
en Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, Kex-guns, 
= and Bawds the Gunners—who are your Sentine's in 
Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give warning; with 
a | hems, hums, and pocky-coughs ; only your Chambers 
ell | are licenſt to play upon you, and drab. enow to give 
Fa⸗ Fire to em. a | | 


0 _ Skir, Well, I cannot tell, but I am ſure it goes wrong 
oll. with me, for ſince the Ceſfure of the Wars, I have ſpent 


0 above a hundred Croivrs out of Purſe: 1 have been a Sol- 
Au. dier any time this forty Years, and now perceivè an old 
the Sold ier, and an old Courtier have both one Deſtiny, and 
ow in the end turn both into Hob nails. | | 

left Pye. Pretty My ſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob- . 
the | nail is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-ſoal.. 

Joy Skir. I will not fay but that War is a Blood- ſueker and 
and ſo; but in my Conſcience, (as there is no Soldier but has 


44 a piece 
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a piece of one, tho' it be full of holes, like a ſhot Ancient, 
no matter, twill ſerve to ſwear by) in my Conſcience, T 
think ſome kind of Peace has more hidden Oppreſſions, 
and violent heady Sins (though looking of a gentle Na- 
ture) than a profeſt War. | | | 

* Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gentle- 
man, and Scholar, I have been matriculated in the Uni- 
verſity, wore out ſix Gowns there, ſeen ſome Fools, and 
ſome Scholars, ſome ef the City, and ſome of the Coun- 
try, kept Order, went bare-headed over the Quadrangle, 
eat my Commons with a good Stomach, and batiled with 
Diſcretion; at laſt, having done many flights and tricks to 


maintain my Wit in uſe (as my Brain would never indure 


me to be idle.) I was expell'd the Univeiſity, only for 
"ſealing a Cheeſe out of Jeſus College, 4 
Skir. Ist poſſible? N | 6 
Pye. O! there was one Welobman (God forgive him) 
purſues it hard, and never left, till I turn'd my Staff to- 
ward Tenden, where when I came, all my Friends were 
pit hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there but a few left be- 
tore) then was I turn'd to my Wits, to ſhift in the World, to 
towre among Sons and Heirs, and Fools, and Gulls, and 
Ladies eldeſt Sons, to work upon nothing, to feed out 
of Flint, and ever ſince has my Belly been much be- 
holden to my Brain. But now to return to you, old Sk:r- 
miſb, I ſay as you ſay, and for my part wiſh a Turbu- 
leney in the World, for I have nothing in the World, 
but my Wits, and I think they are as mad as 
they will be: and to ſtrengthen your Argument the 


more, I ſay an honeſt War is better than a bawdy Peace. 


As touchirg my Prefeſſion; the multiplicity of Scholars, 
hatcht and nouriſhe in the idle Calms of Peace, make em 
Hike Fiſhes, one devour another; and the Community of 


Learning has ſo plaid upon Affections, that thereby almoſt 


Religion is come to Fhantaſie, and diſerdited by being too 
much ſpoken of — in lo many and mean Mouths. I my 
ſelf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no ather com- 
fort by my Learning, but the Affection of my words, 
to know how Scholar-like to name what I want, and can 
call myſelf a Beggar both in Greek ard Latin, and there- 
ſore not to cog with Peace, I'll not be afraid to ſay, tis a 
great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher: a great Getter of 
5 > Children, 


— 


Facilis Deſcenſus Avernz, tis an eaſie Jourrey to a K nave, 


to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by our Wits 


ve then by Shifts, Wiles, and Forgeries: And ſeeing our 


' deceive all Eyes but the Devil's. 


dropt out of her Eyes: Device well manag d may do'good 
upon her: it ſtands firm, my firſt practice ſhall be there. 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 9 
Children, which muſt either be, Thieves or rich Men, 
K naves or Beggars. : : | 

Stir, Well, would J had been born a Knave then, when 

I was born a Beggar; for if the truth was known, I think 
om begot when my Father had never a Penny in his 
- -Pye, Puh, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant thee, 


thou may'it be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other Profeſhons, and an arrant Drah 


thrive in deſpight of her; for the Law lives by Quarrels, 
the Courtier by ſmooth Good-morrows, and every Pro- 
feſſion makes it ſelf greater by Imperfe&ions, why not 


Brains are the only Patrimonies, let's ſpend with]udgment, 
not like a deſperateSon and Heir, but like a ſober and diſcreet 
Templer —one that will never march beyond the Bounds 
of his Allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, I my 
felf will put on theDeceit of a Fortune-teller,a fortune-teller, 
Kn Very probere 7 7 85 | 
Pye. And you à Figure-caſter, or a Conjurer. 
_ Skir, A Conjurer? 6 

Fye. Let me alone, 1'il inſtru& you, and teach you to 


— — — — — 2 al 
* . -- : - 


Skir. O ay, for I would not deceive him, and I could 
chuſe, of all others. | | 
Pye, Fear not, I warrant you; and ſo by theſe means we | 
ſhall help one another to Patients, as the Condition of the ÞK 
Age affords Creatures enow for cunning to work upon. | 
 Skir, O wondrous, new Fools and freſh Aiſles, 
ye. O, fit, fit, excellent. 
Skir. What in the name of Conjuring? | 
Pye. My Memory. greets me happily with an admirable 
Subject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who of late I 
ſaw weeping in her Garden for the Death of her Husband, 
ſure ſhe's but a watriſh: Soul, and half on't by this time is 


© Shar, You have my Voice, George. | 
- "Pye. Sh'asa grey Gull to her Brother, a Fool to her on- 


3 
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1y Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter; 121 
over-heard em ſeverally, and from their words I 11 drive 
an) dev ce; ard thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, thall. be my 
ſecond in all flights. | 
Skir. Ne'er doubt me, Ge.rge Iye-Boord, — only you 
muſt teach me to conjure. 
Enter Captain Idle piuicu d and with a Guard of es 
paſſeth over the Stage. 
De. Puh, I'll periect thee, Peter; 
How now; what's he? 5 
Skir. O George! this light kills me. 
Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain Idle. 
Dye. Captain Idle. | 75 
__ 'Skir., Apprehended for ſome ſellonious AR or other, 
a he bas ſtarted out, bas made a Night on't, lackt Silver; 1 
cannot hut commend his Reſolution, be would not pawn 
his Buff-Jerkin, I wou'd either {ome of us were employ d, 
or might pitch our Tents at Uſurers Doors, to kill the 
Slaves as they peep out at the Wicket. | 
De. Indeed, thoſe are cur ancient Enemies; they keep 
our Morey in their Hands, and make us to be bang'd for 
robbing of em; but come let's follow after to the Priſon, 
and knew the nature ot this Offence, and what we can 
ftead him ip, he. ſhall be ſure of; and I'll uphold it ſtill, 
that a charitable Knaye is better than a ſoothing 1 
Exeunt, 
Enter at ane Docr Corporal Oath, and at the other three 77 
be Wid:w Puritan's Serving Men, Nicholas St. Antlings, 
Simon St. Mary-Overies. and Frailty, in black. ſcurvyy 
« Mearning Cats, and Bocks. at their Girdes, as coming 
"ID Church, They meet. 
Wich. What, Corporal Qath? I am forry we have met 
| with You next our Hearts; you are the Man that we are 
forbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not {wear L 
can tell you, and yeu have the Na me for Swearing. . 
Sine. Ay, Corporal Qath, I would you would do io much 


i H as forlake Us, We cannot abide you, we muſt not be {cen 


in your Company. 

Frail. There is nore of us, I cantell you, but ſhall be 

foundiy whipt for Swearing, 

Corp. Why how ,now.? we three? Pucitanical Serape- 

. Hoes, Fleſh a Good Iridays; a * | | 
Al. Oh. 5 _ Gaps 


: ſhew a Beggar's Noble. 


Featly Wages, let not a Commander periſh, 


_ © Widow of Watling-ſtreet, 11 
_ Cirp, Why Nicholas St. Antling, Simon St. Mary-Overies, 
has tne Del] poſſeſt you, that you ſwear no better, you 
Halt-Chriſten'd Katomites, you Ur-godmother'd Varlets, 
does the firſt Leſſon teach you to be Froud, and the ſecond 


to be Coxcombs; proud Coxcombs, not once to do Duty 


to a Man of Mark. 


Frail, A Man of Mark, quotha, 1 do not think he can 


» 


Ccrp. A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that is 


able to blow you all dry with your Books at your Girdles. 


Sim. We are are not taught to believe that, Sir, for 
we know the Breath of Man is weak. _ 35 
. Is Corporal breathes en Frailty. 
Frail. Foh, you lie, Nicholas; for here's one ſtrong 
enough; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
'twelve-icore off on him: I warrant, if the Wind ſtood 


_ right; a Man might ſmell him f om the top of Nemę ate, to 


the Leads of Zudpate.” | | N 
Cæerp. Sirrah, thou hollow Books of Wax - candle. 


Nich. Ay, you may ſay what you will, ſo you ſwear not. 


4 7 


Corp. I wear by the. | | 4; 
Nich Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; but if you ſwear 


once, we ſhall fall down in a Swaon preſently. 


Corp. I muſt and will ſwear: you quivering Coxcombs, 


ece Point. — | 


my Captain is impriſon'd, and by Vulcan's Leather Cod-. 


Mb. O Simon, what an Oath was there? 


Hail. If he ſhould chanee to break it, the poor Man's 


Breeches would fall down about his Heels, for Venus allows 


but one Point to his Hoſe. | 1 
Corp. With theſe, my Bully Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Priſon Doors, and brain the Keeper with the Begging Box, 


but L' et my honeſt ſweet Captain Idle at liberty. 


Nich. How, Captain Idle? my old Aunt's Son, my 
dear K ihfman in appadibio gh Vx i 
© Corp. Ay, thou Church-peeling, thou Holy-paringe Re- 


_  Hgious out-ſide thou; if thou hadſt any grace in thee," I 
thou wouldR viſit him, reheve him, {wear to get him out. 


Nich. Aſſure you, Corporal, indeed la, tis the firſt time 
J _ 4h Oe 606 pgs „ 
Grp. Why dot now then, Marmaſet ; bring forth thy 


Sim. 
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Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, be ſhall periſh, 

. Nich. Well, Corporal, I'll een along with you, to FR 
my Kinſme n. if I can do him any good, I will — but I 
have nothing for him, Sim St. Vary Queries and Frazlty, 
pray make a Lie for. me to the RO: my Maſter, old 
Sir Godfrey. 
rp. A Lie? may you lie then? a 

Trail. O ay, we may lie, but we muſt not Geer 3 

Sim. True, we may lie with our 9 8 * 
535 we muſt not ſwear we did ſo. 

Corp. Os an excellent Tag of Religion. 

'Nich, O, Simen, I have thought upon a ſound Excuſe, | 
it will go Currant, ſay that I am gone to a Faſt. 

Sim. Toa Faſt ? very good. 

Nes. Ay, to a Faſt, lay, with Maſter Full- belly 5M 
Miniſter. _. 

Sim. Maſter Full-belly? an honeſt Man: he feeds the 
Flock well, 1 he s an excellent Feder. 

-  þExeunt Corporal and Nicholas. 

Frail. O £ I have ſeen him eat a whole Fig and. after - 
ward fall to the Pettitoes. Exeunt Simon and Frailty. 

The Marſbalſea Priſon. Enter Captain Idle at one Door, 
and an ld Seildier at tbe ether. 

= Pray turn the Key. - [ Speaking within, 

Skir. Turn the Key, I pray. ; 

© Cap. Who ſhould thole be, almoſt know their Voices? 
O my Friends! (Entring. 
' You're welcome to 2 tha Riom here; | y6u newly | 
took leave ofthe Air, is t not a ſtrange Savoy Wt | 

Pye. As all Prifons have ſmells of lundry. Fretches 3 "2 
Who tho” departed, leave their Scents behind em. 

By Gold, Captain, I am ſincerely ſorry for the. 
Cut. By my troth, George, I thank thee ; but, Piſk 
hat muſt be muſt be. 

- Skir. Captain, what do you lie in for? is t great 7 

what's your Offence? 

Capt. Faith my Offence is ordinary — common, a: 
Highway, and I tear me my Penalty will be ordinary — 
common too, a Halter, 

P Ye. N ay 75 Pr opheſie not lo il, it NO 80 brd, . 

But In ſhift for chr. Life. TY 
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Capt. Whether Ilive or die, thou'rt an honeſt Ceerge. 
F'll tell you — Silver flow'd not with me as it had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 
ſtart out, and by chance ſet, upon a fat Steward, thinking 
his Purſe had been as purſie as his Body; and the Slave 
had about him but the poor purchaſe of ten Groats: Not- 
withſtanding being deſeried, purſued, and taken, I know 
the Law is ſo grim, in reſpe& of many deſperate, un- 
non Soldiers, that 1 fear me I ſhall. dance after their 
IPC OT Oo, | | , 
.  Skir, lam twice ſorry for you, Captain; firſt, that 
aur Purchaſe was ſo ſmall, and now that your Danger is 
o great. | „ 5 78 
Capt. Puſh, che worſt is but Death, —— ha' you a 
Fipe of Tobacco about you,? | x 
- Skir, I think I have thereabouts about me. 1 
e ee eee e was Captain blows a pipe. 
Capt. Here's a clean Gentleman too, to receive. | 
HBye. Well, I muſt caſt about fome happy ſlight : 
Work Brain, that ever didſt thy Maſter right. | 
» 37: 2 © | Cerperal and Nicholas within, 
Grp. Keeper, let the Key he tur l. 
Mich. Ay, ay, pray, Maſter: Keeper, give's a caſt of 


your Office. 1 
8 * How now? more Viſitants? — what, Corporal 


eee, 0h nfl atten 
Corp. In Priſon, honeſt Captain? this muſt not be. 
-  Nich. Hayy do you, Captain Kinſman? 
Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure ſtarcht 
Fool here? P 5 
Mich. You ſee, Kinſman, I am ſomewhat bold to call 
in, and {ee how you de ; I heard you were ſafe enough, 
and I was very glad on't, that it was no worſe.” | 
Cußt. This is a double torture now, —this Fool by th 
Book doth vex me more than my Impriſonment. What 
meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither 7 
Corp. Who, he 2 he ſhall relieve thee, and ſupply thee, 
FPYamkn hin dof; = ado. eo; 
Capt. Fy, what vain Breath you ſpend: © 1 
He ſupply? I'll ſooner expect Mercy from an Uſurer when 


my 


a 
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my Bond? s forfeited, ſooner K indneſs from a Lawyer when 
my Money's ſpent; nay, ſooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. - Fl] look 127 Relief from him 
when Lxcifer is reſtor d to his Blood, and in Heav'n again. 
Nich. I warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for my 
left Ear burns moſt tyrannically. 
De. Captain idle, what's he there? he looks like a Mon- 
key upward, and a Crane downward. | 
. _. Capt, Pſhaw; a fooliſn Couſin of mine. I mut thark 
| God for him. 
De hy, the better Subject to work 4 ſeape upon; 
| thou ſhalt een ehange Cloaths wich him, and Kaye him 
here, and fo — | 
Capt. Puſh, I publiſht bim een now to m Cor al, 
he l be 9 he do me ſo much gone; ol 75 ys 
know a more proper, a more handſome Device than thit 
8 7 9 Slavo would be Sociable, — now Goodman Fleer- 
are : 9 
Nich. O, WV Couſin begins to ſpeak to me now, I thall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope: 
. Skir.: Look! what ridiculous Raprures take bold of his 
Wrinkles. | 
- Pye. Then what ſay yow4c-ebds- Device, A | happy one 
Captain? 
Ct. Speak low, George; Priſon Rats have wider Furs 
1 than thoſe in Malt: lofts. hn 
| MR Couſin, if it lay in my power, as they ſay—to 
W Two 00 me an excœedin np pleaſuſindecd, that 
F -neertafkfurderon't, the Fool will ” hang'd ger he do. 
Oer. Pox, Ill thump * im to't. - 
Tye. Why, de but try the Fopſter, and break it to 
A nd, | 
Capt. And ſo weitge- win dwell 10 end wad 
the Slave ſlaver but dur purpoſe to his Maſter; tar would 
AI vere but as ſure ont, as I am ſure he will deny to do't. 
Nich I would be e, glad, Couſin, if any of my 
| Friendſhip, as they fa be might. ſtand; ha — 
. Pye. Why, you ſee offers his Friendſhip fooliſhly to 
| 
| 


ycu already. 

Capt. Ay, that's. the- Hell ont, I would he would 
offer it wilely. 

Nicb. Verily, and indeed la, Couſin, Capi. 


— 


Nido of Watling-ſtreet re_ 
Capt. I have took note of thy Fleers a good while, if 
thou art minded to do me good, as thou gap'ſt upon me 

_ comfortably, and giv'ſt me charitable Faces; which in- 
| deed is but a faſhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt 
ſoon at Night ſteal me thy Maſter's Chain? | 
Mb. Oh, I ſhall lowne!  _—© | 
De. Corporal, he ſtarts already! - — ; 

Cap. I know it to be worth three hundred Crowns, 

and with che half of that, I can buy my Life at a Bro- 
ker's, at ſecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the | 
Law; if this thou tefuſe to do, being ealy and nothing 
dangerous, in that thou art held in good Opinion of thy 
Matter, why tis a palpable Argument thou hold'ſt, my 
Life at no Price, and theſe thy broken and unjointed 
Offers are but only created in thy Lip, now Born, and 
. now Buried, fooliſh Breath only: what, woult do't? 
halt I look for Happineſs in thy Anſwer? * . © 
Nich. Steal my Maſter's Chain, qudth he? no, it 
ſhall ne'er be ſaid, that Nicholas St. Antlings commits 
ted Birdlime! 9 25 | 
. Cept; Nay, I told you as much did I not? tho' he 
be: 2 Puritan, yet he will be a true Man. V3 
Nieb. M hy Coulin you know tis written, Thou 
Malt not ſteal. „„ N ! 
| Cut. Why, and Fool, thou ſhalt love thy 'Neigh- 
bour, and help him in Extremities. | 


* 


; Nich. Maſs, I think it be indeed; in what Chapters 
that, Couſin? n | I 
bee Nich. The firſt of Charity, quoth a, that's a- good 
fleſt, there's no ſuch Chapter in my Book! 
' Cap. No, I know 'twas torn out of thy Book, and that 
$ makes it ſo little in thy Heart. 138 
| Tye. Come, let me tell you, you're too unkind a Kink 
| man i' faith; the Captain loving you ſo dearly, ay, like the 
Pomwater of his Eye, and you to be ſo u 
4 Be, few © >, „„ po ne ; 
Nich. Pray do not wiſh me to be-hang'd, any: thing elſe 
) that I can do; had. ĩt been to rob, I would ha dont, but 
: J muſt not Steal, that's the word, the literal, thou ſhalt } 
1 net Steal; and would you wiſh me to ſteal then? 3 | 
7 | "Pres. 


— 


16 he Puritan: or, The © 
Dye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth; 
hy wilt thou Nim it from him - Ef 
Vieh. That I will. | | 
: . Pye, Why enough, Pully; he will be content with that 
or he ſhall ha none; let me alone with him now, Cap- 
tain, I ha' dealt with your Kinſmanin a Corner; a good 
kind natur d Fellow methinks; Go to, you ſhall not 
pow all your own asking, you ſhall bate ſomewhat on't, - 
ge is not contented ablſo.utely, as you would ſay, to ſteal 
the Chain from him, but to do you a pleaſure, he will 
nim it from him. ag . 
Nich. Ay, that I will, Couſins: = + 7 
Capt. Well, ſeeing he will do no more, as far as I ſee, 
I muſt be contented with that. 1 . 
Cos p. Here's no hotable gullery? . 
ye. Nay, Il ceme nearer to you, Gentlemen, becauſe 
we Il have offly but a Help and a Mirth on't, the K night 
ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, hut be only laid out of 
the way ſome one or two Days. V 
Micb. Ah, that would be good indeed, Kinſman. 
Hype. For I have a farther reach, to profit us better, by 
the miſſing ont only, than if we had it outright, as my 
Diſcourſe thall make it known to you ;—when thou baſt 
the Chair, do but convey it out at a Back-door into the 
Harden, and there hang it cloſe in the Roſemary-Bank, 
but for a ſmall Seaſon; and by that harmleſs device, I 
know how to wind Captain /dle out cf Priſon, the 
Knight thy Maſter ſhall get his Pardon, and releaſe him, 
and he ſatisſie thy Maſter with bis own Chain, and won- 
- Fgrous thanks on both Hands. 
Mich. That were rare indeed la; 
Pray let me know how. . 
ye. Nay, tis very neceſſary thou ſhoud'ſt know, be- 
cauſe thou muſt be employ d as an Actor. „„ 
Wich. An Actor? O no, that's a Player? and our Par- 
ſion rails againſt Players. mightily, I can tell you, becaule 
they brought him drunk upo th tage once, — as he will be 
Z 4 oe ff, | : 
+. Corp. Maſs I capnot blame him then, 
Poor Church Spout. _ . 


f - 


1 


4 
of 
* + 


'Nich 
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 Þye. Give me Audience then; when the old Knight | 


thy Maſter has rag d his fill for the lofs of the Chain, tell 
him thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, ' of ſuch exquiſite Art, 
that the Devil himſelf is French Lackey to him, and i uns 
bare headed by his Horſe—Belly, when he has one; 
whom he will cauſe, with moſt Iriſb Dexterity, to-fetch 


his Chain, tho* twere hid under a Mine of Sea-coal, and 


ne er make Spade or Pick-Axe his Inſtruments; tell him 
but this, with farther Inſtructions thou ſhalt receive from 

me, and thou ſhewelt thy (elf a Kinſman indeed, 

Corp, A dainty Bully. 8 

Skir. An honeſt— Bock-keeper. 

Capt. And my three times thrice honey Couſin. 
Nich. Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't ſuddenly, 
and hang it on the Roſemary Bank, but I bear that Mind, 


Couſin, I would not ſteal any thing, methinks, for mine 


own Father. 


Skir, He dears a good Mind in that, Captain. — 


Tye. Why, well aid, 3 
He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith, - 
Er. In truth he does. e 8 
Mich. You lee, Couſin, I am willing to do you any 
kindreſs, always ſaving my ſelf harmleſs [Exit Nicholas. 
Capt. Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I ſhall requite 


it f 


|  Cerp, Twill be good for thee, Captain, that thou haſt 


ſuch an egregious Aſs to thy Couſin. 

Capt. Ay; is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 
But, George, thou talk ſt of Ait and Conjur ing. 
How ſhall that be? 85 
ye. Puh, bet not in your care, 
Leave that to me and my Direction 
Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, _ 
Een with the vantage, Man to gain by Priſon, 


* 


As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold on Brain and Plot, 


aim at many cunning tar Events, 
All which I doubt not to hit at length ; -+ 
Fl: to the Window with a quairt Aſſault: 

Capt: in, be merry. . 

Capt. Who 1? Kerry, merry Buffe-Jerkin. 


— 
= 


De. 


* 
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a Tye. ob, J am happy. in more flights, and one wil 
Eknit ſtrong in 8 orporal Oath. 


task for you both._ © 
Sti. Lay't'it upon Geocge Pye-boord. 
'- Cory What ger it be, we'll manage it. : 
b. | would you two maintain a Quatre! before the 


| the Tearing Claſh a lieele, claſh, claſh. 
Grp. Fu, 
Let us alone to oaks our Blades YE Noon, 
Though it be after Supper. 3 
Dye. I know you can; | 
And cut of that falſe Fire, I * pot ent to raiſe {tran 
* belief—and, Captain to countenance my Deyice the bet- 
ter and graee my Words to the Widow, I have a good 
plain Sattin Suit, that I had of a young” Reveller tother 


they come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates 
and my Wits hadibeftowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, 

if I did not highly love thee, I would ne'er be ſeen with- 
mia twelve ſcore of a Priſon, for J proteſt at this inſtant, I 


walk in great danger of ſmall Debts. I owe Money to ſe- 


veral Hoſteſſes, and you know ſuch * will Ty be 
upon a Man's Jack. | 
Capt.” True, Geerge, © 
Pye. Fare thee well, Captain, ian and An- 
gh thou ſhalt hear more News next time we greet 
ee. 
Corp. More News ? Ay by yon Bear at RE, in 


. _ Capt. Enough; my Friends, farewell, 
This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell. 


Heav'n ſhalt thou. - [Excant, 
| 


„% RO IL 4 oy” 


Enter Moll, W Daughter to the ow; dow FRO 5 
4. OT marry ? forſwear Marrigge ? why all Wo- 
men know tis as honourables- thing asto] 15 

3 wit 


— 


Dye. And thou, 00 Peter Skirmiſh, I have ance | 


La V dow's Door, and draw your Swords i th edge of 


7 5 a f 
5 2 -»Uſn„Fç„ “ 


Night, for words pals not regarded now-a-days, unles 


I” 0299999000029993999099 
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with a Man; and I, to ſpight my Siſter's Vow the more 
have ertertain'd a Suiter already, a fine Gallant Knight of 
the laſt Feather, he ſays he will Coach me too, and well 
appoint me, allow me Money to Dice withal, and many ſuch 
pleaſing Proteſtations he {ticks upon my Lips: Indeed his 
ſhort;winded Father i'th' Country is wondrous wealthy, a 
moſt abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote intime; 
treth I'll venture upon him; Women are not without ways 
- enouz;h to help themſelves: If he prove wiſe and good as 
his word, why I ſhall love him, and uſe him kindly ; and,; if 
he prove an Aſs, why in a quarter of an Hour's warning 
I can transform him into an Oxe; — bere comes 
in my Relief again. . | 


; Enter Frailty. 8 
Frail. O, Miſtreſs Moll, Miſtreſs NM. 
. Moll. How now ? what's the News ? 
Frail. The Knight your Suiter, Sir bn Penm- Dub. 
Moll. Sir John Penny-Dub ? where ? where? EL 
Frail. He's walking in the Gallery. 
Moll. Has my Mother ſeen him jet??? 
Frail. O no, ſhe's ——— ſpitting in the Kitchin. 
Moll. Direct him hither ſoſtly, good Frailiy. 
I' meet him half way. | 8 
Frail. That's juſt like running 2 Tilt; but I hope he'll 
break nothing th's time. „ 
Enter Sir John Penny Dub. 
Aol. Tis Happineſs my Mother ſaw him not. 
O welcome, —— SID onde 6 or 
Dub. I thank you faith- ———— Nay you muſt ſtand me 
*till 1 kiſs you: *Tis the Faſhion every where i faith, and 
I came from Court enow. ns 
Noll. Nay, the Fates forefend that I ſhou'd anger the 
Dub. Then not forgetting the ſweet of new Ceremonies 
J firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make my Honour 
to your Lips thus; and then accoſt it. UT, 
Moll. T-uſt me, very pretty and moving, you're wor- 
thy ont, Sid. - 5c, 
O my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe's here, 1 
Killing. Enter Widew and Sir Godfrex. 
We'll teal into the Galler. [ Exeunt. 


Sir 
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Sir Grd. Nay, Siſter, let Reaſon rule you, do not play 
theFool, ſtand not in y our own Light, yeu have wealthy 
Offerers, large Tendrirgs, do not withſtand your good 
Fortune; who comes a wooing to 'you I pray ? no imall 
Fool, a rich Knight o'th City, Sir Oliver Au k-hill, no 
ſmall Fool, I can tell you; and furthermore, as heard 
late by your Maid- ſervants, as your Maid- ſervants will ſay 
to me any thing, I 3hark em, both your Daughters are not 
without Suiters, ay, and worthy ones too; one a brisk 
Courtier, Sir Andrew 1 ip aff, Suiter afar off to your el- 
deſt Daugh and the third a huge wealthy Farmei's 
Son, a fine _—_ Country Knight,they call Sir ohn enny- - 
Dub, a good name mariy, he may have it coin'd when he 
lacks Money; what Bleſings are theſe, Siſter ? 

Vid. Jempt me not, Satan. | 

Sir Ged. Satan? do J lock like Satan? 1 hope the De- 

_ wats not ſo old as I, I trow:- 

Vid. You wound my Senſes, Brother, when you name a 
A uiter to me- oh I cannot abide 1 * 

1 take i in Poiſon w ben! hear one nam d. „ 
2 Euter Simon. „ 
How now Simon ? where's my Son 9 #32 
Sim, Verily, Madam, he is at vain. Exerciſe, rip- 
ping in the Tennis Court, 
Mid. AtTennis-Court ? oh, now his Father 's gone, [ 
mall have no Rule with him; oh wicked Edmund, I 
might well compare this with the Propheſy in the Chro- 
nicſe, though far inferior, as Harry of Mcnmeutb won all, 
and Harry of Windſor loſt all; ſo Edmund of Briſtew that 
was the Father, got all, and Edmund of Londen, that's 
his Son now, wil] ſpend = RD 
Sir Ged. Peace, Siſter, we'll have las reform'd, there" S 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little. 
E _ Enter Frailty. | 

Frail. Forſootb, N adam ; thereare two or thou Ar- 
chers at Door v ould very gladly {peak with, yourLady ſhip, 

Wid. Archers ? 

Si, Cod. Your Husband 8 Fletcher I wartant. 

id. Oh. | 
Let them come near, they bring home things ki, 
Jroth, I ſhou\d ha' forgot em. How now? _ 


Villain, * be thoſe a. 1 
* "3. ane 


- 


FEC! IE Fo no G6 „ 


- bard for me; there's life int yet. ; [ Exit Muckhil. 


® 
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Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew ipſtaff, Sir Oliver 


Muck- hill, and Penny- Dub. | 
Frazl. Why, do you not ſee em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what do you call em Shooters? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, I hope. F 8 9 755 
Mid. Out ignorant Slave. {4 
Muck, Nay, pray be patient Lady, 


.. We come in way of honourable Love. 
2 Tipſt, Dub. We do. | | _ 


Muck. To you. P 
Tipſt. Dub. And to your Daughters. 


id. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
I will not look upon you; when the Tears are ſcarce out 


of mine Eyes, not yet waſht off yet from my Cheeks, and 
my dear Husband's Body ſcaree ſo cold as the Coffin, what 


reaſon have you to offer it? I am not like fome of your 


M idous that will bury one in the Evening, and be ſure 


to another e er Morning; pray away, pray take your An- 
ſwers, gocd Knights, and vou be ſweet Knights, I have 
vow'd never to marry, — and ſo:have my Daughters too? 

Dub. Ay, two of you have, but the the third's a good 


Wench! 


Muc. Lady, a ſhrewd Anſwer marry; the belt is tis 
but the firſt, and he's a blunt wooer; that will leave for 
one ſharp Aniywer. | WES 

Tft. Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they A 


give us better Encouragement ? - + 


i Indeed they'il-anfiwer you ſo, take't a my word 


they ill give you the ſame Anſwer Verbatim, truly la. 


Dub. Mum: Alls a good Wench ſtill, F know what 


hell do. 5 


Muc. Well Lady, for this 'time well take our leaves, 
hoping for better comfort. „ | 
Vid. O never, never; and I live theſe thouſand Vears; 


ſ 


and you be good Knights, do not hope; twill be all 


Vain, Vain,—look you put off all your Suits, and you 


come to me again. 


Frail. Put off all their Suits, -quotha ? ay, that's the 
t wooing ofa Widow indeed, when a Man's Nonſut- 


ed, that is, when he's a Bed with her. 


[Going cut Muckbil and Sir Godfrey. 
Muck, Sir Godfrey, here's twenty Angels more, work Ii 
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Sir God, Fear not Sir Oliver Muckbil, 1˙¹ ſick elofs 
for) you, leave all with me. | 
| EnterGeorge Pye-boord the Scholar. 
Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow, | | 
U id. M hat another Suiter now ? + 


your ſelf, Ld not be troubled with you. 
5 Wid, Say you lo, Sir, then you're the better welcome, 
. 
Pye. Nay, Heav'n bleſs me from a Widow, unleſs 1 
were ſure to bury her ſpeedily! + 
Nid. Good bluntneſs; well, your Buſineſs, Sir? 
Pye. Very neediuly if you were in private once. 
Mid. Needful'? Brother, pray leave us; and you, Sir. 
Frail. I ſhould laugh now, if this blunt Fellow ſhould 
put em all beſide the Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle 


Enter Daughters, - 


Daughters forbear „ 


Dye. O no, pray let em "I for what I have to ſpeak | 


| importeth equally to them as you. 

Wid. Then you may ſtay, 

Pye. I pray beſtow on me a ſerious Kar, 

For what I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. | 
5 Wid. Fear! Wk 
Pye. Ay, if't paſs unregarded, and uneffe@ted,,. | 

Elſe peace and joy; I pray Attention. 
Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for theſe pa L 


that 


- you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, 


and Father of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual 
Intelligence, that he is in Purgatory. | 
Vid. Purgatory ? tuh ; that word deſerves to be ſpit 
upon; I wonder that a Man of fober Tongue, as you 


ſeem to be, ſhould N the Folly to believe there's ſuch 


à place. 


De. Well, Lady, in cold Blood I ſpeak i it, T aſſure you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which place I know your Hut 


+ band to reſide, and wherein he is like to remain, till the 


' Diſſolution of the World, till che laſt Zeneral Bonfire; when 
all the Barth ſhall melt into nothing, and the Seas ſcald 
* dry Labourers; 5 fo Ol is hin idance, unleſs you 


”- 


Pye. A Suiter, no; I proteſt, Lady, if you give me 


himſelf, I have ſeen as mad'a Trick, [Ext F railty. ; 


id n e 2— — ere s none but e. — | 


Widow if as 23 


alter the property of your purpoſe, together with each of 
your Daughters theirs, that is, the purpoſe of ſingle Liſe ih 
your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and the ſpeedy de- 
. termination of Marriage in your youngeſt. 
: * Ml. How knows he that? what has ſome Nevil told 
him? . 
Wid. Strange he ſhould know our Thoughts : — 
Why but Daughter, have you propoſed ſpeedy Marriage ? * 
Pye, You ſee ſhe tells you ay, ſhe lays nothing. 1H 
Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, I am a Stranger to you, 1 
and yet you feel know your Determinations, which 
- muſt come to me metaphyfically, and by a ue e 
Intelligence. | 
Vid. This puts Amazement on me. 
Fran, Know our Secrets? 
Aol l. Id thought to ſteal a Marriage,would his Tongue 1 
Had dropt out when he blab'd it. | 
Vid. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a deating i 
Man, to be now in any Purgatories— | 1 
Tye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, bo 
*Tis but meer folly now to gild em oer; - 
[ vs 
| 


That has paſt but for Copper; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbind him there; confeſs but truth, 5 8 
Iknow he got his Wealth with a hard gripe ; - 
Oh hardly, hardly. | 14 
Wid. 1 17 s is the moſt ſtrange of all, liow knows he that: * = 
„ — eat Faols and ignorant Heirs clean up? 
And had bis Drirk from many a poor Man's brow, 
Even a their labour brew*d Wc. WY 
He would ſcrape Riches to him moſt unjultly ; "I a 
The yery Dirt between his Nails was ill got, 
PIE: not his awn—oh _ - 
groan to ſpeak on t, the thought makes me ſhudder 
Shudder ! : 
id. It quakes me too, now 1 think verve, Iam 
much griey'd, that you a er, ſhould 1 o deeply 
wrong mag ay 90 Husband! __ 


2 A Man that would keep Church ſo duly; 
4 — 3 dervrnts, and e en for Religious of 75 go 
We We tel 11 175 Reyerencs - aces to 
Le fr ra . | . 


- 


Dye. 


= 


24 The P ur itan : or, "The 
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T'ye. Oh uff. 


Mid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when I had 
great Gueſts, would een ſhame me, and riſe from the 
Table, to get a good Seat at an Afternoon Sermon, 

 - Fye. There's the Devil, there's the Devil, true, he 

thought it Sanity enough, if he had kilbd a Man, ſo't'ad 
been done in a Pew, or undone his Neighbour, ſo't'ad 
been near enough to the Preacher. Oh—a Sermon's a 
fine ſhort Cloak of an Hour long, and will hide the up- 


per part of a Diſſembler.- Church, ay, he b 
ſeem'd all Church, and his Conſcience was as hard as | 
the Pujpiit. FFF 


Vid. I can no more endure this. 0 | 
Dye. Nor l, Widow, endure to flatter. | 4 
id. Is this all your Buſineſs with me? 

'' Pye, No, Lady, tis but the indiction tot, 
You may believe my ſtrains, I ſtrike all true. = 

And if your Conſcience would leap up to your Tongue, 
your ſelf would affirm it, and that you ſhall perceive! 14 
know of things to come, as well as I do of what is pre- 
ſent, a Brother of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have a loſs. 

id. A loſs? marry Heaven fore fend, Sir Godfrey, my 
Brother! VV Te Mo | 
Fye. Nay, keep in your wonders, till I have told you 
the Fortunes of you all; which are more tearful, it not 
happily prevented, for your part and your Daughters, 1 
if there te not once this Day ſome Bloodſhed before your 
Door, whereof the humane Creature dies, of fou two 
the eldeſt thall run Mad. . 
Mid. and Faun. Oh! 3 
%% ͤ A yer Eo | 
Pye. And with moſt impudert Proſtitution, ſhow your I 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders, - = | 
Vid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame, | 


W 


Me was ad mas * 


Pye. Attend me, Ps. +! he | | 
And your younger Daughter be ſtrucken Dumb, N 

1 Moll. Dumb? out, alas ; tis the worſt pain of all for a 
Woman, I'd rather be mad, or run naked, or any thing, to 
30 . * 


Pye. Give Ear: Eer the Evening fall upon Hill, Bog, de 
and Meadow, this my Speech ſhall have paſt Probation, It 


Wide 


and then ſhall I be behiey'd accordingly, 
TE 2 


1 5 


Ur 


ra 
183 
5g 


5 


id. 


ad. If this be true, we are all ſham'd, all undone. 
Holl. Dumb? Fil ſpeak as much as I can poſſiblè be- 
fore Evening. ef | "= 


- Pyes. But if it ſo come to paſs (as for your fair ſakes I 
wiſh it may) that this prelage of your ſtrange Fortunes 


be prevented by that accident of Death and Blood-thed- 


ding, which I before told you of: take heed. upon 


your Lives, that two of you which have yow'd never to 
marry, ſeek out Husbapds with all preſent ſpeed, and 


you the third, that have ſuch a deſire to out ſtrip Chaſti- 


ty, look you nieddle not with a Husband. 

Mell. A double Torment. | | 
Dye. The breack of this keeps your Father in Purga- 
tom, and the Puniſhments that ſhall follow you in this 


| World, would with horror kill the Ear ſhou!d hear em 
related. e | | 


Mid. Marry? Why I vow'd never to marry, 

Fran. And fo did I. | =>; 
All. And I vow'd never to be ſuch an Als, but ts 
marry, M hat a croſs Fortune's this? 5 

Pye. Ladies, though I be a Fortune- teller, I cannot 
better Fortunes, you have em from me as they are re- 
vealed to me: I would they were to your Lempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that's all the bitterneis 1 
ꝶ)½»̃ 8 
Vid. O! tis a juſt Vengeance, for my Husband's 
hard purchaſes. . „ 

Pye. I with you to bethink your (ves, and leave em. 
him eee fearful preſages. | 

Fran, For, Mother, they portend loſſes to him. 

Vid. O ay, they do, they do; | ; 

If any happy ifſae:crown thy Words, 1 
Iwill reward thy cunning. © [Fxit Wid. and Fran, 
Pye. *Tisenough, Lady, 1 wiſh no higher, EE 
Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worſe, ä 
Neither to ſpeak, nor kiſs, a double curſe. [Exĩit. 

Pye.” So, all this comes well about yet, I play the For- 


tune- teller, as well as if i had had a Wit zh to my Gran- 


nam: for by good happineſs, being in my Hoſteiſes Gar- 
den, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 


the hole of mine Ear to a m— in the Wall, and heard em 


: make 
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ig t Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint - 
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26 _ .- The Puritan: or, The 
make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon which I 
wrought theſe Advantages; and to encourage my Forgery 


the more, I may now perceive in em a natural lamplicity 


which will eaſily fwallow an abuſe, if any covering be 


over it; and to confirm my former preſage to the Widow, 


1 have advis'd old Peter Skirmiſh the Soldier, to hurt 
Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry I'll ruſh 
 amonyſt em, and inſtead of giving the Corporal ſome 
Cordial to comfort him, 11] pour into his Mouth a Po- 

tion of a ſleepy Nature, and make him feem as dead; for 
which the old Soldier being apprehended, and ready to 
be born to Execution, I'll ſtep in, and take upon me the 
Cure of the dead Man, upon pain of dying the condem- 
ned's Death; the Corporal will wake at his Minute, when 
the ſleepy force hath wrought it ſelf, and fo ſhallI get 
my ſelf into a moſt admir'd Opinion, and under the pre- 


text ot that cunning, beguile as I ſee Occaſion : and if | 


that fooliſh Nicholas St. Antlings keep true time with the 
Chain, my Plot will be found, the Captain deliver d, and 
my Wits applauded amongſt Scholars and Soldiers far ever. 
Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. 
Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take 
away the Chain, my Maſter put it off e en now, to lay 
on a new Doublet, and I ſneakt it away by little and little, 
moſt Puritanically ! we ſhall have ps ſport anon when 
he has miſs d it about my Couſin the Conjurer; the 
World ſhall ſee I'm an honeſt Man of my word, for now 
I 'm going to hapg it between Heaven and Ea d 
the Roſemary-Branches _ FR 
LI oo Ta Ty a | On 4 
Enter Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frailty, 
Frail. Q irrah, Simon Stary Overies, myMiſtreſs ſends 
DD away all her Stziters, and putsFleas in their Ears. 
Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſte, and virtu- 
ous Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the 
puddle of iniquity. Vs ; 


.  Frail.* Yet, Simon, many Widows: will do't, whatſo- 


deer comes ont. 


Sim. True, Frailiy, their filthy Fleſh defires a Con- 
junction Copulative; what Strangers are within, Frazlty ? 
| Trail. ' There's none, Simen; but Maſter Pilfer the 

Taylor: he's aboye withSirGodfrey, prai ſing of aDoublet: 


eee 


to 


o . AS. Ed. 


4 


7 


„ 


n Es E in, 
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and I muſt trudge anon to fetch Maſter Sud the Barber. 
Sim. Maſter Sud'sa good Man, he waſhes the Sins of 
the: Beard clean. 
. Enter old Skirmiſh the Soldier. 
Skir. How no, Creatures? what's a Clock? 78 8 
Hail. Why, do you take us to beFack at theClock-Houſe? 
Stir, I ſay again to you, what's a Clock? | 
Sim. Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcience, 
al worldly Clocks we know 8⁰ falſe, and are {et by 
drunken Sextons. 
Stir, Then what's a C loci in your e —0, 


I muſt break off, here comes the Corporal — hum, hum: 


what's a Clock? 
Enter Corprral. 
Grp. A Clock? why paſt ſeyenteen. 
Trail. Paſt ſeventeen ? nay,” h'as met with 'VY match | 
now, Cor oral Oath will fit him. | 
' Skir. Thou doſt not bauk nor baffle. me, doſt thou? 
I am a Soldier - paſt ſeventeen? 
Ay, thou art not angry with the Figures, art thouꝰ 
Iwil prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 is thirteen, I hope 2 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 fixtcen, and 5 ſeventeen, then paſt 
leventeen, Iwill take the Dial's part in a juſt Cauſe. 
_ Skir, I ay” tis but paſt five then. | 
Corp. I'll ſwear tis paſt ſeventeen then: Joſt thou not 


| know Numbers? canſt thou not calt ? 


Skir. Caſt ? doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting i ith' ftreet ? - 
LPraw. 

: tows Ay, and inthe Market-place. 

Sim ubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon runs in. 

by, I knew by their ſhuffling Clubs would be 

als here's the Knave, and he can do wm $909 


Trump* * 


e em: Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 


„ Pye-boord. Gag, I i 
Capt. O Villain, thou haſt For d a Vein in my Leg 
F-ye. How now? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put up. 
Capt. By yon blue Welkin, twas out of . patt, 
George, to be hurt on the Leg. e 
1 Enter Oficers. | 
Pye. Oh, peace now. —I have a Cotdial here to com- ; 
fort thee. | 
He. Down with'em, n down wick em, lay Hands u 
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: Stir. Lay Hinds r 
Hie. I'll not be eth Wong vnd now: - 
Capt. I'm hurt, and bad more need have es | 
a bands upon me, than rou 2H Officers. 
„Go carry bim to be dreſs'd ther: 


| | Thi: mut ons Soldier all a Along with me to prif6n, 


Sl ir. To priſon” 7 where's George, 


Offi. Away with him. a Ceres with $kir, 


Pye. So, 3 
All lights as I would with, the 19885 Wide 
Will plant me ſtrongly dow NF 
And wonder at the'virtue of my words: RET WEIL 
For the Event turns theſe preſages from enn, 

Of being mad and dumb, and | Ag ': 
Mirgled with admfratton * theſt empty Creatures, | 
Soldier and Corporal, were but ordain'd Sr 

As Inſtruments for me to work up. 

mY to 5 patient, here's kit potion, © [ Eri Pyebobrd. 
Enter the Widow with her two Dams hlers. 975 
O wondrous Happineſs, beyond oür Thodghts! 

O 5 cky fair Ev ent! I think our Fortunes 

Were bleſt cen in our Cradles: we art quitt 

of alf thoſe ſhimeful violent preſages 


By this raſh bleeding chance: gb, Frailty, run, and know : 


Whether he be yet, IVIng, or et dead, 


| ; Fhat * ee Door {td his hurt: 


EN = He was carried to the Superior, but 4 
So Mory 9805 he came there, L warrant he's dead 
55 his ti 7 LExit Frailty. 
Fan, Ae "that Man is i rare Fortur" telly! never 
look upon our hands,” nor upon any Mark or 
wondtous Fellow ſurely. 

ME. 1 am glad I havethe uſeeF iy regte the of 
WE tha}l findthe Way to mary tog [hope ſhortly. 
WF 

ere here, that I might relate to him how ER y 

en 522M [poke in all thin $97 
Enter Sir Ge FA . 

þ Ko 1 have loſt my Ctain 


SirGed. O hain, m 

6 che fl illains, Vines?” 
ris .Oh, he'as loſt his Chain. 
SANE 


O W e Sir Gore oy, 1 would he 


8 N 2 
1 2 rm. 


/ 
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id. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know [ 
told you that a'Cunning: man told me, t that you thould 
bave a Loſs, and he his propheſied ſo true. 

Sir Ged. Out, he's aV ullainto.prephely of the loſs of my 
Chain, twas worth above three 9 Crowns, heſides 

etwas my Father's, my Father's Father's, my Grandfather's 

'$ huge Grandfather's: L had as lief a loſt my Neck, as the 

9 that hung about it. O my Chain, my Chain. 

77d. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a Misfortune, 
505 rey twas no mere. 

Sur God. No more! O goodly godly Siſter, would you 
had me loſt more e? my beſt Gown too, with the Cloth of 
gold Lace? my Hg] liday: Gaſcoins and my *. prin let with 
pearl? No more 

id. Oh, Brother, you can read, — | 
Sir Ged. But [ cannot read where my Chain is: What 


I. Strangers have been here? you let in, rangers, thieves, 
N and Catch- -poles: how comes it gone 2 there was none 

1 above with me hut * Taylor, and my Taylor val not 
| Neal, 1 hope ? 


al. No, he s afraid of a x ?haio. I; 
| Enter Frail! ty. 
W Pi. How now, Sirrah?. the News? 
Frail, O, Miſtreſi, he may well be call'd a Corporal 
now, for his Corps are as dead as à cold Capon's? 


if id. More Happinels. 

d Sir Ged. Sirrah, What's this to my Chain? where's 
+ my Chain, Krave 7 

Er Fra our Chain, Sir? 7 

a . Sir M My Chain is loft, Villain. 

Frail. I would be were hang d in Chains that has it then 
of for me Alas, Sir, 1 ſavy: none of your Chain fince Jou 
y. were hung with it yourſelf. 
he . Sir Ged. Out Varlet; it had full three thouſand Links, 
ly 1 have o't told it over at my prayers: 


Over and over, full three thouland Links. | 
| 1rail, Had it lo, Sir, ſure it cannot be loft then; I'll 
in, put you in that comfort. 
Sin GErd. Why ? why? 
Frail, Why it your Chain had fo many Links It can- 
not cehuſe bnt come to light. 


B 3 Enter 
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1 nn Enter Nicholas. | ; 
| Sir God. Deluſion. Now, long Nicholas, were is my 
Chain? 
Nich. Why about your Neck, ist not, Fir? : 
Sir Ged. About my Neck, Varkt? my Chain i is loſt, 
Tis ſtolen away, Lam robb d. 
Wid. Nay, Brother, fhow your ſelf a Man. 
FX Nich. If it be oſt or ftole, if he wculd be patient, Mi. 
ſtrels, I could bring him to a cunning Kinſman of mine 
| that would fetch it again with a Seſarara. 
5 Sir Ged. Canſt thou ? I will be patient, ſay, where dwell 18 
e ? ; 
Nich. Ma arry he dwells now, Sir, where he would not 
dwell, and he could chuſe, in the Marſbalſea, Sir z but 
he's an excellent Fellow if he were out: bas travell'd all 
the World oer, he, and been inthe ſeven and twenty Pro- 
- vinces: why, he would make it be fetcht Sir, ii it were 
114 a theuſand Mile out cf Town. 
Sir Gcd. An admirable Fellow, what lies be "EE 2 
Nich. Why, he did but rob a ſteward of ten Groats 
tother Night, as any Man would ha done, and there he 
lies for't, | 1 
Dir Ged. I'll make his peace, n 
A trifle, I'll get his Pardon. 5 
Beſides a bountiful Reward; I'll Wat bs.” 
But tee the Clerks, the Juſtice will do e; 
Iwill about it ſtrait, good ſiſter pardon me, 
All will be well J hope, and turn to good, 
Ihe Name of Conjurcr bas laid my Blood. 
Enter Puttock and Ravenſhaw,two Serjcants, 2 
Dogſon, to arreſt George Pye-boord. 
Put. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no longer 
ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will accompany | 
me, becauſe I know not of what Nature the ſcholar is, 
whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare with me fer- 
| Fee 325 enſbaw, I have the good Angel to arreſt him. 
1roth ll take part with thee then, ſer jeant, not 
fort the 7 of the Money fo much, as for the hate I bear 
to a ſchslar, why, ſerjeant, tis natural in us you know 
. +2 hate scholars; natural beſides, they will publiſh our 
per fesrions, Knaveries, and Conyeyances upon tcaf« 


Ads and itages 
Rut. 


— 


The Mido holds me in great admiration 


to Priſon indeed. 


Mao ef Watling rect. 1 7t 


Put. 06; and fpightfully too; troth I have wondered 


how the flaves could ſee into our Breaſts ſo much, when 
our Doubſets are button'd with Pewter. 

Rav. Ay; and ſoclole without yielding: Oh, they” re 
parlous Fellows, they will ſearch more with cheir Wits 
than a Conſtable with his Officers. 

Pat. Whiſt, whiſt, whiſt, Yeoman Deg 1 Yeoman 
2 7. * 

Dog. Ha? what fays ſerjeant? | 

Put. Is he in the Pothecaries ſhop ſtil] ? 

Dos. Ay, ay. 

. Put, Have an Eye, have an Eye. 

Nav. The beſt is, ſerjeant, if he be a true ſcholar, he 
uears no Weapon I think. 

Put. No, no, he wears no wespog. | 

Nav. Maſs; I am right glad of that; tha's put me in 
better Heart; nay, if 1 clutch him once, let me alone to 
drag him if he be ſtiff Necked ; I haye been one of the 
ſix my (elf, that has dragg'd as "tall Men of their Hands, 
when their Weapons have been gone, as ever Baſtinady'd 


| a ſerjeant I have dane I can tell you. 


Dig. Serjeant Pultock, Serjeant Putt. ck. 

Put. Hoh. 

Deg. He's coming out ſingle. | * 

Put, Peace, peace, be nat too greedy, let iis play a 


tttle, let him play a little, we ij IE. k him up of 3 a ae, 
I ha' fiſh'd in my time. 


Rav. Ay, and caught many a Fool, ſerj ant. 
Enter Pye-buord, 
I parted now from Nichelas; the chain s coueb d, 


I'the old Knight has ſpent his rage upon t, 


For cunning Art: mongſt ſoys, I'm e'en loſty 
For my Device can no w?y now be c oft, | 
And now I muſt to Priſon to the Captain, and there 
Put. Iarreſt you, Sir. 
Eye. Oh — | {pcke truer than I was aware, I muſt 


Put. They ſay you're à ſcholar, nay Sir —— Yeoman 


| Den / n, have care to his ris you'll rail againſt 
 Sexzeants, ard ſtage em, you tickle their Vices. 


Be. Nay, ule me like a Gentleman, m little leſs. 
Bg <-> 
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Put. You a Gentleman? tl. at's a' good Jeſt i'faith ; can 
a Scholar be a Gentleman—when a Gentleman will not 


whether they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen by 
their Father's Trades; a Scholar a Get tleman ! - 
Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her Stings into me, ſhe 


cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, A. czdens inſepara- 
bile to my Bloed, as 


wy 


ment upon you [ warrant you. | 5 
Put. Go, Yeoman Degſen, before, and enter the Action 
JJ. Regs ay [Exit Dog. 
Jae. Pray do not handle me cruelly, I' go 1 
W hither you p'eaſe to have nme. 
Put. Oh, he's tame, let him looſe Serjeant, 
_ T{pe. Pray at whoſe Suit is this? | | 
Pat. M hy, at your HoſteſſesS uit where you lie Miſtrefs 
 Gunniburrom, for Bed and Board, the Sum fcur Pound ve 
 Shillings and five Pence. | „ 


; Pye. I know the Sum too true, yet I preſum'd - 

Upon a farther Day; well, tis my Star? 

And I muſt bear it gow, tho' never harder. 

I tivear now, my Device is croſt indeed. 
Captain mult lic by't: this is Deceit's ſeed. 

. . ooo onieg Go 
Ine, Pray give me ſo much time as to knit my Carter, 
and I'll away with you. Ig 3:4 


this is no pains to attend thus. ¶ Mal ing to tie his Carter. 

Pye. 1 am now wretched and miſerable, I ſnall ne er 
recover of this Diſeaſe: hot lron gnaw their Fiſts? they 
have ſtruck a Fever into my Shoulder, whi hi ſhall ne er 
thake out again I fear me, till with a true Habeas Corpus 


Preſs d to death with AA ions, but net fo happy as [pecdiiy; 
perhaps. I may be forty year a preſſing till I be a thin old 
Nan, that looking through the Grates men may look 
through me, all my Means is confounded, what ſhall 


the ſlip (like a train d Serv int) ben I have moſt need of 
em: no Dev ice to keep my poor Carcale from thoſe Put 

tecks i es, Happirels, have I a Faper about me pow ? 
gp F + 4 Ts 2 


6 * 


be a Scholar; — look upon your wealthy Citizens Sons, 


Rav. A rablement, nay, you ſhall have a bloody rable- 


Put. Mell, we muſt be paid for this Waiting upon yon, 


the Sexton remove me; ob if I take priſon once, 1 Hall be 


do? has my wits. ſerved me ſo long, and now give me 


had „ne 


W ds 


Wi ©, of Watling-ſtreet.. 33 
yes too, I'll try it, it may hie, Etre mity as Tvuc b ſtone 
unto Wit, ay, ay. 

Put. 'Sfoot," how many yards are in thy Garters, that 
thou art ſo long a tying on them ? come away, + x wn 

Pye. Troth Serjeant, I proteſt, you could never ha took 
me at a worſe time, for now at this inſtant I haye no law- 
ful picture about mme. 

Put. Slid how ſhall we come by our Fees then , 

Rav. We mult have Fees, Sirrah, 

Pye. I could have wiſh'd faith, that you pad cok me 
half an Hour hence for your own ſake, for I proteſt if you 
had not croſs d me; I was going in great Joy to receive 
five Pound of aGentleman; for the Device 2724 Mask here, 
drayvn in this Paper, but now, come, I muſt be contentegy 
tis but ſo much lot, and anfwerab! e to the reſt of BY 
Fortunes. 

Pat. Why, how far hence dwells that Gentlenian "74D 

Rav. Ay, well ſaid, Serjeant, * tis Yeo © to caſt about! 

for Money. 1 85 | 

Put. Speak, if it be not ſar 

Pye. We are but a little paſt it, the next x Street behind 
"us | 
Put. Sud we have waited upon you grievoully already, 
il you fay you'll be liberal when yon ha't, give us double 
Fees, and ſpend upon's, why we'll ſhow ygu that kind» 
neſs,; and go along with you to the Gentleman. 

Rav. Ay, well ſaid ſtill, Serjeant, urge that. 

Pye. Troth if it will ſuffice, it mall all be among you, 
for my pat I'll not pocket a Penny, my Hoſteſs ſhall 
have her four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five 
Pence, and the other fifteen: Shillirgs In fpend upon you. 

Ravi Why, now'thou/ art à good Scholar. 

Put. An excellent Scholar i' faith; has proceeded vety 

| well _ come," we'll along with you. 
¶Exeunt with bim; paſſing in, they kneck at 
the Door "with a Knoc ker withinſide, 

Ser. - Who knocks, WO s at the Door? we had need of 
2 ortet, 

Pye. A few Friends bere,—pray is the Gentleman your 
Miſter within? 235 e 
Serv. Les, is your Buſineſs to him ? 

Dye. Ay, he knows it when he ſees me: 


Bs. I pray 
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. . be remember'd in your Maſter, 


Pet. A ſimple dalutation. 
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„I prey you, have you forgot me? 


© - Ser. Ay by my troth; Sir, pray come near, I'll in and 
tell him of you, pleaſe you to walk here in the Gallery til 


he comes. 


. Pye. We will attend his Worſhip—=Worſhip I think, 
for ſo much the poſts at his door ſhould ſignify, and the 
far coming in, and the Wicket, elle I neither knew him 
nor bis Worſhip, but tis happineſs he is within Doors, 

what ſoe er he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, 
She may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do 
vou like this Houſe, ist not moſt wholeſomely 8 

| Rav. Troth Priſoner, an exceeding fine Houle, 
Dye. Yet I wonder how he ſhould forget me, for he 
ne er knew me; no matter, what is forgot in you, will 

A pretty comfortable Room this methinks * = 

_ You have no ſuch Rooms in Priſon now ? 

Put. Oh, Dog holes, tot. 


Pye. Dogholes indeed I can tell you I have great 


; hope to have my Chamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dy et 


too, for he's the moſt free - heartedſt Gentleman where he 


takes: you would little think it. And what a fine Galle- 


ry were here for me to walk en and make Verſes? 
Put. O, it ſtands pleaſantly for a ſcholar. 
| Enter Gentleman. 1 


<p Pye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 


things, neatly, delicately 2 Maſs here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentieman, I like his beard wel:—All happinels to 
. your Worſhip, EO OO I Tr 
Gent. You're kindly welcome, Sir, 
Rav. Maſs, it ſeems the Gentleman makes great ac- 
% DEM 7 of i oe antes 4 
Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. 
ye. I beſeech you, conceal me, Sir, Im undone elſe.— 
have the Mask here for you, Sir, Look yt, Sir,— | be - 


ſeeck your Worſhip firſt pardon my rudneſs, for my 
Extreams make me bolder than I would be; I am 2 poor 


Gentleman, and a ſcholar, and now moſt unfortunately 
fall'n into the Hands of unmercifu! Officers, arreſted for 
Debt, which tho' ſmall, I am not ab'e to compaſs, by 
realon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, ſo tha 1 


> 
* 


- 
/ 
r 
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if I fall into the hungry ſwallow of the priſon, I amlike 
_ . utterly to periſh, and with Fees and Extortions be pinch'd 
: clean to the bone: "Now, if ever pity had intereſt in the 
blood of a Gentleman, I beſeech you vouchiafe but to fa- 
vour that means of my Eſcape, which I have already 
_ thought upon. | ; 
Gent. Go forward. 4 
Put. I warrant he likes it rarely. - | 
« Dye. In. the plunge of my Extremities, being giddy and 
doubtful what to do; at laſt it was put in my labouring 
thoughts to make a happy uſe of this paper, and to blear 
their unletter d Eyes, I told them there was a Device for a 
Mask drawn in't, and that(but for their interception)! was 
going to a. Gentleman to receive my reward fort; they 
« greedy at this word, and hoping to wake purchaſe of me, 
offer d. their attendance to go along with me, my hap was 
to make bold with your Door, Sir, which my thoughts 
ſhew'd me the moſt faireſt and comfortableſt entrance, and 
I hope I have happened right upon underſtanding and pity = 
may it pleaſe your good Worſhip then but to behold my 
Device, which is to let one of your men put me out of a 
: Back- door, and I ſhall be bound to your Worſhip for ever. 
Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. 
* An excellent Device, he ſays; he likes it wonder- 
TT Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better. 4 
- Reve Hark, he ſwears he never heard a better, Ser- 
N 25 | ” 
F M Put. O, there's no talk on't, he's an excellent ſcholar, 
_ and eſpecially for a Mask. | ; 1 
Sent. Give me your paper, your Device; I was never} ll 
better pleas'd in all my. Lite: good Wit, brave Wit, finely 
wrought, come in, Sir, and receive your Money, Sir. | 
Dye. Tl follow your good Worſhip, —— 
Lou heard how he likd it now? Hoe 1 
Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it; ga 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty Fellow i' faith, thou tha 
dilcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou? | 
... Pye. Ax, ay, that I will, — look, Serjeants, here a 
- Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, 
Mall quickly have told out the Money, you know. 
Put. Go, go, little Villain, fetch thy-chink, I begin? 
love thee, Ill be drunk to Night in thy Company. 8 


mn Tye. W 1 may el es 

Of my dalvation, in theſe earthly Evils, 

For he has ſav d me from three hungry Devils. E 
Put. Sirrah Serjeant, theſe Maps are pretty painted 

things, but I could ne er fancy them yet, methinłs they re 

too buſie, and fall. of Circles and Conjurations ; thay 

ſay all the World's in one of them, but 1 could ne 'ertind | 
the Counter in the Peultr). | 

Ka. I think ſo: how could you and it for vou 

+ know it ſtands behind the Houſes. 

Dog. Maſs, that's true, then we muſt look o back · ſide 


| - for't;. sfout here's rothing, all's bare. 


Rav. I warrart thee that ſtands for the © ounter, for. 
you: know there's a Company of bare Fellows there. 
Put. Faith like enough, Serjeant, I never mark _ 
much before. Sirrah Serjeart, and · Veaman, I - ſhould 
love theſe Maps out A, ery rom, if we could ſee Men 
e cut of Door in em, oh, we might have em ina 
orning to our Breakfaſt ſo finely, and ne er an | 
Heels ta the graund a whole Day for em. 
__ Rav. Ay marry Sir, d buy one my ſelf. . 
Eut this tal is hy the way, Where ſhall Sup to Night : | 
Five Pound, receiv d, let's talk of that. 
I bave a Trick worth all, you No ſhalł bear bim. to th 
Tavern, whilſt I go cloſe "with his Hoſteſs, and work out 
of her, ] know:ſheavould' be glad of the Sum, to finger 
Maney; becauſedbeiknows'tis hut a delperate Debt, and 
full of hazard: what will you ſay if I bring it to pals, 
| that the Hoſteſs ſnall be contented with one palf far all, 
and we to ſhare t other fifty Shillings, Bullies? 
Put. Wby, I would cali thee; King of Serzzants,, and 
thou ſhould'ſt be 3 in che Counter-Book , * 


1 ever. 


* F 


a mow Well, - put cit to me, we'll make a Night on . 

ait 5 
. Deg. Stoot, [think be receives more Money, he ys | 

o long. 

Put. He tarries long indeed, may be, I can tell you up- 
on the good liking. ont the. Gentleman may prove mo re 
bountitul. ä 
Rav. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. | N 
Put. Nay, be ſure 11 os 2nd a, and make hin 


a ereus. 5 Euter 
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Enter the Gentleman. 
Rav.Oh, here comes the Gentleman—Byyourleave, Sir. 
— 58 God you good den Sirs, would vou ou with 
me 

Pat. No, not with your Worſhip, Sirs only we are bold 
to ſtay for a Friend of ours that vent in with your Worſnip. 
Gent. Who? not the Scholar ? 

Put. Nes, e en he, an it pleaſe your Worſhip. - 

Gent. Did he ſo make yqu ſtay for him? he didyou wrong, 

then: why, can aſſure you he's gone above an Hour ago. 

Rav. How, Sir ? 

Gent. I paid him his Money, and * Man tol a me 
be went ont at Back-door. 5 

Put. Back- door? | 

Gent; Why what's the matter L. 

Put. He was our Priſoner, Sir, we did arreſt les, 

Gent, What he was not? you * ent 9 — 
you were to blame then, 

Why did not you make known to me as much, | 

I could have kept bim for you, I proteſt, 

He receliv'd all of me in Britain Gola, | 
Ot the laſt Coyning, _ -. 3 

| Rav. Vengeance dog him PORT | 

Put. Sfoot has he gulld us fo ? = 

Dog. Where ſhall we ſup now Serjeants? 

Put. Sup Simen, now, eat Porridge for a Month. | 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in your 
Worſhip — you did but as another would have done twas 
our hard Fortunes to miſs the Purchaſe, hut if e er we . 
clutch him again, the Counter-ſhall charm him. 
Rav. The Hole ſhall rot _ i 
Deg. Amen. 
ent. So, 5 8 
Vex out your Lungs without Duo, I am Proud, 

It was my hap to help him, it fell fit. 
He went not empty neither for his Wit: 
Alas, poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 

To labour his Deliver 75 to be free 

From their unpitying fanzs l' m glad it ſtood 
Within: my power to doa Scholar good. | 
Euter in the W meeting, Pye-boord and captuin, 
77 e-boord Jeu miffieds 

Caphe 


1 * 
* 
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Cap. How now, who's that? what are — 
Je. The ſame that I ſhould be, Ca n 
Capt. George Tye-beord, honeſt Gents ? why cam'ſt 

thou in half fac'd; muffled ſo ? 

Pye. Oh Captain, thought we ſhould ne er hy laugh'd 

gain, never ipent frolick Hour again. 

_ Capt. Why 7 why? | 7 
Dye. I coming to prepare thee, and with News 
As happy as thy quick Delivery, | 

Was trac'd out by the ſcent, arreſted Captain. | 

Capt. W George? 

- - Dye. Arreſted; "guels, gueſs, bow many Dogs do you 
Id upon me? | | a 
Capt. Dogs? I ſay, 1 know not. n 80 
Tye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear: Ko 
Three at once, three at once. 5 

Cpt. How didſt thou ſhake 'm off then? 

Pye, The time is buſie, and calls upon our Wits, kt 


Lit 1 7 
| Here I ſtand ſafe, and rapid by Miracle: ſg 
- Seme other Hour ſhall tell thee, when we'll r 
Our Eyes in laughter: Captain, my device 
Leans to thy Happineſs, for e er the Day - - 
Be ſpent to th Girdle, thou ſhalt be frees - 
The Corporal's in's firſt fleep, the Chain is miſed, 
_ Thy Kinlman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſez-bams ncw-labours thy Releaſe. 
What reſt is all in thee, to Conjure, Captains. 
Cap. Conjure? sfoot, Genge, you know, the Devil 2 
conjuring I can conjure. 
Pye. 1 he Devil of conjuring 7 ?, nay by my fay, Id not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a conjur- 
ing; look here, I ha brought thee a Circle ready cha- 


= raRered and all. 


Capt. Sfoot, Gearge, ait in thy right Wits, doſt know 
what thou fay ſt? why doſt talk to a Captain a conjuring ? 
didſt thou ever hear of a Captain conjure in thy Life? 
doſt call't a Circle, tis too wide a thing, methinks ; hal 

it been a lefler Circle,” then I knew what to have done. 

Pye. Why every Fool knows that; Captain; nay then 
In not cog with you, Captain, if __y ſtay. and hang 

"hs next Setkons you may. | 


Capt. 


Mido of Watling-ftreet. 39 
Capt, No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's 
£5 conjuring. | 4 | 
Bye. But if you look to be releaſed,as myWits have tcok 
Pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it, be- 
d + tides to put Crowns in your Purſe, to make you a Man of 
better hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or 
Poor Soldier, to make you now a Commander of rich 
Fools, which is truly the only beſt purchaſe Peace can 
allow you, fafer than High-ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, 
and yet a far better Booty; for your greateſt Thieves are 
never hang'd; for why? they're wiſe, and cheat within 
u Daors; and we geld Fools of more Money in one Night, 
k than your falſe-tail Gelding will purchafe in a Twelve- 
5 - Menth's running, which confirms the old Beldam's ſaying, 
He's. wiſeſt that keeps himſelf warmeſt, that is, he that 
- robs by a good Fire, 2 9 1 | 
Capt. Well opened i' faith, Gecrge, thou haſt pull'd that 
ct i + aplp aug of the uk on ey nn : 
e, - Pye. Captain Idle, tis no time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, I perfect you, di- 
rect you, tell you the trick on't : tis nothing. | 
Capt. Sfoot, George, I know not what to lay to't, con- 
jure? I-ſhall be hang 'd ere I conjure, | 
Dye. Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne er 
conjure after you're hang'd, I warrant you ; look you, Wl 
Sir, à parlous Matter, ſure, firſt to ſpread your Circle | 
upon the Ground, then with a little conjuring Ceremony, 
as I'll have an Hackney-man's Wand fil rer'd o'er a pur- 


la poſe for yous then arriving in the Circle, with a huge 
| Word, anda great Trample, as for inſtance have you never 
not ſeen a ſtalking, ſtamping Player, that will-raiſe a Tempeſt 
ure with his Tongue, and Thunder with his Heels ? 
ha- Capt. O yes, yes, yes; often. : f 
VDauye, Why be like ſuch a one; for any thing will blear Wl 
OW the old Knight's Eyes; for you mult note, that he'll ne'er Wl 
w* dare to venture into the Room, only perhaps peep tear- I 
fe fully through the Key-hale, to ſee how the Play goes 
had forward, Cob En per in” | | 4 
"ne. WM. Capt. Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark 
hen the end on'r, I ſhall but ſhame myſelf i faith, Geerge, ſpeak || 
ang big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at Key- WW 
hole, why the very thought of that would make me laugh | , 
apts 5 5 a | out- 
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ö out- right, _ ſpoil all; nay Lill tell thee, Gecrge when 


I apprehend a thing once, I am of ſuch a laxative Laughter, 


_— if the Devil himfels ſtood by, I ſhould laugh in bis 
Face. 


Dye. Puh,; that 8 but "the Babe of a Man, and may 


5 eaſily be huſh' d, as to think upon ſome Diſaſter, ſome lad 


Misfortune, as the Death of thy Father i th Country. 
Capt. Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into 


dcn an extaſie, that I ſhould neer lin laughing eiſe. 


ye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 
Capt. Maſs that's well remembered, now I'll do walls 


IJ warrant thee; ne'er fear me now; but how ſhall I do, 


George, for boiſterous Words, and horrible Names? 
He. Puh, any fuſtain Irvocations, Captain, will ſerve 


as well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well; er you 
may go to a bene s Shop, . and take all the words | 
| from the Boxes. 


Capt. Troth, and you ſay true, Gewge, there enge 


words enew to raite a hundred Quack- ſalvers, though 
they be re er ſo poor when they begin ? but here lies the 


fear on't, how if in this taiſe Conjuration, 2 | \ qo «Devil 


ſhould: pop up indeed. 


Pye. A true Devil, Captain ? why this was ne'gr 


ſuch a one, nay faith he that has this S Place, is as jo a 
” .'Knave as our laſt Church-warden. 


Cap. Then he is falſe enough a Couſeienoe i reit aid. 


The Oy at Marſnalſea. Enter Sir Godfrey, Mx. Edmond, 


| and Nicholas. 
Oy Prifincrs.. Good Gentlemen over the way, ſend 
your Relief: 
Good Gentlemen over the yray 3— Good, Sir cd. 
Pye. He's come, be's come. 
Nich. Maſter, that's my Kinſman yoaderd in the Bu 
ay 065 fl - Kinſwanzthat's'my Maſter, vonder i th Talfaty 
at — pray ſalute him intire'y. © 
L150 ſalute; and Pye-boord ſalutes Maſter Edmond. 
Sir God. Now my Friend · | 
Pye. May J partake your Name, Fir? en 
Fm. My Name is Maſter Edmund. 
ye. Maiter Edmend, are you not à Welebman, CNY 
Eum. A Welchman? why ? | 
Fye. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten Name, and Ed- 
vnd your Sir- name. Ed, 


- 


yy 


rg hf ty > A .Y 
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Sir, as ggodly_a 
wore it; how laiſt thou, Nicbolas ? 


man, 8 
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Edm. O no: I have more Names, at home, Maſter EA. 
znend Plus is my full Name at length. . 


Hye. O cry you mercy, Sir. io Cu biſpering. 


- Capt, I underſtand that you are my K ĩaſman s good Ma- 
ſer, and in regard of that, the beſt ef my Skill is at your 
ſervice ; but bad you fortun'd a mere ſtranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould have utterly de- 
ny'd to have. been the Man; both by reaſon of the Act 


.of parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as allo be- 
cauſe I would not have my Art vulgar, trite, and com- 
mon. ; wy | - - : 


Sir Ged. I much commend your gare there, good Cap- 
tain Conjurer, and that I will be ſure to have it private - 
enough, you ſhall do't in my Siſter's Houle, —mine own 
Houle I may call it, for both our charges there in are ro- 
portion d. | „ OE. | 


* Capt. Very good, dir: hat may T call your loſs, Sir 4 


dar Ged. O you may calt't a great Loſs, a grievous Lofs 
Chain of Gold, though I ſay it, that 


Mich. O twas as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſ- 


Si Ged. You know, did you know't, Captain. 
Capt. Truſt a Fool with ſecrets ?—Sir, he may day 7 


I may gather a knowledge of all Things 

Sir Ged. Ay, very true. 8 . + 

Capt. A Pox ot all Fools - the excuſe ſtuck upon my 
Tongue like Ship; pitch upon a Mariner's Gown, not to 
come off in haſte— ber- lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair 
Chain of Gold, were afoul loſs; Well, I can put you in 
this good comfort on't, if it be. between Heaven and 
Earth, Knight, I'll ha't for you. F 

Sir G:d. A wonderful Conjurer —O 7, tis between 
Heav'n and Earth, 7 warrant you, it cannot go out of the 


know.; his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, that by it 
12 a> ung | * T 


Realm, — I know tis ſomewhere about the Earth. 


Cap. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wot't on. 
Sir God. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich 
thing ſhall enter- into Heay'n, you know. 


Nich, And as for the Hevil, Maſter, he bas no need 


1 


ont, for you know he has a great Chain of. his on. 


Sir God. Thou ay ſt true, Nich las, but he bas put off 
that now, that lyes by him. 5 | 


VPP 
cut. Faith Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
upon the Power of my Art, that I could warrant your 


- 


Chain again. | | 5 


Sir Gad. O dainty Captain! | 3 
Capt. Marry, it will coſt me much ſweat, I were bet⸗ 
ter go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. 35 | 
e God. Ay good Man, I warrantthee 
: "Capt. Beſide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 
Mb. O, "twill tickle yon hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
Jou have not been uſed to'r. | Nag Loot be 
Si God. No? have you not been us d to't, Captaim? 
Capt. Plague of all Fools ſtill; indeed, Knight, 1 have 
not us d it a good while, and therefore twill train me ib 


: 


much the more, you know. 


Sir Ged. O it will, it will. 


Cupt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this Knight 
a Foel;I had been twice ſpoil'd now; that Captain's worie 
Shan aceurſt that has an Ais'to his Kinſman, sfoot, I fear 
he will drive[t out before I come to't — New, Sir, — 
to come to the Point indeed—you lee I ſtick here in the 
Ja of the Marſbalſea, and cannot dot. 
Sir God. Tut, tut, 1 know thy meaning, thou would'ſt 
ſay tbou'rt a Priſoner, I tell the? theu'rt none. 
Cut. How, none ? why is not this the Marſhalſea ? 
Sir God Will't hear me ſpeak? I heard of thy rare Com 


. W £ 1 | | 925 a : ; 
y Chain was loſt, I ſweat for thy Releaſe, 


« 


As thou ſhalt do the like at home for me : 


= *'. - es 1 ah 
— Ne; ER. I 1-18 
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Sir God. Speak, is not this Man free?? 


Ke-p. Ves, at his Pleaſure, Sir, the Fees diſcharg'd. 

Sir Ged. Go, go, I'll diſcharge them, J. 
- "Keep, 1 thank your Worſhißpß. [Exit Keeper, 
Capt. Now truſt me, you're a dear Knight; kindnets 

-unexpeaed ! O there's nothing to a free Gentieman,— [ 
will conjure for. you, dir, till Froth come through my 
Buff-Jerkin. e eng ION 
Si Ged. Nays then thou ſhalt not paſs with ſo little a 
Bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain again,—torty 
Fe Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 


9 
* 


ch 


UT 


t. 


_*ewill, twill, twill. 


be T will be a glorious: ſhow faith, Knight, a very 


fine ſhow; but are all theſe of your own Houle? are you 
ſure of that, Sir ? 7 


©! Sir God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder talking with 
my wild Nephew, pray Heav'n he give him good Counſel. 


Capt. M ho, he? he's a rare Friend of mine, an admirable 
Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fortune-teller.. | 
Si God. O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Si- 
ſter, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry 
with him now, for I ſee *twas my Fortune to loſt it: By 
our leave, Mr, Fortune-teller, I had a glimpſe of you at 
ome, at my Siſter's the Widow's, there you prophefied 
of the lols of a Chain; — ſimply, though I ſtand here, I 
was he that loſt it. | Ne 
Die. Was it you, Sir? . | 3 
. . Edm. A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 


. 


told me my Fortune fo right; I find it ſo right to my na- 


ture. 


Si God. What is' t God ſend it a good one. 


Edm. O, tis a paſſing good one, Nuncle: for he ſays 


-I ſhall-prove-ſuch an excellent Gameſter in my time, that 
I ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. 


Fir Gcd. There's a Fortune indeed. 


E dm. Nay, it hits my Humour fo pat. 


* 


Sir Ged. Ay, that will be the end on't; will the Curſe 


of the Beggar prevail ſo much, that the Son ſhall conſame 


That fooliſhly, which the Fathe 


r got .craftily; ay, ay, ay; 
Pye. Stay, ſtay, ſtay, | l 
WS: e with an Almanack, and toe Captain. 
- Capt, Turnover, Geige. FFC 
Tye. June, July, here, July, that's the Month, Sunday 
thirteen, Yeſterday fourteen, to Day fifteen. YL 
Capt. Look quickly for the fifteenth Day —, if within 
the compaſs of thele two Days there would be lome 
-boiſterous Storm or other, it would be the beſt, rd de- 
fer him off till then; ſome Tempeſt, and it be thy will. 
Pye. Here's the fifth enth Day — hot and fair. | 
Capt. Puh, would t'ad been hot and foul, 


_ © Pye. The fixteenth Day, that's to morrow; the Morn- Rf 
ing for. the moſt part, fair and ꝑleaſant. 67 TONY IF Y 


8 t. No luck. f | | 
e 1 - Pye 
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e. I 500 1 -noop, Lightning and Thunder. | 
1 5 8 Thunder? admirable! beſt of all! 


3 to morrow juſt at big h-noop, Geerge. 


e. H appen hut tr we to moriow, Almanack, and it 


give thee N to lye all the Year alter. 

Capt. Sir, I mut etave your Patience, to delle this 
Pay upon me, that I may furniſh myſelf ſtrongly.— 1 
A rit ixto Lancaſhire tother. Nay, to fetch bark a 
a Kravye- rover, and I look for his return this Even Dg— 
5 morrow Morning, my Friend here and! will come and 
reakfaſt with you.” 

So Gd. O, 0e mal] be maſt, welcome; 


about, Noon, witheut fail,]. purpoſe to conjure. | 


"85 Gd. "'Midinoon will be a kt time for u. 
Edm. Corjuring ? do you mean to oonihre ** our Houle 
9 Sir? 
t. ae f do [, Sir; tis my intent, young! Geneleman. 
my troth, Til love you while I live for's : 
1 N 3 we ſpall baye Corjuripg to morrow. 
Nieb. Pub 1, I could ha told youot that. 


[ Cope La For he could. ba told him of chat, Fool, Cox- 
com | 


coul | 
- Fam, Do = ben me, Sir, U defire more Acguaintance 
on you, you ſhall earn ſome Money of me, now * 
3 can Saane: but can you fete SOS that is loſt ?: 
b, any thi that's loſt. 
| Fam 00 hy A 22 Sir, I tell't you as a Friend and a 
Conjurer; I ſhould marry a Pothecary's Daughter, and 
etwas told me ſhe loſt her Maiden head at © tony Stratford: 
"Now if you'll do hut ſo much 5 an for t and make 
all whole again — | 
Capt. That I will; Sir, 1 
Edm. By my troth 1 thank you, la. 
Capt. Alittſe merry with your diſter's ___s Sur 


+. . 


Sir Ged. Oh, a ſimple voung Man, very ſimple; come 
Captain, and you, vir; we'll een part with a Gallon of | 


Mine till to morrow- Break: faſt. 
. Tip. Capt. Troth, agreed, Sir. 

Rich. Kinſmar—lcholar. 

Pye. Why now thou art a good Knave, . a hun- 
dred Brownilts, 


9 Am I indeed, la, I thank you beartily, ſa. 1057 


4 


4 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 


Enter Moll; and Sir John Pemy-Dab. | 
| 2 T | hope you will not ſerve a Kight ſo, Gen- 

0 tiewomar, will you? to caſheer him, and caſt - 
him or ac your Pleaſure ; what do you think I was dubb d 
for nothing, no'by my Faith, Lady's Daughter. # 
Moll. Pray Sir hn Penny-Dabb, let it be defer'd a- 
while, I have a Heart to marry as yon can haye, but as 


the Fortune: teller told me: + 8 

Dub, Pax o'th' Fortunes teller, would Derrick bad been 
his Fortune ſeven” Vers ag, to eros my Love thus; did 
be know What eale I was in? why this 1s able to make 4 
Man drown bimſelfins Father's-Fift-Pond. © © © 
Moll. And then he told me moreover, Sir hn, that 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purgatory. 

Dub. In Purgatory ? why let him purge. otit his Heart 
there, What have we to do with that? there's Phyficiars 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matter to us? 
how can he hinder our Love? why let him be hang d now 
he's dead? — Well, have I rid Pôſt Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of my Father s Death, and how 
Moll. Thy Father's Neath? is the old Farmer dead e? 
Dube As dead as his Burn- Door, Mi. | 

Melt. And you'll keep your Word with me nove, Sir 
Jobn, that I ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman? 

Dub. Ay faith. 2 ve FO 20 5 | 3 
Mel. And two white Horſes with black Feathers to 
TTY OR. VVV 

Dub. Too. 6 1 8 
A.. A guarded Lbckey to run before't, and py'd Li- 
verles to come traſhing alter t. 
„ NET EIT eo oo Th 
Moll. And to let me have Money in my Purſe to 8⁰ 
n ) gs cr ol =p 

Dub. U this. . _ a 
Mille Thencome, whatſoYercotneson't, we'll be made 
Tare together before the Maids & th Kitehen. [Exi#. 
: Enter M dim, Frances and Frailty, - > 
hig How now 2 where's my Broker Sit Godfrey? 
ent he forth this Morning? = 1 
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Reverence a Conjurer. 
Mid. A Conjurer? what manner of Fellow is he”? 
Frail. O, a wondrous rare Pellow, Miſtreſs, very 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff Jerkin; he 
ys he will fetch Sir Godfrey s Chain again, if ir hang oy 
tween Heaven and Earth. 


Wid. What! he will ara thim he's an exlent Fellow 


I warrant, how happy were that Woman to be bleſt with 
ſuch a Husband, a Man cunning? how do's be look Frail- 


? very ſmartly 1. warrant, with blaok Beard, ſcorcht 


Checks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. | 
' Feail, Foh— he's neither ſmoak-dryed, Nor - ſnerche; 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell You, Madam, he looks as 
fair to {ee as one of us; Ido think, but if you ſaw him 
ence, you'd take him-to be a Chriſtian. - _ 


Fran. So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be wondred | 


at, Mother. ] 

Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tiptaſfe. 
Muc k. Bleſs you, tweet Lady. af 

.-- Tip. And you fair Miſtrefss. [exit Frailey. 


Vid. Coades, what do you mean, Gentlemen ? Fig 


did I not give you your Anlwers? FL ; 
Muck. Sweet Lady. | BY 
Mid. Well, I will not ſick with: you fora Rig. FO 

Daughter, kiſs the Gentleman for once... 7 TY 

Fan. Les forſooth. 

Tip. I'm proud of "32 a Favour. 


id. Truly la, Sir Oliver, you're much to . to 
come again when you-know my Mind ſo well 3 


—4³ a Widow could deliver a thing. 1 
Mack. But Iexpe&a farther Comfort, Lady. ö 


Wid. Why la you new, did I not defare you to put off 


our Suit quite and clean when you came to me again? 
ow ſay you? did I not. 
' Mzck, But the lincers Loye which my Heart bears ng 


=O 


Wid. Go te, T1 cut you off; and Sir Oliver, to put 
vou in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read ms I wa 
marry again, 

Muck. O bleſt Fortune! 


Wid. But not as long as Lean chaſe; ; ry rn hold dut 


well. | " Enter 


Frail, O no Madam, he $ above at Breakfaſt, with Sir 


ty 


hd ein A wo = 


an 
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how like you our Room, Sir? 
1 Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Py-boord, Ed mond, and | 


here, tis the faireſt Room in my Mothers houſe, as dain- 


pit downward to, he will burnall the boards. 
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Enter Frailty. | 
- Frail. O Madam, Madam. 
Mid. How now? what's the haſte? [In ton Ear. 
Nip. Faith, Mrs. Frances Il maintain you gallantly, 
I'll bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladies poor kinſwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
fide you ſhall have your Monkey, er your Muſ- 
kat, and your Piſs, piſs, piſs. _ 
Fran. It will do very well. 
PVid. What, do's he mean to conjure here chim? "HA | 
ſhall I ds to be rid of theſe Knights—pleaſe you, Gen- 
tlemen to walk a while i'th'Garden, to money a pink, or 
2 Gilliflower. 
on With all our Hearts Lady, 2nd count us fa 
vour 
a Sir God. within. Step in, N7 cholas, look, is the Coaſt 
ciear ? 2 
.- Nich. Oh, as clear as a Carter s Eye, Sir: 
Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer, — now 


Nicholas. 
Cap. O wonderful convenient. 
Edm. I can tell you, (Captain, ſimply, 3 it lies 


ty a Room to Conjure in, methinks, — why you may 
kid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome i int; my Fa- 
ther has had twenty int at once : 

Pye, What, Devils? 5 

Edm. Devils, no, Deputies, and the wealthieſt 1 men he 
could get. 

Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your 
Buſineſs round ly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chril- 
croſs of Noon; but, oh, hear me, captain, * comes 
o'er my ſtomach. . 

Cup. Why, what's the matter, Sir? 1 

Sir God. Oh, how if the Devil mould prove a Knaves 
and tear the Hangings. 

Cap. Fuh, I Warrant you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. Ay, Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo 'th'Ceiling. 

Sir Gad. Very true too, for tis but thin plaiſtered, and 
235 quickly take hold a'the Laths; and it he chance to 
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Cap. My Lite for yours, Sir Godfrey. 
Sir Ged. My Sifter is ver ts op and dainty o'er this 


Room, 1 can tell you, and therefore if he muſt needs ſpit, 
J pray deſire bim to ipit ith Chimney. 

Pye, W hy, affure you, SirGodfrey, he all not be brought 
up with lo little Manners, to ſpit and ſpawl a' th' Floor. 

Sir Ged. Why, 1 thank you, good Captain, pray have a 
care I—fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you I war- 
rant you, come, we'll into the next Room, and becauſe 
well befureto keep! him out there, we I baruptheDoor 
with ſome of the Godlies Zealous Works. 

Em. That will be a hre Device, Nuhcle; and becauſe 


3 the Ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, 1 11 tear two or 


threeR ofaries in pieces, and"ftrew the Fieces about the 

Chamber ; Oh! the Deyil already. [ Runs in. Thunder. 
Fye. Sfoot, Oaptain, ſpeak ſome hat for ſhame ; it Ligh- 

tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? 
Cap. Pray Peace, ogy thou It make me laugh a- 

non, and ſpoil all. 

Lye. Oh, now it begins again; nom. Captain. 

la Cap. Rh bos ragulacn, Pur, colurundrion, Hois- 
is. 


Sir Ged. PRES" the Rey hae; within.) Oh almitrable g 


Conzurer! has fetcht Thunder already. 
De. Hark, bark, again Captain. 
Cup. Benjamins, gaſpois kay-goſpotercn abe en 2 40 


— 86 Gad. Ob, l aud theDevilwortd come away quick 


| ly, he has no Conſcience to put a Man to fuch Pain. ety 
De. Again. 


Cup. Flonſte kak cpumprs drageme-letoomenos-bodge pode. 


Pye, Well ſaid, Captain. 
© 'Sir God. So long a coming? O would T had ne'er be- 
| 2 25 now, for I fear me thele roaring Tempeſts will de- 
_ fi&5y alt the Fruits of the Earth, and cread upon my Corn 
——— oh! i'th' Country. 


Cap. 95 de gag, bobgoblin, bunks, TING, hookley 7 


| viel 
7:0 O Brother, Brother, what a Tem 's ehr Gar- 
i ſure there's ſome Corjuration abroad. 
Sir God. *'Tisat home, Siſter. 
Fye. By and by I'll ſtep in, Captain. 


8 Nuuel Nunck Rip Gaſcomes, Is, error., 5 
Sir 


.. Sir God. Ith' Garden] in T Garden? 
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Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Man; alas, alas, 
De. Now, I come. 1 | 
Cap. O Sulphure Soot ſace. | | 

' Pye. Arch-Conjurer, what would'ſt thou with me? 
Fir Ged. O, the Devil, Siſter, i'th' Dining-Chamher ; 


_ fivg, Siſter, I warrant you that will keep him out; quick- 
- ly, quickly, | 


8 4 (Goes ix. 
Bye. So, ſo, ſo; I'll releaſe thee; enough, Captain, e- 
nough; allow us ſome time to laugh a little, they re ſhud- 
dering and ſhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. 14 1 FER, 
Cap. Sirrah George, how was't, how was t? did I do't 
well enough ? V a 
Dye. Moult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, ſor bere was no harm in this, and yet their horri- 
b'e expeRation ſatisfied well; you were much beholding 
to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac'd you well, 
I can tell you. _ BY | | . 
Cap. 1 muſt needs ſay ſo, George. Sirrah if we could ha“ 


_ eonyey'd hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire-wheel, t'ad 


been admirable. _ WD 
Je Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee 

to pain now, Captain. | | : , 
Cap. Pain? I proteſt, George, my Heels are ſorer than 


a Whilen Morris-Dancer's. © -- | 


Type. All's paſt now only to reveal that the Chain's 
15 Garden, where, thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe two 
Days. Fe ot : 
Ops But I fear that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it al- 
8 „ 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you mult put it to th venture 
now + Nay tis time, call upon em, take pity on em, for 
I believe ſome of em, are in a pitiful Caſe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Gedfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, — 'sfoot they're 
faſt at it ſtill ; George, Sir Godfrey? __ - * 

Sir God. Oh, is that the Devil's Voice? how comes he 

to know my Name? | | 
Cap. Fear not, Sir Godfrey, all's quieted. 
Sir God. What, is he laid? 

Cap. Laid; and has newly dropt 

Your Chain i'th* Garden. 


Cer) 
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Sir Ged. O ſweet Conjurer! whereabouts there? 
Cub. Look well about a Bank of Roſemar. 

Sir God, Siſter, the Roſemary bank, come, come; 
there's my Chain, he ſays. hong, 5 
id. Oh, happineſs! run, run. © {(Suppoſeth to go, 

dm. Captain Gonjurer? (Edm, at key-hote. 

Cap. Who? Maſter Edmond „„ 4 74 
_ "Foam. Ay, Maſter Edmond: may I come in fafely with- 
out Danger, [think you? FFC 

Cup. Puly, long ago; it is all as twas at firſts, | 
Fear nothing, pray come near how now,; Man ? 
Edm. Oh this Roon?s mightily hot i faith: *slid, my 
Shirt ſticks to my Belly already; what a ſteam the Rogue 

Has left behind him? Poh, this Room muſt be air d, Gen- 
tlenien, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone, —let's open the 
ye. Faith Maſter Edmond, tis but your Conceit. 
Edm. I would you could make me believe that, ifaith, 
who do you think I cannot. ſmell his Savour, from ano- 
ther; yet I take it kindly from you, becauſe you would 
not put nie in a Fear, i*faith; a my Troth Fihall love you 
For this the longeſt Day of my Life. 
Cap. Pub, ftis. nothing, Sir, love me when you ſee 


þ Ki 
SY 


z ” 


more. | HW 
Edm. Maſs, now remember, I'll look whether he has 
eTocs or a. TENTH» 
"Pye. Captain, to entertain a little ſport *till they come; 
make him believe, you'll charm him invifible, heẽs apt to 
admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force 
coꝰt. | | diag 
Cub. Go, retire to yonder end then. 5 
Edi. ] proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are you not? 
Cd. O Maſter Edmond, you know but the leaſt part of 
ane yet; why now at this Inſtant T could flouriſh my 
Wand thrice ofer your Head, and charm you invifable. 
Ecbhu. What you could not? make nie walk inviſible, 
Man? I ſhould laugh at that iffaith ; troth Il} requite 
your Kindneſs 5 an you“ do, good Captain Conjurer. 
Cap. Nay, | ſhould hardly deny you ſuch a ſniall kind- 
nuels, Mafter Edmond Plus, why, look you, Sir; tis no 
more but this, and thus agen, and now yare inyiſible. 


4 


© © ws 
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dm. Am IL faith? who would think it 2 
Cap. You le the Fortune: teller vonder at farther end 


octh⸗ Chamber, BY towards. him, do what vou will with 


him; he ſhall neter find you. 
Ed. Say you ſo, Il] try chat icſaith 0 Tuſtles him. 
He. Hoe now Captain ? Who that juſtled me? 
Cap. Juſtled you ? I ſa no body. 
Edi. Ha, ba, ba,—lay twas a ſpirit, 
Cap. Shall 1? - may be ſome Spirit chat THF the 


_ Circle. 


He. O my Noſe, agen, pray conjure then, C 
(Pulls him by the Neſe. 

Edi. Troth this is exlent, I may do any Knavery now 
never be ſeen;—and now Ire member me, Sir Godfrey, 
my Uncle, abusꝰd me tfother Day, and told Tales of me 
to my Mother Troth now I'm inviſible, lll hit him a 

round whirrit a*th®Ear, when he comes out a*th* en. | 
— { may the-revengfd of bim now finely. 


* at Sir Godfrey, Widow, en, Nicholas with: . 


te chan. 
Sir 60d. L have my Chain again, my „ Chains Cd 


again. ( Fe Drier bim. 


O tweet Captain, O admitable Conjurer. 


©, what. mean you by that, Nephew ? 


Edm. Nephew ? I hope you do not know me, Uncler 

Mid. Why did yqu ſtrike your Uncle, Son? | 

Edm. Why, Captain, am I not inviſible ? 

Cup. Agood jaſt, George—not now you are not, Sic, 
Why did not you ſee me hen did uncharm you? f 

Edi. Not I, by my Troth, Captain; 33 
Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, ; | 
I thought led been been inviſible when 1 ſtruck you. 

Sir (God, So, you would dot ? go,—you're a fooliſh-Boy 
And were I net ofercome with greater Joy, 


Id make you taſte Correction. 
Em. Correction, puſh—no, neither you nor mx 


Mother, ſhall think to whip me as you have done. 


-Sir:God, Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank youler me embrace you. O my ſweet Chain, glad- 


neſs eben makes me giddy, rare Man; ( twas juſt i*th* Roſe- af 
mary bank, as ir one thould ha“ laid it there —0 cur- | 


ning, cunning? a 5 8 18 
FI go 3 | | Vid . 


LY 
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let me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts, here's a 
_ worthy Captain, and *tis a Fs Title truly la to be à 


fide all the World knows that a. worthy Captain is a fit 
- Companion to any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed- fel- 
| low for any Lady.— III have it ſo— 
: Enter Frailty. 


_ Coming along this way. 

Vid. What brave Sight? 

Fail. O, one going to burying; and another going to 

"Hanging: 85 . . 

Mid. A rueful sicht. Feel | | 

He. Sfoot, Captain, IN prwir r the Corporat's 

 Coftilgg, and old Skirmiſh the Soldier going to Execution, 

 .and Ms about the time of his waking; hold out a. 
little longer, fleepy Potion, and we ſhall have exlent Ad- 

miration ; for lell fake upon me the Cure of bim. 


Led ly the Officer 556 th: Sheriff there. 
Trail. O here they come, here they come? - 


vent bis Impatience, or olſe alles diſcove ed. 
| Wid. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers 
| Chat fought and bled before our door. 
Sir God. What, they were not, Siſter ? py 5.56 
Skir, George, look tot, If peach at Jy burn elſe. 
Pye. Mum Gentles all, eee me N A2 and 
you Eſpecially, Maſter Sheriff: N 1 
Yon Man is bound toe Execution, N 
Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffin⸗ 4. 2 
Sher. True, true, he ſhall have the Lau wand 1 
know the Lax. 
Dye. But under Favour, Maſter Sheri#, if this Man had 
ber cured and ſafe again, be ſhould have been Wet d 
then? 
Sher, Why, make you Queſtion af that; Siri G72 0/040 0% 
Pye. Tha: | releate him freely, and will take apon me 
the Deu th that he ſhould die, if within a little erer 1 
do not cure him to his proper Health again. 

Sber. How, Sir ? recover a dead Man? | 
| Thar were molt ſtrange of all, [Frances comes to him. 
PRI.” ot 4 Fran. 


9 


* 


Wid. wel, feeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry; 


Captain's Wife; a Captain's Wife, it goes very fine ly, be- 


ET 


RY 3 0 Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there sthe bravele Sight 


Enter the Chin of the Corp:ral, and the Soldier bound, and 


Pye. Now mult I clole ſecretly with the Soldiers b 


fu 


SSS S2 


beſt part yours, O do not undertake ſuch an impoſſible 


 .-Toe, I pray beſtow the freedom of the Air upon our 


mal] have a longer. Sleep than you, — foot, if he ſhould: 


0 he ſtirs — he ſtirs again — lock, Gent emen, he 


did, as ſoon as he came to Lile again. 


help to bear bim in. 


Witow of Watling-ſtreet. 


Han. Sweet Sir, T love you dearly, and could wiſh my 


venture. | 9 | | 
© Pye. Love you me 2 then for your ſweet fake I'll don't. 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. 

Sher. Bearers {et down the Coffin, — this is wonder- 
ful, and worthy Stow's Chronicle. | | 


wholtome Art, — Maſs his Cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth : Nay, good Corporal, wake betime, or L 


prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng'd upon me 
for making a Property on him, yet I had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have a Rope like a Tetter run upon me. 


recovers, he ſtarts, he riſcs, 
Sber. — oh, defend us — cut, alas. HA 
De. Nay, pray be ſtill; you'll make him more giddy 
e . bo 155 
Cp. Zowns; where am I? cover'd with Snow? 1 
„ oo op do rt a WY Ys 
Pye, Nay, I knew he would Swear the firſt thing he 
Corp. *Sfoot, Hoſteſs —ſome hot Porridge, — oh, ho, 
lay on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 
Pye. Lady, you muſt needs take a little [pity of him 
i faith, and ſerd him into your Kitchen Fire. 
Mid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
Nich. Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, I 
Mall ne'er have the Heart to do't, indeed la. 
Frail. Nor 1 neither, I cannot abide to handle a Gbhoſt, 
„ | . 
Grp. Hbloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laſt 
Night? hah — wo ee © we 0 „ 
Vid. O, ſhall I bid you once again, take him away? 
— Why, were as fcarful as you, I warrant you — 
QN'— ; : | 
Vid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Caw, 
dle preſently to ſettle his Brain — or a Poſſet of Sack, 
quickly, quickly. ¶Exeunt, puſhing in the Corps. 
Sher, Sir, Whatſober you are, I db more than admire 


Wid. 


Tou. CS 


—— — — — * 2 
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Wid. OI, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as yau ſhall 


2 you would ſay then, that here were two of the ra- 


veld Men within the Walls of Chriſtendom. 
. Sher, Two of em, O wonder ful: Officers, I diſcharge 
you, ſet him free, all's in tune, 7 
Sir Ged. Ay, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which I moſt chearfully inv ite you, and your 
late Priſoner there. See you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, 
no more Words, twas loſt and is found again; come, 


my ineſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your Noble Acts in 


fpark!i ing Charnico,. and inſtead of a Jeſter, we'll ha the 

Ghoſt th white Sheet fit at upper end o' th Table. 
Sher. Exlent, marry Man, i faith. | [ Exit. 
Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjoin'd to love, and er, 


My tooliſh Vow thus I caſheer to Air 1 
M hich firſt begot it — now, Love, play thy part; 


The Scholar reads his Lecture in my Heart. | [Exeunt. 


SLY) SN SESY BIG: KD 


. 


| Enter i in baſte Maſter Edmond and Frailey. 

Ed. HIS is the M arriage-morning for my Mother 
and my Siſter. 

Frail. O me, Maſter Edmond, we ſhall have rare doings. 

Edm. Nay, go, Frailty, run to the Sexton,. you know 


my Mother will be mar: ied at Saint Antlings, hie thee, 


tis pal five, bid them open the Church- -door, MP Siſter 


is almoſt ready. 


Frail, What days Maſter Edmcnd? 
Edm. Nay, go hie thee, firſt run to the Sexton, and run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter ig man the Parſon, 


al d then run to the Milliner, and then run Naur again. 
F ail. Here's run, run, run — | 
F adm. But hark, Traily. F138 


Fail. What, more yet? ; 
I dim. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way 


to the Church? . 


Trail. Fob, an Hour ago, I help'd m my ſelf; 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then. 

Trail. Away, he away, away. then, [ Ex it Fraiky 
| | Eams 


ay 


ty. 
m. 


Jale, my Lady Idle, the fineſt Name that can he for a 


joint, they may go to a Bone-ſetters now. 


brayely they are ſhot up in one Night, they look like fine 


fume t faith. 


call em in, and Liquar tm a little 


Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, and Moll above lacing I ber 
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Ed. 1 ſhall have a fimple Father: in- law, a brave Cap- 
tain, able to beat all our Street: Captain 1dle, now my 
Lad y Mother will be fitted for a delicate Name, my Lady 


Woman and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye Boord for my. 
Siſter Frances, that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye boord, Mi- 
ſtreſs F, ances Pye-boord, they'll keep a noble Table; I War- 
rant you: Now all the Knights Noſes are put out of 


Enter Captain and Pye- boord. 
Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
em, my ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 


Britains now methinks, here's a gallant change i' faith; 
lid, they have hir'd Men and all by the Clock. 
Capt. Maſter Edmond, kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter 
Edm. Foh, ſineet Capta! n Father-in-law, a rare pe- 


He. What, are the Brides ſtirring ? may we ſteal. up- 
on m, think ſt thou, Maſter Edmcnd? 

Edm. Faw, they re efen upon readineſs, I can aſſure 
you; for they were at their Torch een now, by. the 
lame token I tumbled, down the Stairs. 

De. Alas, poor Maſter Edmond. 

„ e Muſe: ianc. 

Capt. O, the Muſicians! I prethee, Maſter 8 


Edm. That l will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law,and make 
each of them as a common Fidler. [ Exezunt, 


; „ 
Dub. Whewh, Miſtreſs Mall, Miſtreſs Mell. 
Aicll. Who's there 2 : 
Dub. Tis J. 3 
Mall. Who, Sir hn Penny- Dub? O you're an _ 
Cock i'faith, who would have Hong you to be fo rare 
een, | 
Dub. Prethes, vol, let me come up. 
Moll. No by my Faith, Sir John, III keep. you down, t 
for you K nights are very dangerous, if once you get above. 
Dad. I'll not ſtay itaith. 1 
Moll. 


56. The Puritan: or, The 


Mo. Pfaith you ſhall ſtay ; Foy," Sir Jobn,' you bt 
note the nature of the Climates: 'Your Xara Wench 
in her own Country may well hold out till ſhe be fifteen, 
but if ſhe' touch the South once; and come up to on- 
don, here the Chimes g9-prelently after twelve. 
Dub. O thowrt a mad Weneh Aol, but 1 pretbee | 
make haſte; for the Prieſt is gone before. 5 
Mo,” Do you fallow him, fl not 10 long after. 
FExeunt. 
Erter Sir Oliver Nuck-hit); vir Rakdveye® Tipſtatf, and 
ed Skirmiſh talking. 
ith, O monſtrous unheard of Forgery!” | 
Tip. Knight, I neyer heard of {ach Villany. in oa 
 ewn'Counrry, in my Life. 
Muck. ITY" tis mes dare you * maintain your 
Words? 
Stkir. Dare we? een to their + wezen pipes; ; we Knows 
M1 their Plots, they eannot ſquander with us, they 'haye 
knavithly abus'd us, made only Properties on's to advance 
their ſelves upon our Shoulders, but they Mall hag ph ger 
Abuſes, this Morning they are to be married. 
Much.” Tis too true, yet it the Widow be not too 
much befotted on olights and Forgeries, the Revelation 
of their Villanies will make em loathfome, and to that 
end, be it in private to you, I ſent late laſt Night to- an 
benourable Perſonage, to whom Tam much indebted i in 


kindneſs, as he is to me, and therefore preſume upon the 


payment of his Tongue, and that lie will lay oat good. 
words for me, and to {peak Truth, for ſuch needful Oc- 
caſions, I only preſerye him in Bord, and fometimes he 
may.do me more good here in the City by-a free Word. 


of his Mouth, than if he had paid one half in Hand, and 


took Doomiday for t'other. 


Tip. I troth, Sir, without ſoothing be'it ſpoketi you 


have pub! iſh'd n Judgment in theſe few Words. 
Muck. For you know, what fuch a Man-utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpoſe, and therefore 
into his * uvth we'll cog the . Theme of their, 
Forgerie<. 
Stir. And il ma'ntain it, Kright, if ſhe'l be true. 
© "Ente7-CETVants bg 
— Wuck, Jiow row, F ellow. 


Serv: 
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Serv. May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly light- 
ed: from his Coach. | | 
Muck. Is my Lord come already p his Honour's early; 
Fou ſee he loves me well; up before Heav'n, 

Truſt me, I have found him Night- capt at eleven: 


There's good hope yet; come 11] relate all to him. 
| 115 | [Exeunt; 


| Enter the tw» Bridegrooms, Captain, and Scholar. After 


them, Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang d in Ap- 
parel, Miftreſs Frances led between two Knights: Sir John 
Penny - Dub and Moll: there meets them a Noble man, 
Sir Oliver Muck-hill, and dir Andrew Tipſtaff. 
Neb. By your leave, Lady. „ 
' Wid. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaſtely wel eome. 
Nob. Madam, though I came now from- Court, I come 
net to flatter you 4 upon whonrean I juſtly caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 


5 M ilk, ſuch is the blind. beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 


headed Woman that's a Widow. For it is the Property = 
of all you that are Widows (a handful excepted) to hate 


thoſe that honeſty and carefully love you, to the main- 
tenaree of Credit, State, and Poſterity, and ſtrongly to 


doat on thoſe, that only love you to undo you; and re- 
gard you leaſt, are beſt regarded; who hate you moſt, 

are beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſb 
ten thouſand Millions of Men, that is aceurſt, diſaſtrous, 


and evilly Planetted; whom Fortune beats moſt, whom 


God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that Man 
is fure to be a Husband—Such is the peeviſh Moon that 


rules your Bloods; An impudent Fellow beſt woes you, 


2 flattering Lip heſt wins you. or. in mirth, who talks 
roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt; nor can you diſtinguith Truth. 
from Forgeries, Miſts from Simplicity; witneſs thoſe two 
deceitſul Monſters, that you have entertain d for Bride- 
grooms. 77% ea Ret: = 
Wid. Neceitful 
e enn on et 
Cap. Sfoot, who was blabb'd, George? that fooliflr 
M b:las. | | 2 
Neb. For what they have beſotted your eaſie Blood 


withal, were nought but Forgeries, the E 


for Husbands, and the Con, uring for the Chain 11 


— 


* "The 1 or, The | 


frey heard the falſhood of all; ; nothing but meer Knavery, 
1 . and Couzenage. 

Vid. O wonderful! indeed I wondered that my Hul- 
5 with all e could not keep himtelf out of 
Purgatory. 

Sir Gd. And I more wonder, that my Chain ſhould be 
gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 

Hell. And I wondred moſt of all, that I ſhould be 
tied from Marriage, having ſuch a Mind to'tz come dir 
Jahn Penny- D#:by lair Weather on our hide, 200 Moon has 
change d. fince Veſternigbt. 2 

Dye. The ting ofevery evilis within me. ; 

. vob. And that youꝗ may perceive 1 teign not wb) ybu, 
behold their Fellow - actor in thoſe Forgeries, who ful of 
Spleen and Ervy at their ſo ſudden a ee e 1 re: 
veal'd all their let in anger. | 
Pye,” Baſe Soldier, to reveal us. 


Ni. Ist poſitb we thould be Blinded co, and « our 
\ Eyes open: „„ 
Mob. Widow, will vou now: believe; that LY which 


too ſoon you belie vd to be trne? Fi 


#:4. O, to my ſhame, I do. b 
Sir Goll. But under favour, IE my | Chain » as 
truly Joſt, and Rrangely found again. 

Neb. Reſolve him of that, Soldier, 


Sten, In ew words, * 4 


Gull of all. k n 5 94 * * * 


Sir God flow, Sir? 


Sli, Kay, III proveit: Gap e — bid z hs: 
thoRofemiary: Sm all this while, and thou gotiſtinimiout 
sf Priſon to Corjure for it, who did it ad mirably fuſt ian- 


ly, for indeed what needed 220 others. When n knew: - 


where it was? 
Sir God. O Villainy of Villains but how. came. my 


Chain there? 


Stir. Where's Truly la, * lap be that will not 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not teal, but Rob: Hure 
Nichelas? aini Antlings 

Sir Gta. O Villain! one of var Soticty, 

Deem d always Holy, Pure, Religious: 2 
A Puzitap, a Lbisf e avhen wast ever heard: 970 


Sooner we'll kill a Man, than ſteal, thou know k. | 5 


* 


4 


t 


0d 
re 


ut 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet, Sc. 59 

Out Slave, I'll rend my Lion from my Back ——— 
With mine own Hands. | N 

Nich. Dear Maſter; oh. 

.Neb. Nay Knight, dwell in patience, 
And now, Widow, being fo near the Church, twere 
great pity, nay, uncharity, to ſend you home again with- 
out a Husband : Draw neat, you of true Worſhip, State 
and Credit: That ſhould not ftand fo far off from a Mi- 
dow, and ſuffer forged Shapes to come between you. 


Not that in theſe | blemiſh the true Title of a Captain, or 


'blot the fair margent of a Scholar, for I honour worthy 
and deſerving parts in the one, and cheriſh fruitful Vir- 
tues in the other. Come Lady, and you Virgin, be- 
ſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Aﬀe@ions, upon Men of 
Eſtimation, -both in Court and City, that have long 


woed you, and both with their Hearts and Wealth ſan- 


cerely love you. Eo 

Sir God. Good Siſter, do: Sweet little Frank theſe are 
Men of Reputation, you ſhall be welcome at Court; a 
.great Credit for a Citizen, fweet Siiter. 


VM. Come, her filence does conſent to't. 
Pid. I know not with what Face. 


. 


Nob. Pah, pah, with your on Face, they deſire no 
Vid. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughters 


have wrong' d your Loves. 


Mack, Tis eaſily pardon d, Lady, 
If you vouchſafe it now. Rs 
IWid. With all my Heart. | 
Fran. And 1, Sir John, with Soul, Heart, Lights, and all. 
Sir God. They are all mine, Moll. a, 
Nob. Now Lady; | 
What honeſt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furniſh you with Hand and Voice: 
A happy change, which makes een Heav'n rejoice. 
Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want 
For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you fhall have Hands enough to give ye. 
| | ia Exe unt omnes 
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THEREAS one J. Tonſen and . Accomplices 
have with a manifeſt Aſſurance aſſerted, that 
they are the Proprietors of Shakeſpear's Plays, and 
notwithſtanding they have publiſhed ſeveral of the ſaid 
Plays in a very incorrect and imperfect Manner, printed 
on a very bad Letter, in ſome of which there are a great 
Number of Omiſſions, occaſioned by Careleſsneſs or Ig- 
norance, and in all Probability by both, whereby the 
Plays fo printed, pr more properly pyrated by the ſaid 
J. Tonſon in Conjunction with his Accomplices are ren- | 
der'd unintelligible, and of no Service, yet in order to 
caſt the ſame Odium an the Plays beautifully and cor- 
realy printed by R. Walker, which J. Tonſon's maim'd 
Editions juſtly deſerve, they have cauſed an Advertiſement - 
to be ſigned by Mr. Chetwood, Prompter of Drury- 
Lane P.uy-houſe, which is ſo abſurd and impertinent, 
that it is thought very proper to make the following 
Anſwer, _ „ | 
| FP ERE AS an Advertiſement was inſerted in ſeveral 
of the News Papers, ſigned WILLIAM CHETWOOD, 
in Relation to R. Walker's Edition of Shakeſpear, 7- 
think myſelf obliged to ſhew the Publick, that the ſaid 
Adwertifenment is FOOLISH, FALSE and SCANDALOUS, 
_ FooelsH in à Fellow to thruſt himſelf officion}ly and 
imperthently into a Buſineſs which no ways concerns bim, 
and that too, at the'Expence of Modefly, which he has, 
aæbith a great deal of Affectation, always pretended to; 
for nothing can certainly be ſo vain or impudent as this 
Promptor's anſwering publickly to a Charge that was ne- 
ver brought againſt him; no ſuch Thing having been ever 
re by Mr. Walker, as that he made uſe of zny Copy 
Obtained from bim, for it would be of n3 more Service to 
have his Marks of Exits, Entrances, Properties, &c. 
- than it auould be to print any of the Drolls, or other 
' Rubhiſs æuritten by himſelf. Mo | ::4 
Fals E in /azing My. Walker's Edition has innumera- 1 
Ble Errors in it, and is not as Aged at the Theatress 
but this is a Falſeboad that almoſt every Reader is able 
to diſcovery who, without doubt, can judge of this as 
cell as the Prompter, the Gandle-Snuffer , or any other 
Servant of the Houſe, © £ uh 
Aud 8CAnDALOUS, tn ſaying, The Right of the. Proprie- 
tors it baſely invaded ; for if they bad any. Right they. 
"would try. it, . which they have been oftentimes called pon 
to do, by R. Walker,  — 


an — — Ye ne err — 


— — — * as — 
— 


— — — —ͤ —ů rr 


eim. of Tonſon's Oniſſions and Blun- 
Aers in the .. ragedy of King Lear, which render 
' the ſamg uſeleſs and anintelligible. 


N the firſt Place he is wrong in his Title ; he Calls 

it The Life and Death of King Lear; the original 

tle by Shakeſpeir, was only King Lear, a Tragedy, 
and when alter'd and reviv'd by N. Tate, Eſq; The Hi- 
flory of King Lear and his three Daughters ; how can it 
be called The Life and Death of King Lear, when in 
the Play as it has been acted for near 50 Years lait paſt 


| (tho? Tonſon's ſpurious Edition kills him on the Stage) 


King Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains alive, 


and gives his Daughter Cordelia in Marriage to Edgar, 


Son to Gloceſter. | | 
In the 2d Place, he has omitted the Prologue to the 
ſame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, which was ſpo- 
ken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry. | 
In the zd Place, he has printed it from an erroneous 


Edition; in which there is not one Scene in the whole 
_ as Acted at the Theatres, neither has it the ſame be- 


inning or ending. | bins 
In the 4th Place, he has omitted the curious Dedica- 


tion of Mr. Tate, to his eſleemed Friend, Thomas 


Roteler, Eſq; on the Revival of the Play. 

Beſides what is already obſerved, there are innume- 
table Omiſſions and Blunders in his other Plays, viz. . 
Julius Ceſar, Macbeth, Titus Andronicus, The Tempeſt, 
and ſeveral others, inſomuch that there is ſcaice one Play 
that is perfect; ſome want Frotſtiſpieces, ſome the Ti- 
tles, and in ſeveral others, whole Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speeches, are entirely omitted: So that each Vol. 
of 'Tonſon's, may be called a Ga/limaufry of Scraps and 


| Nonſenſe, 


NMB. The Tragedy of Antony and Cleopatra pub- 
liſhed by Tonſon and his Accomplices, is printed from 
an erroneous Edition, and very incorrect and mangled. 
Therefore this is to give Notice to my Subſcribers and 
others, that on Thurſday next the ſame Tragedy will 
be publiſhed by me, fiom the Genuine Edition, and 
great Care ſhall be taken that the ſame ſhall! be correct 
and beautifully printed; to render that as well as all my 
other Plays better worth 4d. than thoſe maim'd Scraps 


ubliſned by Tonſon at 3d. Y | 
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Printed vy R. W. LEER, at Shakeſpear's-Head, ih | 
| 


Turn- aguin Lane, by the Ditch-/ide; and may be 
_ at his ey, 5 the Sign of © a Head in 


11 BSCI 


Dramade Perforce 


* * * , 


kk, Father to Silvia. 1 

7 wy Pike f Ge 2 . 
een Patber 10 Protheus. 5 
Thurio, a fooliſo Rival in Valentine. 
Eglamore, Agent for Silvia in ber Eſcape. 
Hoſt, where Julia lodges. 898 
Out- laws with. o 
Speed, 4 Clownifh ee 
Launce, 1be lite io Protheus. 
Panthion, Servant 70 Anthonio. | 


Julia, beloved of Protheus. | | Es, 
Silvia, beloved of Valentine. 7% 
* Waiting mens 10 W 
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ACT 1 8 EN * 


Enter Valentine and. Procheys, | 
VALENTINE 1 


TEASE to perſuade, my loving Prothese 
N 13383 
" its "2 


2 — Days, 
— — e Glasces of oP bono d | 
I rather wop'd intreat thy S 
To ſee 5 wonders of the World: thawed. 
Than, living dully daggardiz dat home, 
Wear out thy Vouth wich Thapeleſs: Idlenefſs. 
But fince thou Jov'it, love ſtib, and thrive pe 
Even as I eo when I 10 love begin. y 
TAJ : A. 2. Pro. 


* 


b e Tawo Gentlemen 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone? Sweet T adieu 3 

Tun on thy Protbeui, when thou haply feeſt 
Some rare Note · worthy Ob . in thy Travel: 
Wi me Partaker in thy — 
When thou doſt meet good ap; and in thy Danger, 
If ever Danger do environ thee, 8 

Commend thy Grievance to my holy-Prayers 3 3 

For I will be thy Bead's- man, Valentine. 

Val. And -en a Love- book pray for my Succeſs ? 
Pro. Upon ſome Book 1 love I'll pray for thee. 
Val. That's on ſome ſhallow Story of deep LW. 

T How young Leander crols'd the He/le/pont. 

- + Pro-"That's a deep Story of a deeper Love; 

For he was more than over Shoes in Love. 

Val. "Tis true; for you are over Boots in Love, 

And yet you never ſwom the Helleſpont. 

Pro. Over the Boots? Nay, give me not the Boots, 

Kal. No, Iwill not; for it boots thee not. 

Pero. What Py | 1 > > 

Val. To be in Lore, where Scorn jo babe 1 

Coy Looks, with heart - ſore Sighs ; one fading Moment's 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious Nights, (Minh, 

If haply won, perhaps an hapleſs Gain 

Tf-:loft, why then a grievous Labour won ; 

However, but a Folly bought with Wit, 

Or elſe a Wit by Folly vanquiſhed, | 
Pro. So, by, your Circumſtance, you call 1 me Fool. 
Val. So by your Circumſtance, I fear you'll prove. 
Pro. Tis Love you cavitat; I am not Love. 
Val. Love is your Maſter ; for he maſters 2 
And he that is ſo yoked by a Fool, 5 
Methinks ſhould not be chronicled. for Wile: E 
Pro. Vet Writers ſay, as in the ſweeteſt Bud 
The eaten Canker dwells; ſo eating Love 4 
| Jnbabies in the fineft Wits of. all, 
Vl. And Writers ſay, as the moſt forward Ba 
* eaten by the Canker e er it blow ; 
Even ſo by Love the young and tender Wit, 
Is turn' d to. Folly, blaſting in the Bud, 
Loſing his Verdure even in the 1 — | 
And all the fair Effects of future Hopes 
But wherefore-waſte I Time to r | thee, 
gh . art a — ator 


Once 


of VERON A. ” 


Once more adieu : My Father at the Road 
Expects my coming, there to ſee me ſhipp d. 
Pero. And thither will I bring thee, J altivine. 


Val. Sweet Protheus, no: Now let us take our Leave. 


"At" X6tiGs Jet wig Jer inven yrs Levee: 
Of thy Succeſs in Love; and what News: * 


Betideth here in Abſence of thy F riend : 


And I likewiſe will viſit thee with mine. 


Pro. All Happinefs bechance to thee in Millan.” 3 
Val. As much to you at home; and fo farewel. Exit. 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Love ; 


He leaves his Friends, to dignify them more; 
I love my ſelf, my Friends, and all for Love. 
Thou Julia, thou haſt metamorphos d me: 


Made me neg'e&t my Studies, loſe my Time, 


War with good Counſel, ſet the World at nou ght; "EN 
Made Wit, with Muſing. weak ; Heart ſick, with L * 


Enter Speed. 


Speed, Sir Protbeus, ſave you; ſaw you my Mater ? 
Pro. But now he parted hence to embark for Millan. 
Speed. Twenty to ene then he is ſhipp'd already, 


And I have plaid the Sheep in loſing him. 


Pro. Indeed a Sheep doth very often ſtray, 


And if the Shepherd be a while away. TRE 


Speed. You conclude that my Maſter is a Oy then, 


and I a Sheep? 


Pro. I do. 

Speed, Why then my Horns are his Horns, date 
I wake or ſleep. 

Pro. A filly Auſwer, and fiting well a Sheep. 

Speed. This proves me till a Sheep. | 

Pro. True, and thy Maſter a Shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that 1 can deny by a Circumſtance: 

Pro. It ſhall go hard but Pl preve it by another. 

Speed. The Shepherd ſeeks the Sheep, and not the Sheep 
the Shepherd; but I ſeek my Maſter, and my Maſter 
ſecks not me; therefore 1 am no Sheep. 

Pro. The Sheep for Fodder follow the Shepherd, the 


Shepherd for Food follows not the Sheep; thou for 


Wages followeſt thy Maſter, thy Maſter for Wages 
follows not thee ; therefore thou art a. Sheep. - 
ba Such another Proof * mon me cry Baa. 


— 
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3 The ' Two Gentlemen 
| 8 But doſt thouhear ? gaven thou my Letter to 
| ; aUc'a 
| Speed. ay, Sir; I. a Hoſt Mutton, - ve your Letter to 
Here a nac d. Mutton; and ſhe, a lac Matton, gave me, 
a loſt. Mutton, nothing for my Labour. 
Pro. 3 a Paſture for fuch ſtore of Mot- 


$0N5. | 
Speed. If the Ground be ever-charg'd, you were beſt 
on” „ 


wg Nay, in that you are aſtray 5 were belt pound 


eee Nay, Sir, les than a Pound ſhall ſerve me for 

| carrying your Lette 4 36 

| —— — ; I mean the Pound, a Pin-fold. 

Speed. From a Pound to a Pin? fold it over and over, 
Tis threeſold too little for carrying a Letter to * 
Pero. But what ſaid ſhe? 
Speed. I. 
Pro. Nod-T ? why, that's Noddy 
© Speed. You'miftook,: Sir, I faid he did nod : 
And youlask me if ſhe did nod, and I laid, Ay, E 
Pro. And that ſet togetker, is Noddy. 
a Spe:d, Now you have taken the Pains to ſt it toge- 
ther, take it for your Pains. ' 
Pro. No, no, you ſhall have it for bearing the Letter. 
Speed. Well. I perceive I muſt be ſain to bear with you. 
Pro. Why, Sir, how do you bear with me? | 
Speed. Marry, Sir, the Letter very orderly, 
Having nothing but the“ Word Noddy for my Pains. - 
Pro. Beſbrew me, but you have a quick Wit. 
Spezd. And yet it cannot overtake your flow Purſe. 
pF Pro. Come, —__ open the — in brief what ſaid 

F e? » 

Speed. Open your Purſe, that the Money and the Mat- 
ter — be both deliver'd. 

Pero. Well, Sir, here is for your Pains, what faid ſhe ? 
Speed. Truly, Sir, I think you'll hardly win her. 
Pro. Why ?-could'it thou perceive ſo much from her! 

| Feed. Sir, I could vil nothing at all from her; 
| Bs, 19 not ſo much as a Þu eket for — your Letter. 
And being ſo hard to me that brought your Mind, | 
J fear ſhe*Y prove as hard to you-in telling her Mind, 
Give her no Token but Stones; for ſhe's as hard as Steel. 
n. What ſaid ſhe, N ? 5 Speed. 


e b e 8 


Speed. No, Not fo much as Take this for thy Pzins : 
To teſtify | was . I thank you, you: have teſtern'd. 


In requital 1 henceforth carry your Letter your 

Self: And ſo, Sir, I't commend you to my Maſter. 
Pro. Go, go, be gone, to fave your Ship from —_ 

Which cannot periſh, having-thee aboard, 

Being deſtin'd to a drier Death on Shore. 

I muſt go ſend ſome better Meſſenger: 

I fear my Fulia would not deign my Lines, 

| n chem from ſuch a- Worthleſs . [F zeunde 


s CE N E ä 


Euter Julia and Lucetta. - 


' Ful. But fay, Lucetta, now we are alone 
Wouldſt thou then eounſel me to fall in Love? 
Luc, Ay, Madam, ſo. you ftumble not unheedfully;. 
Fuss "Of all the fait Reſort of Gentlemen, | 
at every day with Parle encounter me, | 
In thy Opinion whieh is woithieſt Love? 
Tue. Pleaſe you repeattheir Names, I li ſhew my Mind 
According to my. fhallow ſimple Skill. - 
Ful. What think'ſt thou of the fair Sir Eglamure N 
Luc. As ofa Knight well ſpoken, neat and ſine; 
But were I you, he never ſhould be mine. 
Ful. What thinle'ſt thou of the rich Mercatia 7 
Luc. Well of his Wealth; but of himſelf ſo, ſo. 
25 What think'ſt thou of the gentle Protheus ih 
vc. Lord, Lord! to ſee what Folly reigns in 8 

7 l. How now what means this Paſſion at lis Name? 
Luc. Pardon, dear Madam ; tis a paſting Shame, 
That I, unworthy Body as I am, 
Should cenſure thus on lovely Gentlemen. 
Jul. Why net on Protheus, as of all the reſt 2 

Luc Then thus; 5 of many good, 1 think him beſt. 

Ful. Your Reaſon? 

Luc. I have no other but a Wamend 8 Reaſon. 
T- think him fo, becauſe I think: him ſo. 

Jul. And wouldſt thou have me caſt my Love on him? 
Luc. Ay, if you thought your Love not caſt away.” 
Jul. Why he, of all the reſt, hath never mov'd me. 
Luc. Yet he, of all the reft, I thinks beſt loves Ye. 
Jul. His lice ſocaking ſhews his Love but (mall. 


AS, 


Lux. 
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La. Fire that's cloſeſt kept burns moſt of all. 
Jul. They do not Love 5 do not ſhew their Lo. 
Luc. Oh, they love leaſt that let Men know their Love. 
„J. I would I knew his Mind. | 
. Peruſe this Paper, Madam. 
al. To Julia; lay, from whom? 
Tuc. That the Contents will ſhew. 
f Fa Say, ſay; who gave it thee ? 
uc.SirValentine'sPage ;andſent, I think, . : 
He would have given it you, but I being in the Way, 


Did in your Name receive it; pardon the Fault, I pray. 


Jul. Now, by my Modeſty, a goodly Broker; 
Dare you preſume to harbour wanton Lines? 
To whiſper and conſpire againſt my Youth? 
Now truſt me, tis an Office of great Worth, -_ 
And you an Officer fit for the * 8 
There; take the Paper; ſee it be retum d, 

Or elſe return no more into my Sight. 
Lac. To plead for Love deſerves more? Tee chan Fate. 
Jul. Will ye be gone? | 


— 


Tuc. That you may ruminate. [Exit 


Jul. And yet I would I had Her locked the N 
It were a ſhame to call her back again, | 


* And pray her to a Fault, for which I chid her. | 


What Feol is ſhe that knows T am a Maid, 


And would not force the Letter in my View? 
Since Maids, in Modeſty, ſay No to that 
Which they would have the Profferer conſtrue, Ay. 


Fie, fe; how wayward is this fooliſh Love, 
That like a teſty Babe, will ſcratch the Nurſe, 
And preſently, all humbled, kiſs the Rod? 
How churliſhly I chid Lincetia bene, 
When willingly I would have had her here pc 
How angerly I. taught my Brow to frown, | 
When inward Joy enforc'd: my Heart to ſmile * | 


My Penance is, to call Lacetta back, 
And ask Remiſſion for my Folly paſt.” 3 
3 ** ho! Lucetta. 


Re- enter Lucetes. #556 1 
Luc. What would your rü ek wee EL 
Jul. Ist near Dinner-time? 55 
Luc. I would it were, 
That you might kat your Stomach wi your ox Mets | 


—_— 


ls VERONA, 11 
= net v ue open your Maid. RIOTS: 


hat 15't that you _ 
Tonk k up lo gin gingerly? _ 


72 Why dd thou ſtoop then? 
Luc. To take a Paper up that I let fall. 
N And is that Paper nothing? _ 
zc. Nothing concerning me. | 
ul. Then let it lie for thoſe that it concerns. 5 
Tuc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns, 
Unleſs it have a falſe Interpreter. 
Jul. Some Love of yours hath writ to you in Rhine 
Luc. That I might fing it, Madam, to a Tune; 
Give me a Note; your Ladyſhip "+ | 
Ful. As little by ſuch Toys as may be poſtble 3 We”: 
Belt * it to the Tune of Light O Zone. 
Luc, It is too heavy for fo light a Tune. 
Jul. Heavy? Belike i it hath x Burthen then. 
Lac. Ay; and ran re 1225 it, would you ſing i, 
Ful. And why not | ; 
Luc. J cannot reach ſo 
Jul. Let's fee your 4 | 
How now, Minion ? | 
Luc. Keep Tune there ſtill, ſo vou will 1 it out: 
And yet methinks I do not like the. 28 
Ful. You do not? 5 
Tuc. No, Madam, tis too arp. 
l 3 You, Minion, are too ſaucy, 
uc. Nay, now you are too flat, : 
And mar the Concord with too harſh a Deſcant: 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your Song. 
= The Mean is drown'd with your bar; Bike. 
* Luc. Indeed I bid the baſe for Protheys. 5 
Jul. This Babble ſhall not henceforth trouble me. | 
Here is a Coil with aer ee il . 
Go, get you gone; and let the Papers lie: 
+ You — be Sngring them to anger me. 

Luc. -=_ _—_ it ſtrange, but ſhe would. be. beſt 
To be ſo anger'd with another Letter. [Exit. 
Ful. Nay, would Ewere ſo anger'd with the iame ! 
Oh hateful Hands to tear ſuch loving Words; - 
u Waſps, to feed on ſuch 3 Honey, 


YE *% 
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And kill the Bees that yield it with your Stings“ 
Fil kifs each ſeveral Paper for amends: ' 
Look, here is writ, kind Julia; unkind Julia? 
As in revenge of thy Ingratitude, _* — 
I throw thy Nzrhe againſt the 8 Stones, 
Trampling contemptuouſly on thy Diſdain, 
Look here is writ, Lowe-wounded Protheus, 
Poor wounded. Name ! my Boſom as a Bed, 
Shall lodge thee till thy Wound be throughly head ; 
And thus I ſearch it with a ſovereign Kiſs. 
But twice or thrice was Protheus written down: 
Be calm, good Wind, blo'y- not a Word away, 
Till I have found each Letter in the Letter, 
Except mine own Name: That ſome Whirl-wind bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful hanging Rock, 3 
And throw it thence into the raging Sea. 
Lo, here in one Line is his Name twice writ: 
838 Protheus, paf/ionate Protheus, 1 
To the fweet Julia: That I'll tear away; + 
And yet I will not, ſith fo prettily 
le couples it to his complaining Names 
Thus will I fald them one upon another; - , — 
Now. kiſs, embrace, contend, do what you will. 
„„ Enter Lucettaa. bs 
Luc. Madam, Dinner is ready, and your Father flays. 
% 5 
Tuc. What, ſhall theſe Papers he, like Tell-tales here? 
Jul. If thou reſpect them, beſt to take them up: 
Zuc. Nay I wa; taken up for laying them down: 
Vet here they ſhall not lie for catching col. 
| 7 I fee you have a Month's mind to them. 
Luc. Ay, Madam, you may ſay what Sig you fee, 
J ſee things too, although you judge I Winx. 
Jul. Come, come, wilt pleaſe. you go? [Excunt. 
C 
Diater Anthonio and Panthion. 
Ait. Tell me, Pantbion, what fad Talk was that 
Wherewith my Brother held you in the Cloyſter? 
Pan. Twas of his Nephew Protbeus, your Son. 
' Ant. Why, What of him: 
Pan. He wonder'd that your Lordſhip | 
Would ſuffer him to ſpend his Youth at home, 3 


4 5 „ 


— Amr „ 


While other Men of ſlender Reputation 
Put forth their Sons to ſeek Preſerment out: 
PE to. the Wars, to try their Fortune there; 
ome to diſcover Iſlands far away; 
Some to the ſtudious Univerfities. 
For any, or for all theſe Exerciſes, 
He ſaid, that Protheus,, your Son, was meet; 
And did requeſt me to importune you | 
To let him ipend his time no mote at home; 
Which would be great Impeachment to his Age, 
In having know no Travel in his Youth. 
Ant. Nor need'ſt thou much'importune me to that 
Whereon this Month I have been ere 
I have confider'd well his loſs of Time; 
And how he cannot be a perfect Man 
Not being try d, nor tore in che World: 
Experience by Indufiry atchier d, 
And perfected by the ſwift Courſe of time 5 
Then tell me, whither were I beſt to ſend him ? 
Pan. I think your Lordſhip is not ignorant, 
How his Companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the Emperor in his Royal Court. 

Ant. 1 know. it well. 

Pan. *Twere good, I think, your Lordſhip kat hing 
There ſhall be practiſe Tilts ta Turnaments, [thither ; 4 
Hear ſweet Diſcourſe, converſe with Noblemen, _- 3 
And be in Eye of every Exerciſe „ 
Worthy. his Youth and nobleneſs of Birth. | 

Ant. I like thy Counſel; well haſt thou advids 
And that thou may ſt [IIs how well I like it, 
The 3 Faber . * make known: 
Even with. the Expedition 

I will diſpatch him to the Emperor's Kh | 

Pan. Lo- morrow, it pleaſe. you, Don apes 

| With other Gentlemen 2 ood Eſteem, 

Are joùfpeying to ſalute — Emperor, 
And to gommend their Service to his Will, 

Ast. Good Company : Wich them ſhall Protheus ge. 
And in good time, now will we break with him: 
| Exter Protheus. 

Pro. Sweet Love, ſweet Lines, ſweet 11. 
Here is her Hand, the Agent of her Heart; 
Here is her. Oath for Love, her Honour's Pawn. - 


O chat our Fathers would applaud our Loves, 


| 
| 
| 
! 
| 


— 9 


wu: The, Shia, nee | 
To ſeal our Ha appineſs with their Contents... .-..., 


| O heav'nly Julia! 


Au. How now ? What Letter are you readirig there? 
Pro. May't pleaſe your Lordſhip, tis a Word or tWũ Wßl 
Of Commendation ſent from Valentine; | 


Delivered by a Friend that came from him. 


Ant. me the Letter; let me fee what News. ks, 
Pro. There is no News, my Lord, but that he 12 


How haply he lives, bow well belov'd, | 4 


And daily graced by the Emperor; 

Wiſhing 8 him, Partner of his 8 NP 
Ant. And how ftand you affected to his Wiſh Y | 
Fro. As one relying on your pi 's Wilt, 

And not depending on his friendly rg 
Ant. My Will is ſomething nn: he 45 his Wiſh: 91 

Muſe not that 1 thus Aalen! _ 55 

For what I will, I Will; and there's an End. 


I am refolv'd that thou malt ſpend ſome Time 5 


With Valentino in the Emperor's Court: 3 
What Maintenance he from his Friends receives, ' - 


Like Exhibition thou ſhalt have from me: a | 


To-morrow be in readineſs to go. 


Excuſe it not, for I am perem 


Pro. My Lord, I —— be ſo 5 ne 


| Pleaſe you deliberate 2 Day or two. 


i Ant. Look what thou want'ſt ſhall be ſent after thee | 

No more of Stay; to- morrow thou muſt go 2 

Come on, Pazthion, ; you ſhall be emp ploy'd ha 

To haſten on his Expedition. [ Exe. Ant. ad Part. 
Pra. Thus have 1 ſhiun'd the Firs for fear of 12 5 

And drench'd me in the Sea, where I am drown'd : | 

I fear'd to ſhe my Father Julias Letter, 


| Leſt he ſhould take Exceptions to my Love: = 
And with the vantage of mine own Excuſe, coo 
Flach he excepred moſt againſt my Lore. 


* 


Ob, how the Spring of Love refembleth 
Th' unncertain Glory 7 — 2 —_—_ 
Which now fhews all the Beaury of Pen, 


3 And by and by a Cloud take all y. 


Enter Panthion. + . 

Par. Sir Protheus, your Father calls "9 you; 3 
ee y you e). 
Pro. Why thisit is? My Heart accord thereto, - 


I ä I. 
n 


„ 
ACT u. SCENE * 
"Enter Valentine and Speed. 


I R, your Glove. 
Val Not mine ; my Gloves are on. 


4. Why then this may _ yours, for this is butone, 


* 
Fat Ha ? let me ſee: Ay, give it me, it's mine: 
Sweet Ornament that decks a Thi divine. 5 
Ah Siteia I Silvia ! | | 
'oced. Madam Silvia ! Madam ge! 
Val. How now Sirrah ? 5 
. She is not within „ 

al. Why Sir, who bad you call. her;? 25 
Speed.” Your Worſhip, Sir, or elſe I miſtook. 
Val. Well, you'll ſtill be too forward. 
- Speed. And yet I was laſt chidden for being too flow.” 

Lal. Goto Sir, tell me, do you know Madam Silvia 8 

Speed. She that your Worſhip loves? 

Yal. Why, how know you that I am in Love? 

Speed. 1 by theſe ſpecial Marks: Firit, you have 
learn'd, like Sir Protheus, to wreath your Arms like a 
Male-content, to reliſh a Love-Song like a Robin red- 
 breaft, to walk alone like one that had the Peſtilence, to 
figh like a School- boy that had loſt his A, B, C, to weep 
like a young Wench that had loſt her Grandham, to faſt 
2 one oy e apa to _— like n —5 oy 

to puling like a Beggar at Hollowmaſs : You 
—— 1 you laugh'd, to crow like a Cock; 
when you walk'd, jo walk like one of the Lions; when 
u faſted, it was preſently after Dinner; when you 

Bold Gadly, it was for want of Money: And now:you 
are metamorphos d with a Miſtreſs, that when Thokey 
you, I can think-you my | Maſter. | 

Val. Are all things perceiv'd in me? 

Speed. They are all-perceiv'd without Ye. 5 
Jal. Without me? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you ? nay, that's certain: for without 
you were ſo fimple, none elſe would: But you are ſo 
without theſe Follies, that theſe Follies are within you, 
and ſhine through you like the Water in an Urinal; that 
not an Eye that ſees you, but is a Phyſician to comment 


Speed. 


| Kl. Malady. - | | 
Bu: tell we, doſt mou know my Lady Sies | 


Sperd, 
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Speed. She that you on ſo as ſhe fits at Su 7 
25 HFaſt thou er Even ſnhe- I — 
Speed. Why, Sir, I know her not. 5 
Val. Doft thou know her by gazing on her, and yet 
know'ſt her not? 
S), peed. Is ſhe-not hard- favour d Sir 8 
Pal. Nat ſo fair, as well favour d. . 
Sir, I knoxw that well — $ 
Vat. What doſt thou know ? | 2 
Speed. That ſhe is not ſo fair, as of you well ame 
al. T mean'that her'Bhainy le exquaite, * 83 


* 


But her Favour infinite.. 


Speed. That's becauſe the one is painted, and the other 
out of all Count. 5 

Val. How painted? bee aan % Count d | 

Speed, Marry. Sir, ſo painted ta make her fair, that no. 
Man counts of her Beauty. 

Hal. Hom eſteem li thou me? I nenn of ber Beauty. 

Speed. You never ſaw her ſince ſne was deform'd.. 

Pal: rare Long hath ſhe been-deform'd ? FEES 
; Ever tince:you loy'd her. 

Pat E have lov'd her ever fince I a he. 5 
And ſtill I ſee her beautiful. - | 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot fe her. 

Jali Why 7 

- Speed:Becauſe-Love is blind. O thatyouhad mine i : 
or your on Eyes had the Lights they were wont te 
have, when youchid at Sir Rrutbeus for going r 
Val. What ſhould I ſee then ?' - 

- Speed. Your:own. preſent Folly, and her mY De- 
farmity.: For he being in Love, could not ſee to garter 
his Hoſe ; and you, being in Love, caundt fee to put- on 

e i 

Pal. Belike, Bay, then you: are in Leve; for laſtMorne 
ing y ou could not ice to wipe my Shoes. 

Seed. True, Sir, I was in Love with my Bed; I thank. 
you, you ſwing d me for my Love, which makes me 
the bolder to chide yon for yours. = 

Val. In Concluſion; I ſtand affected to her. 5 

3 would you were ſet, ſo —— would 


"Fab. Laſt Night ſhe enjoin'd | 
To write ſome Lines to one. ſhe lo loves. 


Speed. And have you . . * Pal. 3 


_ Via R'O N A. 17 | 
Fal. I have. OX 2 
Speed. Are they not id writ . 
Val. ar” _ but 3 1 candothem: 


. a: 1 Ee Silvia. NT 
| poi, Oh exctien; Motion | Oh enen Pop ! 
Now will he interpret to her. 5 ret 8 

Fal. Madam Miſtreſs, 2 thouſand Geood-marrows. 

Speed. Oh ! give ye Good-ev* a; here's a miYion, of 
_ Manners. 

Sil. Sir Valextine, and Servant, to you'two uad. 

Speed. He ſhould give her Intereſt; and fhe gives it him. 
 - Pal. As you injoin'd me, I have write your Letter 

£2 Undo the ſeczet, nameleſs Friend of yours: : 
Which I was much unwilling. to proceed ĩ in, | 
But for my Duty to your Ladyſhip. 
Sil. I thank you, gentle Servant," tis very Clerkly done. 
Val. Now trufl me. Madam, it came n off: N 
For being i ignorant to wWhem it goes 
I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance you think too . of ſo woch Pains * 
Val. No, Madam, ſo it ſteed you, I will write, 
Pleaſe you command, a chouſand times as much. 

And yet 

Sil. A pretty period ; vets, T gueſs the Sequel 3 ; 
And yet I will net name it, and yet I care not, © 
And yet take this again, and yet I thank you: 

Meaning henceſorth to trouble you no more. 
Spa. And yet you will z and yet, another yet. , . 

Val. What means your Ladyſhi 18 | 

Do you not like it? : 
Sil. Yes, yes; the Lines are very quaintly writ; 5 
But, ſince unwilling! 7 805 them again ; bp: ON 

- Nay, take them. 4 Sy 
Val. Madam, they are for you. 
Sil. Ay, ay; you writ them, Sir, at my Requeſt; ; 
But I will- nene of them; they are for -you : 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 
Val. Pleaſe you, Pl write your Ladyſhip another. 
JF Sil. And-when it's writ, ſor my ſake read it over; 
And if it pleaſe you, ſo; if not, why ſo. : 
| os If it * me, pa then 8 0 
Its 
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Sil. Why, if it pleaſe you, take it for your Labour 3 
And fo good-morrow, Servant. Tit. 
| Speed: Oh Jeſt unſeen, inſcrutable, inviſible, 

As a Noſe on a Man's Face, or aWeathercock on a Steeple; 
My Maſter ſues to her, and ſhe hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupil,” to become her Tutor: 
Oh excellent Device ? was there ever heard a better ? 
That my Maſter being the n n ſouls write 


the Letter? VET 1 
5 Val. How now, Sir? 2 | Yan ; 
What are you reaſoning with your ſelf OO Pate. | 
3 »Nays 1. was. ahywing: : 'tis hh that have the 


Fal. To de what? 0 | 
Speed. To be a Selen man from Madam Silvia. 
Val. To. whom? 

Speed. To your ſelf; why, ſhe wooes _ WF a rene 

* Val. What Figure 3 

| +» Speed. By a Letter, I ſhould ſay: + „ 
| Val. Why, ſhe hath not uri tome 7 „„ 
HSHpeed. What need ſhe, 
When ſhe hath made you Write to your ſelf? 
Why, do you not perceive the Jett? - 
Val. No, believe me. $2 
Speed. No believing you indeed, Sir: 8 
1 you perceive her Earneſt? 
al. She gave me none, except an angry Word. \ 

Speed. Why, ſhe hath given you a Leiter.. 

Val. That's the Letter I writ to her Friend. [an end. 

* 2. And that Letter hath ſhe deliver * and thers's | 

al. I would it were no worſe. 

Speed. T'll warrant you 'tis as well: 

For often have you writ to her, and he in | Modeſty, | 
Or eiſe ſor want of idle Time could not again reply: ; 
Or fearing elſe ſome Meſlcnger that might her Mind 
Ai.ſcover, | [her Lover. 
Her. {elf : hath. taught her Love himſelf to write. unto 
All this I ſpeak in Print; for in Print I found it. 

: Why muſe you, Sir 2 tis Dinner-time- 1 

Jal. I have din d. 

. Speed. Ay, but hearken, dir; tho' the * "ONES Love ; 
can feed on the Air, I am one that am nouriſh'd by my 
Victuals; and would fain have Meat: Oh be not like 
e Mitres; be moved, be moved. N & 7743 
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Ful. I muſt, where is no Remedy. _ 
Pro. When poſſibly I can, I will return, | 


| Pro. Have Patience, gentle Julia. | 


Ful. If youturn not, you will return the ſooner: 
EKeepthis Remembrance forthy Julias ſake. ¶ Giving a Ring 


Pro. Why then we'll make Exchange; 


1 Here, take you this. 


Ful. And ſeal the Bargain with a holy KiG. 
Pro. Here is my Hand for my true Conſtancy: 


And when that Hour ee e. in the Day, 


Wherein I ſigh not, Julia, for thy fake, 


The next enſuing Hour ſome foul Miſchance 


Torment me, for my IL. ove's Forgetfulneſs ! 

My Father ſtays my coming; anwer no: 

The Tide is now); .nay, not thy Tide of Tears; 
That Tide will ſtay me longer than I ſhould : [ Exit Julia. 


Fiulia, farewe]. What! gone without a Word ? 


Ay, ſo true Love. ſhould do; it cannot ſpeac ; 


For Truth hath better Deeds than Words to grace it. 


Pro. Go; I come, I come; 


| Alas! this Parting firikes poor Lovers dumb. © [Exeunt. 


i 3", Burr Fane 
Pan. Sir Protbeus, you are ſtaid for. 


SCENE III. 
PE TE wn Enter Launce, | 
Tau. Nay, 'twill be this Hour e'er I have done weep- 


ing; all the Kind of the Launces have this very Fault: I 


have receiv'd my Proportion, like the prodigious Son, and 


am going with Sir Protheus to the Imperial's Court. I 


» 


- think Crab, my Dog, be the ſowreſt natur'd Dog that 


lives: My Mother weeping, my Father wailing, my Si- 


a very Pibble-ſtone, and has no more Pity in him than a 


why,. my Grandam, having no Eyes, look you, wept 


ber ſelf blind at my Parting. * Nay, I'll ſhew you the 
manner of it: This Shoe is my Father; no, this left Shoe 


13 


ſter crying, our Maid howling, our Cat wringing her 
. Hands, and all our Houſe in a greatPerplexity ; yet did 
not this cruel- hearted Cur ſhed one Tear: He is a Stone, 


Dog: A Few would have wept to have ſeen our Parting ; | 
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is my Father; no, no, chis leſt Shoe is my Mother ; nay» 
chat cannot be ſo neither ; yes, it is ſo, it is ſo; it hath 
© the worſer Sole 3 this Shoe with the Hole in it is my 
Mother, and this my Father; a Vengence ön't, there 
tis: Now, Sir, thisst2Kis my Siſter; for look you, ſhe 
is as white as à Lilly, and as ſmall as a Wand; this Hat is 
Nan, our Maid; I amthe Dog; nos the Dog i is himſelf, 
and Jam the Dog: Ob, the Dog is me, and Lam my 
ſelf; ay, foſo; Now come I: to m Father; Father, your 
Bleſſing; now ſhould not the Shoe ſpeak a Word for 
weep'ng: now ſhould I kiſs my Father well, he weeps 
on; Now come I to my Mother; oh that ſhe could ſpeak 
nowlikea Would-woman ; well, J kiſs her; why there tis; 
here's my Mather? 5 Breath up and down: Nom come 1 
to my Siſter; mark the moan ſhe makes: Now the Dog 
all this while ſheds not a Tear, ä But 
fee how I lay the Duſt with my Tears. 3 b 
Duter Panthion. | 
"Pant. Latnce, away, away, aboard; thy Maſter i is 
mipp d and thon art to poſt aſter with Oars: What's the 
8 2 thou, Man? away Afs, 3 
et it you tar longer. | 
Laun: It is no — Tide were loft,” for i it is | 
the unkindeſt Tide that ever any Man ty c. 
Pant. What's the unkindeſt Tide? | 
Lan. Why, he that's ty'd here; Crab, my Dog. 
Pant. Tut, Man, I mean, thou'itloſe the Flood; and 
in loſing the Flood, loſe thy Voyage; md in loſing thy 
Ks yage, loſe thy Mafter ; and in lofing thy Maſter, loſe 
thy Setvice ; e ITT ene | 


Rope 
—— For * thou ſhould' lt loſe thy 3 
Pant, Where ſhould I loſe my Teatr a 
Tan. In thy Tale, » IO. * 
Pant. In thy Tail. | 2 
Laus 1 Tide, and the Voyage, oy” de Mater, c 
and. the Service, and the Tide; why, Man, if the River 
were dry, Lam able to nil it with my Tears; if the Wind 
were down; I could drive the Boat with my Siahs. 
. Pant. Come; come away; Man; I was ſeut N | 
Lan. Sir, . d 0 
| - Pant, Wilt thou go? 
8 an wal + OD 
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S e E N E IV. . 
Enter vile Silvia, Thurie ard * 
$7. Setrant. ; ; 
Val. Miſtreſs”. - 
Speed. Maſter, Sir Mario frownscn . 
Val. Ay: Boy, it's for Love. : | 
Speed, Not of ou. 
Val. Of my Miſtreſs then. 
| peed. *T'were good you knocke hin. 
Sil. Servant, you are ſad. 
Val. Indeed, Madam, I ſeem fo... 
Tha: Seem you that you n 
 ' Fail, Baply .. 4 5 
Thu. So do Counterfeits- . 
Val. So do you. 
Thu. What ſeem I that I am not 7. 
Val. Wiſe. 
Thu. What Tnſtance of checomary ? | 
Val. Your:Folly. 
The, And how-quote you my Folly 2 
Fal. I quqte it in your Jerkin. 124 
Thu. My Jerkin is a Doublet.1 
Val. Well then, I'll double your Folly. 
' Thu. How-2., 
Sil. What, angry, Sir Thurio i do y e Colour? 
Val. Givehindeave, Madam; hejs akindot Cumelion. 


Thu. That hath more . to * on e eg | 


than live in your Air. 
Pal. You have ſaid, Sir. | 
1. Aye Sir, and done too; for "wi 


Val” Tine —— — — | 


Sil, A ſine Valley e Gentlemen, and r 
Mot off. 


Fal. Tis indeed, Madam 5 we thank: thai Giver, 
Sil. Who is that, Servant? 
Val. Yourſelf; ſweet Lady, for you gave the Bir: 


Sir Thurio borrows his Wit from your Ladyſhip's Looks,. 


And ſpends what he borrows kindly; in your Company. 


Tu. Sir, if you ſpend Word for Word with me, 1 


dal make your Wit banlerupt-. 


Val. l know it well, Fee 5 
3 And I "_ no other — Followers: 


_ | | For 


— . — . — c YT. 


— — 
— rr —— 
$4 EN 


ITE x 


4 
a 
3 
- 

” 


ok 


— . — — ——— 
e NAS e e 


= 


I The rent MEN 


For it appears by by their pot Links, - 7 
That they live by your bare Words. . 

Sil. No more, Gentlemen, no more oY | 

Here comes my Father. . 
Enter the. Duke. 

Du. Now, Daughter Silvia, you are hard belee.../ 
Sir Valentine, your Father is in good Health: . 
What ſay you to a Letter from your Pons | 
Of much good News? 2 

Val. My Lord, I will be chaaleful 1 
To any Meſſenger from thence. - | 

Du. Know-you Don Antonio, Countryman? 

Val. Ay, my good: Lord, I know the Gendenian 
” 'To be of Worth, and worthy Eftimation, 

And not without Deſert ſo well reputed. 
200 [pg igri | 


Val. Ay, my good Lord, a. Son: that well elerves 


'The Honour — egard of ſuch a Father. 
Du. You know him well“? | 
Val. I knew him as myſelf, for from. our Infancy 
We have convers'd, and ſpent our Hours together: 
And tho' myſelf have been an idle Truant © 
Omitting the ſweet Benefit of time, FL 
To clothe mine Age with AngeF-like PerſeRtion; 8 
Vet hath Sir Proteus, for that's his Name, 
Made Uſe and fair Advantage of his Days; 
His Years but young, but his Experience old; 
His Head unmellow'd, but his Judgment ripe 3. 775 


And in a Word, for fin behind his Worm . 


Come all the Praiſes that I now beſtow, 
He is compleat in Feature and in Mind, 


With all Grace to grace a 88 


Du. Beſhrew me, Sir, — aa | 
He is as worthy for an Empreſs Lore, © 
As meet to be an Emperor's Counſellor : : 


Well, Sir, this Gentleman is come to me, 


With Commendation-from great —— ; 
And here he means to ſpend his time awhile. 
1 think tis no unwelcome News to you: 
al. Should L have'wiſh'd a thing, it had es he, 
Du. Welcome him then according to his Work: 
Liens, I ſpeak to you; and you, Sir Thurioz 
| _ — I need not cite him nn 1 ot 
wilt 


F.-Y 
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I will ſend him hither to you preſeatly.” | | [Exit Du. 
Val. This is the Gentleman I told your 0 1 : 
Fad come along with me, but that his Miſt N 
Did hold his Eyes lockt in her Chriſtal Looks. 
Sil. Belike that now ſne hath enfranchis'd them 
Upon fome other Pawn for Fealty. _ 
Val. Nay ſure, I think ſhe holds them PriGners ſtill, 
Sil. Nay, then he ſhould be blind; and being blind, 
How could he ſee his Way to ſeek out you? 
Val. Why Lady, Love hath twenty Pair of Eyes. 
Pu. They ſay that Love hath not an Eye at all. 
Val. To A fuch Lovers, Thurio, as yourſelt : 
2M pon a homely Object Love can wink. 
1 Enter Protheus. ? 
Sil. Have done, have done; here comes the Gentleman. 
Val. Welcome, dear Protheus: Miſtreſs I beſeech you 
Confirm this Welcome with ſome ſpecial Favour. 
Sil. His Worth is Warrant for his Welcome hither,” . 
If this be he you oft have wiſh'd to hear from. 
Val. Miſtreſs, it is: Sweet Lady entertain him 
To be my Fellow-ſervant to your Ladyſhip. 
Sil. Too low a Miſtreſs for ſo high a Servant. 
Pro. Not b, ſweet Lady; but too mean a Servant” 
To havea Look of ſuch a worthy Miſtreſs. 
Val. Lenve off Diſcourſe of Dilability : 
Sweet —_ entertain him for your Servant. 
„ Pro. Duty will T boaſt of, nothing elſe. 
Si. _ Dir” never yet did want his Meed : 
Servant, 147 are welcome to a worthleſs Miſtreſs. 
Pro, I'll die on him that ſays ſo but . . 
Sil. That you are welcome? . 
Pro. That you are worthleſs. = | 
Thu. Madam, my Lord, your Father would ealewith you” 
Sil. I wait upon his Pleaſure; Come, Sir Wurio, 
Go with me: "Once more, new Servant, welcome, 3 a 
I'll leave you to confer of home Affairs; "= : 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 
Pro. We'll bore atend upon your Ladyſhip: | - | 
[Exit Silvia and Thu. | 
Val. Now tell me how do all from whence you came? 
Pro, Your Friends are well, and have then much 
Val. And how do n [commended. 


55 25 them alk in Health, 
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Pal. How does your Lady? and, how thrives your Love? 
Pm. My Tales of Love were wont to wear you; 

I know you you Joy not in a Love-diſcourſe.. 

Val. Ay, Protheus, but that Life is alter'd now ; 


| I have done Penance for centemning Love, 


Whoſe high imperious Thoughts: have puniſh'd me | 

With b ny 1 tial — . 

With nightly. Tears and daily beart-ſore.Sighs : | 

For in revenge of my Contempt of Love, 

Love hath .chac'd. from my enthralled 8 : 

And made them Watchers of mine own Heart xSorrow. 
O gentle Prothezs, Love's a mighty 1 | 

d,me,-as I confels. rae T 

There is no Woe to h Correction; 8 


Nor to his Service, no ſuch Jonon Earth. 


New no Diſcqurſe, except it be of. Love:; 


' Now can I breah my Faſt, dine, ſup and fleep. 
= Og naked Name of Javve; ; 10 5 
＋ 


I read mes bes, | 


Was this the 405 that yourworſhip: ſo ? 


Val. Even ſhe; and is ſhe not a heav'nly Saint? 
Pro. No; but ne is an earthly, e 3 
Val. Call her divins. , © , e 
Pro. I will not flatter her. ö 
VI. O flatter me; for Love deligt: in © braids © 
Pyo. When I, was ſick you'gave me bitter Fils, 
A I muſt miniſter the like to u]. | 
Val. Then ſpeak the Fruth by her: If not divive, 
Vet let her be à Principality, 


Pro. Except my Miſtreſs. 
Val. Sweet, except not any, 2 


Except thou wilt except againſt 8 


Pro. Have I not Reaſon to prefer — — 
Val. And .I will help: thee to prefer her 400% 
She ſhall be dignify d 8. this high Honour, 
To bear my Lady's Train, left the baſe Earth _ 


Should from her Veſture chance to ſteal a * 5 7 


And of ſo great a. Favour growing proud, 
Diſdain to root ihe Sum merchwelling Flower. 
And make r 7 Winter everJaſtingly. 
e. Why alentine, what — is un? 


Vel Pardo me, Tree all 1 mhle, 8 


* 


a * * 
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| To her, kak. Worth makes other Worthies nothin 


My fooliſh Rival, that her Father likes, 


For Love, thou know 'ſt, is full of Jealouſy: 


Val. 7 N. and we are betrothed ; nay more our Mars 
| Wb 7h 


| In theſe Affairs to aid me with thy Countel. 


So the Remembrance of my former Love 
Is by a newer Object quite forgotten: 


Which, like a waxen Image gainſt a Fire, | 


Methinks my Zeal to Valentine is cold, 
And that I love him not as I was wont. 


How ſhall I doat on her 1 more Advice, 


er 5 4 


She is alone. 8 | 

Pro. Then let her alone. 

Val. Not for the World: Why, Man, ſhe is mine own, 
And I as rich in having ſuch Jewel, | 
As twenty Seas, if all their Sand were Pearl, 
The Water Nectar, and the Rock pure Gold. 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Becauſe thou ſeeſt : me doat upon my Poe. 


Only for his Poſſeſfions are ſo huge, L 
Is gone with her along, and I muſt after; 


2 But ſhe loves you / riage Hour 5 


e cunning manner of our F light, 
Determin'd of ; how I muft climb her Window, 
The Ladder made of Cords, and all the Means 
Plated and 'greed on for my Happineſs: 

Good Protheus. go with me to my Chamber, 


Pro. Go on before; I ſhall enquire you ly 
I muſt unto the Road, to diſembark | 
Some Neceſſaries that 1 needs muſt uſe; - — 
And then Fil preſently attend you. | . 

Val. Will you make haſte? | EE 

Pro. I will. [ Exit. Vale 
Even as one Heat another Heat expels, | iy 
Or as one Nail by Strength drives-out another; 
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Is it mine then, or Yalenting's Praiſe ? + 

Her true PerfeRion, or my falſe Tranſgreſſion, 
That makes me teaſonleſs, to reaſon thus? 

She is fair; ard fo is Julia, that I love; 

That I did love, for now my Love is thaw'd ; 


a. ls} ES» 


Bears no Impreſſion of the Thing it was: 
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O! but I love his Lady too too much; 
And thats the Reaſon I love him ſo little. 
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That thus without Advice begin to love her ? 
Tis but her Picture I have yet beheld, | 
And that hath dazled ſo my Reaſon's Light : 7 
But when I look on her Perfections, 
There is no Reaſon but I ſhall be blind. 

If I can check m = erring Love, I will ; 

If not, to _ 


e 


Ester Speed and. Landes 5 


Spe. Launce, by mine Honeſty welcome to Padua. 
Laun. Forſwear not thyſelf, ſweet Youth ; for 1 am 
not welcome : I reckon this always, that a Man is ne- 


ver undone till he be hang'd, nor never welcome to a 


Place *cill. ſome. certain ſhot be Fee the, Hoſteſs 
ſay We comm. 

Spe. Come on, you Mad-cap; I'll to the Ale houſe 
with you preſently, where, ſor one Shot of five - pence, 
thou ſhalt have five thouſand Welcomes But, Sirrah, 
how did thy Maſter part with Madam Julia? 

Lawn. Marry, after they clos'd in Earneſt, they 00 
very fairly in ſeſt. | | 

Spe. But ſhall ſhe marry him? 

Laun. No. | 
Spe. How then? Shall he nlany her Þ 
. ,* aun. No, neither. 

Sßde. What, are they broken? 
Laun. No, they are both as whole as a Fiſh. 
Spe. Why then, how ſtands the matter with them? 


Laun. Marry thus; when it ſtands well with. * it | 


ſtands well with her. 

Spe. What an Aſs art thou? I underſtand thee not. 
Laan. What a Block art thou, that thou can'ſt not ? ? 
My Staff underſtands me. . EK. 

| * What thou fay'ſt ? 

Laun. Ay, and what I do too: Look thee, I't but 
lean, and my Staff. underſtands me 
Spe. It ſtands under thee indeed. 


Lain. Why, ſtand- under, and . is all one. | 


Spe. But tell me true, will't be a Match! ? 
Lau. Ask my Dog: I he fay ay, it will; if he * 
| no, twill; if he fake his Tal, and ſay nothing, it will. 
5 | He. 
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her I'll uſe my Skill. . | 
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_ Þpe. The Concluſion is then; that it will. | 
Laun, Thou fhalt never get ſuch a Secret from me, 
but by a Parable. 

Speed. Tis well that 1 get it ſo: But Hb how 
ſay'& thou, that my Maſter is become a notable Lover? 

Laun. I never knew him otherwiſe. 

Speed. Than haw? 


| Laun. A notable Lubber, as thou , him to be. 


Speed. Why, thou whoreſon Aſs, thou miſtak'ſ me. 

Zaun. Why Fool, I meant not. thee; 1 meant thy 
Maſter. 

Speed. I tell thee, my Maſter is become a hot Lover, 
Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not tho“ he burn him- 
| ſelf in Love: if thou wilt go with me to the Alehouſe, 
ſo; if not, thou art an Hebrew; a Jew, and not worth * 
the Name of a Chriſtian. 

8 eed. Why. 


aun. Becauſe thou haſt not ſo TRI Charity 3 in * hos | 


as to go to the Alehouſe with e Wilt thou go? 
Speed. At uy Service. ; [Execunt. 


SCENE « 


Enter Protheus PO 


Pro. To leave my Julia: ſhall I be forefworn ? 

To love fair Si,; ſhall I be forſworn ? - 

To wrong my Friend, I ſhall be much forſworn: 

And ev'n that Pow'r which gave me firſt my Oath, 
Provokes me to this freehold Perjury. 
Love bad me ſwear, and Love bids me forſwear: 
O ſweet ſuggetting Love, if thou haſt finn'd, ' 

Teach me, thy tempted Subject, to excuſe it. 

At firſt I did adore a twinkling Star, Ir 

But now I worfhip a celeſtial Sun: - * 
Unheedful Vows may heedfully be brolcen; . 
And he wants Wit that wants reſolved Will, 
To learn his Wit t'exchange the bad for better: 
Fie, fie, unreverend Tongue, to eall her bad, 
Whoſe Sov*reignty ſo oft thou haſt preferr'd, 
With twenty thouſand Soul-confirmed Oaths. 

J cannot leave to love, and yet I do: 
But: there I * to love where I ſhould love: 
1 B * Jau 
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ulia I loſe, and V. alentine Tloſe: | 
If I keep them, E needs muſt loſe my ſelf: 
Tf I lofe them, thus find I but their Los, V 
For Valentine, my ſelf, for Julia, Seis: 
I to my ſelf am dearer than. a Friend ; 
- For Love is ſtill moſt precious in it ſelf: _ 
And Silvia, witneſs Heav'n that made her fair, 
Shews Julia but a ſwarthy Erhiope. | 
J will forget that Julia is alive, 
Remembring that my Love to her is dend: 
And Valentine I'll hold an Enemy, 
Aiming at Silvia as a ſweeter Friend: 


I cannot now prove conſtant to my ſelf, 


Without ſome Treachery us'd to Valentine. 

This Nighthe meaneth, with a corded Ladder, 
To climb celeſtial Si/via's Chamber. Window, 
My ſelf in Council his Competitor : 

Now: preſently 1'll give her Father Notige | 

Of their diſguifing, and pretended Flight; 


Who, all enrag d, will baniſh Valentine; 


For Thurio he intends ſhall wed his Daughter. 

But Valentine being 8 LI quickly croſs, 

By ſome ſly Trick, blunt Thurio's dull Proceeding. 
Love lend me Wings, to make my Parpoſe ſwift, | 
As thou balk ens me Watt to plot Wet: [Evi 


"SCENE Z . 


Enter Julia and . 


| Jul. Counſel, Lucetta: gentle Girl, aſſiſt me, 
And even in kind Love 1 do conjure thee, "ol 
Who art the Table wherein all my Thoughts 
Are viſibly character d and engrav d. 
To lefſeh 1 me, and tell me ſome 4 len, 
How with my Honour I may undertake 
A Jaurney to my loving Prothear. 
Ic. Alas, the Way is weariſome and — 
Jul. A true devoted Pilgrim is not weary 
Jo meaſure Kingdoms wick his feeble Steps, 
Much leſs ſhall ſhe, that hath Love's Wings to ** 3 
And when the Flight i is made to one ſo dear, | 


Of * divine PerfeQion as Sir Protheus.” REG - | 
| 1 
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| Luc. Better forbear till Protheus make Return. 
3 Jul. Oh, know'ft thou not, his Looks are * Soul's 
008?” a. - 
Pity the Dearth that I have nined ; "OP | | 
By longing for that Food ſo long a Time: 
Didſt thou but know the inly Touch of Love, 
Thou would'it as ſoon go Kindle Fire with Snow, . 
As ſeek to quench the Fire of Love with Words. 
Luc. I do not {eek to quench your Love's hot Fire, 
But qualify. the Fire's extream Rage, 
Left it ſhould burn above the Bounds of Revſon. 


Jul. The more thou dammiſt it up, the more it burns: 5 


The Current that with gentle Murmur glides, þ 
Thou know'lt, being ſtopt, impatiently doth rage; 5 
But when his fair Courſe is not hindered, - - .. 
_ makes 3 with 5 enamel'd Sn. 
ivin nile to every Sedge 
He He ee in his Pilgrimage . , 
And fo by many, winding Nooks he ſtrays, 
With willing Sport, to the wild Ocean. 
Then let me go, and hinder not my Courſe: 


one” -” 


I'll be as patient as a gentle Stream, 


And make a Paſtime of each weary Ste, 
Till the lat Step have brought me to my Love:; 
, And there I'Il reſt, as; after much Turmoil, 
A bleſſed Soul doth in Elzium.. - 

Luc. But in what Habit will you go along? 

Jul. Not lik a Woman; for I would prevent 
The looſe Encounters of laſcivious Men: 
Gentle Lucetta, fit me with ſuch Weeds 
As may beſeem ſome well reputed Page. 

Luc. Why then your Lady ſhip muſt cut your Hair, 

ul. No, Girlz I'll Enit it up in ſilken Strings, 

With twenty odd conceited true- love Knots: 
To be fantaſtick, may become a Youth _ 


Of greater Time than I ſhall ſhew to be. 


Luc. What Faſhion, Madam, ſhall I make tabs 
Jul. That fits as well, as tell me, good my Lord, 
What Compaſs you will wear your Farthingale : 


Why, even what Faſhion thou beſt like'ſt, Lucetta. 


Luc. You muſt needs have them with a Codpiecez. 
Maden. 
7 ul. Out, out, . 22 that will be ill farour d. 


B. 3. | ä 


30 The two Gentlemen 


Luc. A round Hoſe, Madam, now's not worth a Pin» 
"Unleſs you have a Codpiece to ſtick Pins en. 
Jiul. Lucetta, as thou lov'ſt me, let me have. 

What thou think'ſt meet, and is moit mannerly : 

But tell me, Wench,” how will the World en me 

For undertaking ſo unſtaid a Journey? 

1 fear me it will make me ſcandaliz'd. 2A 
Luc. If thou think ſo, then ſtay at home, and 22 not. 
Ful. Nay, that 7 will not. 

Tuc. Then never dream on Infamy, but go. 

i Protheus like your Journey when you come, 

No matter who's diſpleas d when you are gone: 

{ fear me he will ſcarce be pleas'd with all. 

| Jul. That is the leaſt, Lucetta, of my Fear: 

A thouſand Oaths, an Ocean of his Tears, 

And Inſtances as infinite of Love, 
Warrant me welcome to my Prothers. 
Tuc. All theſe are Servants to deceitſul Nen. 

Jul. Baſe Men tliat uſe them to ſo a : 

Rut truer Stars did govern Protheus Bi 

His Words are Bonds, his Oaths are Oracles, 

His Love fincere, his Thoughts immaculate, 

His Tears pure Meſſengers ent from his Heart, 

His Heart as far from Fraud as Heav'n from Earth. 

4 Tuc. Pray Heaven he prove ſo when you come to 
m. 

Ful. Now as thou lov't me, do kim not that 

Wrong, a 

10 bear a hard W of his Truth; 

Oñly deſerve my Love by loving him, 

And preſently go with me to my Chamber, 

To take a Note in what] ſtand in Need of, 

To farniſh me upon my longing Journey : - 

All that is mine leave at thy Diſpoſe, 

My Goods, my Lands, my Reputation, 

Only in Lieu thereof diſpatch me hence. 

Come, anſwer not; but to it preſently : | 


Jam 9 of my Tarriance. Exeunt. i 
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A pack of Sorrows, which would preſs you down, 


Which to requite, command me while I live. 


A Raſhneſs that I ever yet have ſhunn'd ; 


W 


E nter Dales: Thurio and Protheus. 


Dake. C\IR Yuris give us leave, I pray, a while; 
We have ſome Secrets to confer about. 
Now tell me, Protheus, what's your Will with me? 
Pro. My gracious Lord, that which I would diſcover 
The Law of Friendſhip bids me toconceal ;- 
But when I call to mind Four gracious Favours 
Done to me, undeſerving as I am, 
My Duty pricks me on to utter that, 
Which elſe. no worldly Good ſhould draw from me. 
Know, worthy Prince, Sir Valentine, my Friend, 
This Night intends to ſteal away your Daughter: 
My ſelf am one made privy. to the Plot. 7 
I know you have determin'd to beſtow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle Daughter hates; 
And ſhould ſhe thus be ſtoll'n away from you, 
It would be much Vexation to your Age. 
Thus, for my Duty's ſake, I rather þ 47 
To croſs my Friend in his intended Drift, 
Than, by concealing it, heap on your Head 


Being unprevented, to your timeleſs Grave. | 
Duke. Protbeus, I thank thee for thine honeſt care; 


This Love of theirs my ſelf have often ſeen, 
Haply when they have judg'd me faſt aſleep ; 
And oftentimes have purpos d to forbid- _ 

Sir Valentine her Company, and my Court: 
But fearing leſt my jealous Aim might err 
And ſo unworthily difgrace the Man, 1 


I gave him gentle Looks, thereby to find 
That which thy ſelf hath now diſclos'd to me. 

And that thou may'ſt perceive my Fear of this, 
Knowing that tender Youth is ſoon ſuggeſted, 

I nightly lodge her in an upper Tower, -—TT 
The Key whereof my ſelf have ever kept; 


6 %. 1 


8 2 The two Gentlemen 


And thence ſhe cannot be convey'd away. 
Pro. Know, noble Lord, they have devis'd a mean 
How he her Chamber-Window will aſcend, 
And with a corded Ladder fetch her down ; z; 
For which-the youthful Lover-now is gone, | 
And this way comes he with it preſently : 
Where, if it pleaſe you, you may intercept him. 
Bit, good my Lord, do it fo cunningly, 
That my Diſcovery be not aimed at; 
For Love of you, not hate unto my Friend, 
Hath made me publiſher of this Pretence. | 
Duke. Upon mine Honour, he ſhall never know | 
That I had any Light from thee of this. 
Pro. Auen Lord; Sir Valentine is coming. bur 
Dinter Valentine. | 
Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away ſo faft ? 
Val. Pleaſe it your Grace there is a 017" reg 
That ſtays to bear my Letters to my n, 
And I am going to deliver them. A 
Duke. Be they of much import 8 3 
Val. The Tenure of them doth but 8. 
My Health, and happy being at your Court. 
Duke. Nay, then no matter; ſtay with me while * 
J am to break with thee of ſome Affairs 
That touch me near; wherein you muſt be ſecret. 
Tis not unknown tothee, that I have ſoug t 
To match my Friend, Sir Thirio, to we Bain ter. 
Val. I know it well ny Lord, and ſure the Match 


Were rich and honourable,; beſides, the Gentleman 


Is full of Virtue, Bounty, Worth and Qualities, 

Beſeeming ſuch a Wife as your fair Daughter, 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancy him? 
Duke. No, truſt me, ſhe is peeviſh, ſullen, froward, 

Proud, diſobedient, ſtubborn, lacking Duty; 

Neither regarding that ſhe 18 my Child, 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her Father: 

Aid may I faytothee, this Pride of bers, 

Upon Advice, hath drawn my Love from rs... 

And where I thought the Remnant ot Pope - 2 

Should have been cheriſh'd by her Child- uty, 

JI now am full reſolv'd to Bes a Wife, 


And turn her out to who will take her in: 


Then let her beauty be her Wedding 8 ; 
For's me and my Foſſeſſions ſhe eſteems not-. "OP 
. 
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"Pal. What would your Grace have me to oof in this ? 
Duke. There is a Lady in Verona here 

Whom I affect; but ſhe is nice and coy, 

And nought eſteems my aged Eloquence: Sf oe 
Nou therefore would I have thee to my T. utor; 3 
For long agone I have forgot to court; a | 
Beſides, the Faſhion of the Time is chang'd, ; 
How, and which way I may beſtow my ſelf, 

To be regarded in her Sun- bright Eye. 

Val. Win her with Gifts, "if ſhe reſpe &s not words 2 

Dumb Jewels oſten in their ſilent Kind. 

More than quick Words, do move a Woman's Mind. 
D##e.” But ſhe did ſcorn a Preſent that 1 ſent her. 
Val. AWoman ſometimes ſcorns what beſt contents _ 
Send Her another; never give her oer; 
For Scorn at firſt makes After: love the more. 
If ſhe do frown, tis not in Hate of you, NY 
But rather to beget more Love in you: 75 
f ſhe dochide, tis not to have you gone: 
For why, the Fools! are mad if left alone. 
Take no Repulſe, whatever ſhe doth ſay; 
For, Get you gone, ſhe doth not mean away :. 
Flatter, ahd praiſe, commend, extol their Graces 3- 
Tho' neter fo black, fay they have Angel: Faces. 
That Man that bath 2 Tongue, Thy, 1 is no Man, j 
I with his Tongue he cannot win a Woman. 
Dzke. But the I mean, is promis'd by her Friend 

Unto à youthful Gentleman of worth, | 1 

And kept ſeverely from Reſort of Men, 3 

That no Man hath Acceſs by Day to her, 65% 

Val. Why then I would reſort to her by Wight: 

Duke. Ay, but the Doors be lockt, and Keys kept ate, 

That no Man hath Recourſe to her by . 

155 What lets but one may enter at 55 Window 5 
ate. Her Chamber is aloft far from the Ground, 

And built ſa ſhelving, that one cannot climb "oy 

Without apparent hazard of his Life. 

Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of cent, 
Jo. caſt up, with a pair of andho ing Hooks, 
Woufd ſerve to ſcale another Hero's I ower,, 

So bold Leander would adventure it. 
1 _ Dake. Now as tho att & Gemleman of "_— 

Advite me where I may have ſuch a Ladder. 
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Val. When would you uſe it? pray'Sir, tell me that. 
Duke, This very Night; for Love is like a Child, © 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
Val. By ſeven a Clock Fu get you ſuch a Ladder. 
Duke, But hark thee: I will go to her alone: 
Eow ſhall I beſt convey the Ladder thither? 
Val. It will be light, my Lord, that you may bear it 
Under a Cloak that is of any length. | 
Duke. A Cloak as long as thine Wall ferve the em 2 
_ Fat. Ave; myCoed Lord, 7 -; - 
Due Then let me ſee thy Cloak ; | 
I'll get me one of ſuch another length. 
Val. Why any Cloak will ſerve the turn, my Lad. 
Date. How ſhall J faſhion me to wear a Cloak? 
N thee let me feel thy Cloak 1 Mw > 
hat Letter is this ſame ? What's here? to Silvia? 
= And here an Engine fit for my Proceeding ? _ 
PI! be ſo bold to break the Seal for once. oke F 


My Thoughts do harbour wth my Sitwia 85. 

Slaves they are to me that ſend them flying: 

Ob, could their Maſt er come, and go as lightly, . 
Himſelf would lodge 3 5 ſenſeleſs, they are Hing 3 

Herald Thoughts in thy pure Boſom reſt them, 

While 1, their King, that thither them importune, 
Da curſe the Grace that with ſuch Grace hath bleſt thems . 
| Betauſe my {if ao _ my Sr VEN Fortune : 5 
Leurſe my; [elf,, for they are ſent by me, . 

That they 2 barbeur where their Lord would Be. 


What s here? Sitvia, thir N 25¹ will I eafranchiſe thee: 
*Tis ſo ; and here's the Ladder for the Purpoſe. 
Why Phaeton, for thou art Merap 's Son, 5 

Wilt thou aſpire to guide the heav'nly Car?! 
- And with thy daring Folly burn the World 

Wilt thou reach Stars, becauſe they ſhine on che 2 
Go, baſe Intruder } over-weaning Slave! 4 
Peſtow thy fauning Smiles on equal Mates,” 
And. think my Patience, more than thy Deſert, - 

- Is Privilege for thy Departure Z 
Thank me for this, more than for- all the F avours. 
Which, all too much, I have beſtow'd on thee. 


But if you linger i in my . Ie; AL 
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_ Longer than ſwifteſt Expedition | 
Will give thee time to leave our Royal Court, 
By Heav'n, my Wrath ſhall far exceed the Love 
I ever bore my Daughter, or thy ſelf: 
Be gone, I will not hear thy vain Excuſe, 
But as thou lov'ſt thy Liſe, make ſpeed from hence. 
| Exit. 
Val. And why not Death rather than living laber, 
To die, is to be baniſh'd from my ſelf, | 
And Sli is my ſelf; baniſh'd from her 
Is ſelf from ſelf: A deadly Baniſhment ! 
What Light is Light, if Silvia be not ſeen 2 
What Joy is Joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unleſs it be to think that ſhe is by, 
And feed upon the Shadow of Perfection 
Except I be by Siluia in the Night, 
There is no Mufick in the Nightingale: 
Unleſs I look on Silvia in the Day, 
There is no Day for me to look upon: 
She is my Eſſence, and I leave to be, 
If I be not by her fair Influence _ 
| Fofter'd,« ilumin'd, cheriſh'd, kept alive. ; 
I fly not Death to fly his deadly Doom 3. 
Tarry I here, I but attend on Death; 
But fly I hence, I fly away from Life. 
Enter Protheus and Launce. , 
Pro peering run, run, and ſeek him out:, 
© Laun, Soa- het l — 8 
Pro. What ſeeſt thou? be no 888 
TLaun. Him we goto ind: 5 e Ee 
There's not an Hair on's Head but tis a 7 ak 
Pro. Valentine? 
Fa. Mae: 
ro. Who then; kv Speed 
Val. Neither. 
Pro. What then? 1 
Val. Nothing. os 
Lan. Can nothing peak 5 Maſter, | ſhall ark > 
Pro. Whom wouldſt ow Arike 1 ? | 
Laun. Nothing. 
Pro. Villain, e Aon | f 
Laun. Why, Sir, VII ſtrike en 1 pray you: 
Pro. Surah, Ow want FOE V 1 a Word. 
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Val. My * are ſtopt, and cannot hear 18 News, - 
So much 07 bad already hath poſſeſt them. 
Pero. Then in dumb Silence will I bury mine; 
For they are harſh, untuneable, and ** 
Val. Is Silvia dead? 7, 1 
Pra. No, Valentine. 70 | . 
Val. No 7. alentine, indeed, Pe Fe! Silvio: | 
Hath ſhe forſworn me? 
Pro. No, Valentine. 
Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forſworn me: 
What is your News? 
© Lanmn. Sir, chere is a 888 that you are nig d. | 
Pro. That thou art baniſh'd ; oh that's the News, 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy Friend. - 
Val. Oh, I hive fed upon this Woe id ; 
And now Exceſs of it will make me ſurfeit. 
Doth Silvia know that I am baniſhed ? 
= Pro. Ay, ay, and ſhe hath offered to the Doom. 
Which unrevers'd ſtands in effectual Force, 
A Sea of melting Pearl, which ome call Tears 
Thoſe as her F ater 8 3 Feet ſhe tender d, 
With, them, updn her Knees, her humble ſelf, 2 
| 2 ing her 8 he i W hiteneſs ſo became ws 
if but now waxed pale for Wo. 4 
oc neither bende Enes, pure Hands held up, 
Sad Sighs, deep Groans, nor Ae e . et 
Could perietrate her uncompaſſionate Sire; n 
But Valentine, if he be ta en, muſt di. . 
Befides, her e ds chaf o 9 
Mben ſhe for thy apes was ſuppliant, f 
That to cloſe Priſon he commanded her, 
With many bitter Threats of biding there. 

Val. No more, unleſs the next Word that thou 1 peak | 
Have ſome malignant Power upon my Life: N 1 
If fo, I pray thee breathe it in mine Kar, N 
As JS en them of yg endleſs Polar. 9 

And or whi —_— * | 
Time is the — Reder 0 all Good: | 
Here if thou ſtay, thou canſt not {ee thy Lore; 
Beſides, thy ſtaying will wall thy Life. 
is a Lover's Staff, wa . that, . 


An * it againſt To ad Thoughts, 
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Thy Letters may be here, tho' thou art hence, 
Which, being writ to me, ſhall be deliver'd 
Even i in the milk-white Boſom of * Love. | 


5 bp 


Regard thy — and along with me. : 
Val. I pray thee Launce, and if thou ſeeſt my Boy, 
Bid him make haſtèe, and meet me at the North-Gate. 
Pro. Go Sirrah, find him out: Come Valentine“ 
Val. O my dear Silvia ! hapleſs Valentine [Excunt. 
Laun. I am but a Fool, look you, and yet I bave the 
Wit to think my Mafter is a kind of a Knave : But that's 
ill one, if he be but one Knave: He lives not now that 
nows me to be in love, yet I am in love; but a Teem 
of Horſe ſhall not pluck that from me, nor who tis I 
love, and yet tis a Woman; but what Woman wall not 


tell my ſelf; and yet 'tis a Milk-maid £ yet tis not a 


Maid, for the hath had Goflips ; yet tis a Maid, for ſhe 
is her Maſter's Maid and ſerves for Wages : She hath 
more Qualities than a Water-Spaniel, which is much in 
a bare Chriſtian. Here is the Cat- log [Pulling -out 4 
Paper] of her Conditions; Inprimis, She can fetch and 
carry; why a e can do no more, nay a Horſe cannot 
fetch, dut only carry; therefore is ſhe better than A 
Jade. tem, the can milk; look you, & aged Virwe 
aa with.clean Hands. 


Enter Speed. „ 
8 How now Signior Launce #: What News with 
your Maſterſnip ? 
. Lam. With my Maſterſhip ; 7 Why, i it is UMS 
Speed. Well, your old Vice mill; miſtake the Wotd: 
What News then in your Paper ? 
Lau: The blackeſt News chat ever thou heat, q 
2 Why Man, how black ? 1 
aun. Why, as black as-Ink, ü 
- Speed. Let me read them. 
Lawn. Eie on ther, Jolthead, be can rat , 
Speed. Thou lieſt, LCcan. 
run, I will try thee; tell me this, ore 
Y a 2 


38 55 20 e 


Speed. Marry, the Son of my Grand- father. 
6 Laun. O illiterate Loiterer, it w#s the Son of thy 
_ Grand-mother ; this proves that thou capſt not read.. 
Speed. Come Fool, come, try me in thy Paper. m_ 
© Laun, There, and 8. Nitholas be thy 5 E 
 - Speed. Imprimis, ſhe can milk. 
|  Laun. Ay, that ſhe can. wy 
Speed, Item, ſhe brews good Ale. 3 
Laun. And thereof comes the Proverb, 2 7 
E. Heart, you brew good Ale. 
Speed. Item, ſhe can fowe. * 
+» Laun. That's as much as to tay, Can 85 fr 
 Spred: Item, ſhe can knit. 
\ Laun What need a Man care for a Stock with aWench, 
When ſhe can knit him a Stock! 
Speed. Item, ſhe can waſh and ſcour. n 
' Laun, A ſpecial Virtue, Tor: _ ſhe need not to be 
waſſud and ſcour d. | 
_  Opeed. Item, ſhe can ſpin. _ * 
Tauss. Then may I ſet the World on Wheels when. 
th can ſpin for her living. © 
' Speed. Item, ſhe hath many Banelel Virkes: A 
Taun. That's as much as to ſay Baftard Virtues, that 
82 know not cheir F athers, and therefore have no 
Names. X 
. Speed. Here lone her Vices. 
Tauss. Cloſe fe the wrt bonne of 
. td, Leu, 18 not to faſtir in eben 
e F 19 
Laun. Well, ch F ault may bemended with A Breakfaſt: N 
Read on. 
S Speed. Item, ſhe hath a feet Mouth. 
{\ Lawn. That makes amends for her four Breath. . P 
Speed. Item, ſhe doth talk in her Sleep. | 
Laan. Ns no matter for that, ſo the nen nber Tak. 
0 ccd. Lem, ſhe is flow in Words. 
| aun. Oh Villain ! That fet down among her Vices ! 
To be flow in Words is a Woman's only Virtte :- 
I pray thee out with't; and 180 it for her T Chief Virtue, 
Speed. Item, ſhe is proud. 
Laun. Out with that too: 
It was Eve's Legacy, and cannot bet tuen from ber 
13 Le 12 8 he bath. nc e 
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Laus. care not for that neither, becauſe I love Crufts. 
Speed. item, ſhe is curſt. 
Laun. Well, the beſt. is ſhe hath no Teeth to bite. 
Speed. lem, ſhe will often praiſe her Liquor. 
Laun. If her Liquor be good, ſhe ſhalf; if ſhe wil not, 
. # will, for good things ſhould be praiſed. 


Speed, Item, ſhe is too liberal. 0 | 

Laus Of her Tongue the cannot, for that's writ Son 
ſhe is ſlow of; of her Purſe ſhe ſhall not, for that Ill keep 
| ſhut; nowof another thing ſhe may; and that cannot T 
help. Well, proceed. 0 

Speed. Trers, ſhe hath more Hairs than Wit. 3 more 
Faults than Hairs, and more Wealth than Faults. 

Laun. Stop there; Il have her; ſhe was mine, and 
not mine, twice or thrice: in that Article. Rehearſe that 
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once more. 
Speed. Item, ſhe hath more Hair than Wit. 


Laun. More Hair than Wit; it may be Ell prove it: 
The Cover of the Salt hides the Salt, and therefore it is 
more than the Salt; the Hair that covers the Wit is 
more than the Wit; for the greater hides the leſs. 
What's next? 

Speed. And more F aults than Hairs. 

Laun. That's monfirous : Oh that that were out. 

Speed, And more Wealth than Faults. | 
Lau. Why that Word makes the Faults gracious: 
Welt It have her; ala it be a Match, TR 

is impoſſible = 


Spesd. What then? 
Laun. Why then will 7 tell u thee, chat 11 55 Maſter 


ſtays for thee at the North-Gate, : 
Speed. For me? | 3 
Laun. For thee f ay 8 art hw ? He hath d for 
a better Man than thee. _ 
Speed. And muſt 7 go to. him ? | 
Laun. Thou muſt run to him; for thou haſt aid fo 
long that going will ſcarce ſerve the turn. 
Speed. Why didſt nat tell me ſooner ? Pox on your 
Love Letters. 
Laun. Now will he be iwing'd for dies my Letter: 
An unmannerly Slave, that wilt thruſt himſelf into 
0: Ill N to rejoyce in the-Boy” 5 CorteQtion. 
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1 Duke and wet x 3 


De. Sir Tharia, fear not; but-that-ſhe will love: you, 
Now Valentine is baniſh'd from her Sight. 
© Thu. Since his Exile ſhe hath deſpis d me moſt, 
| my Company, and rail'd at me, 
That J am deſperate of obtaining her. & £1 
Du: This weak impreſs of Love, is as a Figure 
Trenched iu Ice, which with an Hour's Heat _ 
Diſſolves to Water, and doth loſe his Form. 
A little time will melt her frozen Thoughts, 
And worthleſs Valentine ſhall be forgot. 


E. nter Protheus. 


no now Sir Protheus; is your Countryman, 5 
= "Pre. to our Proclamation _ On LO 
Pero. Gone, my good Lord. A 5 

Du. My. Daughter takes his going 8 TE 
- Pre. A little time, my Lord, will kill that Grief. 

Du. So I believe; but Yuris thinks not ſo. MW 
Pratheus; the good-Conceit I hold of thee, - ; 
For thou haft ſhown ſome ſign of good Deſert, 
Makes me the better to confer with the. 

Pro, L. than I prove loyal to your Grace, 

* me not live to look upon your Graee:- © 
Du. Thou know'ſt how willingly 1. would effect 
The Math between Sir Wurio and _ e ee 

=. Pro. 1 do, my Lords: 
| _ Da. Rage alſo I do think thou” are not ignorant | 
= ow-ſhe oppoles her againſt my Will. „ 

Po. She did, my Lord, when Valentine was here. — 8 

Er . and ind ges ly. ſhe perſeveres ſo. - : 

W to make the Girl forget _ 57 

The . of — and love Sir Nurio. 
Pro. The beſt way is to ſlander Valentin: 
With Falſhood, Cowardiſe and poor Deſcent: 
bs hree things thar Women highly hold in Hate. 

Du. Ay, but ſhe'll think that it is ne Hat, 

Pro-. Ay, if his Enemy deliver it: l. 
Therefore it muſt with Circumſtance be f 
_ one 4 ſhe eltecmeth ; as his F ciend. 
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Du. Then you muſt undertake to ſlander him. 

Pro. And that, my Lord, I ſhall be loth to do; 

Tis an ill Office for a Gentleman, | 
Efpecially againſt his very Friend. ee eee 
Du. Where your good Word cannot advantage him, 
 Yaur Slander never can endamage hims © 
Therefore the Office is indifferent, 

Being intreated to it by your Friend. 1 

Pro. You have prevail'd my Lord: If I can do it, 

By ought that I can ſpeak in his Dilpraiſe, _ 
She ſhall not long continue Love to him. 

But ſay this wean her Love from Valentine, 

It follows not that ſhe Will love Sir Wario. 

Thu. Therefore as you unwind her Love from him, 
Leſt it ſhould ravel, and be good to none, | 
You muſt provide to bottom it on me: 
Which -muſt be done, by praifing me as much 
As you in Worth diſpraiſe Sir Valentine. . 
m7 And, Pr otheus, WE dare truſt-you in this kind, 1 
Becauſe we know, on Valentines Repot, 4 

ou are already Love's firm Votary, ; | 
And cannot ſoon Revolt and change your Mind. 
Upon this Warrant ſhall you have Acceſs 
Where you with Silvia may confer at large: 
For ſhe is lumpiſn, heavy, melancholy, 
And, for your Friend's ſake, will be glad of you; 
Where you may temper her, by your Perſuaſion, 
To hate young Valentine, and love my Friend. 

Pro. As much as I can do, I will effect. | 

But yau, Sir Th#r:0, are not ſharp enough 
You muſt lay Lime, to tangle her Defires » 
By wailful n whoſe compoſed Rhimes 
Shall be full fraught with ſerviceable Vows. 
Du. Ay, much is the Force of Heav'n bred. Poeſie. 
Pro. Say, that upon the Altar of her Beauty . 
You ſacrifice your Tears, your Sighs, your Heart ; 
Write till your Ink be dry, and with your Tears 
Moiſt it again, and frame {ome feeling Line 
That may diſcover ſuch Integrity: : 
For Orpheus Lute was ſtrung with Poets Sinews, 
Whoſe golden Touch could foften Steel and Stones, 
Make Tigers tame, and huge Leviarhans © Is 

Forſake unfounded Deeps, and dance on Sands. 5 f 
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Aſter your dire-lamentin ng Elegies, | 
Viſit by Night your Lady's Chamber- Window 
With ſome tweet Conſort : To their / /nſtruments 
Tune a deploring Dump; the Night's dead Silence 
Will well become ſome ſweet complaining Grievance. 
This, or elſe nothing, will inherit her. _ - 
Du. This diſcipline ſhews thou haſt been in Love. 
The. And thy Advice this Night Tl put in praQtiſe ; 
Therefore ſweet. Protheus, my a CT 
Let us into the City preſently 8 
To ſort ſome Gentlemen well ſkill'd in Mufick: 
T have a Sonnet that will ſerve the turn 1 
To give the Onſet to thy good Advice. . 
Du. About it Gentlemen. | 5 
Pro. We'll wait upon your Grace til after Supper, 
And afterwards determine our Preceedings. j 


Du. Even now about it. T will pardon. you. bea 


ACTW. SCENE 


2 — 


SCENE 4 Foreſt. 


2 certain x Ou dnn. 


1 Out. Ellows, ſtand faſt : 7 ſee a Paſſenger. 1 
2 Out. there be ten, ſnrink not, but down with 'em. 


1 Enter Valentine and Speed. 


3 Oar, Stand, Sir, and throw us that you have about Ms * 
1 not, we'll make you, Sir, and rifle you. ; 
| Speed. Sir, we are undone ; theſe are the Villains | 
That all the Travellers do fear fo much., 15 
Val. My Friends. | 
1 Out. That's not fo, Sir; we are your Enemies. | 
2 Out. Peace; we'll hear him. 
3 Out. . by wy Beard will we; for he i is 1 9 5 
; 3 es "1 we 


55 Who in my Mood, I ſtabb d unto the Heart. 
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Val. Then know that 7 have little to loſe; 7 
A Man Jam, croſs'd with Adverſity ; 
My -Riches are theſe poor Habiliments ho 
Of which. if you ſhould: here disfurniſh- me, 
You take the Sum and Subſtance that 7 have. 
2 Qut. Whither travel you? 
Val. To Verona. | 
1 Out. Whence came you? 
Val. From Millan. 
3 Out. Have you long ſojourn'd there! | 
Fial. Some ſixteen Months, and longer might have ſtaid 
If crooked Fortune had not thwarted me. ; 
1 Out. What, were you baniſh'd thence ? 
Val. I was. 
2 Out. For what Offence? 
Val. For that which now torments me to en: : 
I kilbd a Man, whoſe Death I much repent ; 
But yet I flew him manfully in Fight, 
Without falſe Vantage, or baſe Treachery. 
1 Out: Why ne'er repent it, if it were done ſo- 
But were you baniſhed for ſo ſmall a Fault? 
Val. I was, and held me glad of ſuch a Doom, 
1 Oat. Have you the Tongues? _ | 
Val. My youth Travel therein made me happy, 
Or elſe I ae had been miſerable. 
3 Out, By the bare Scalp of Robin Hood's fat Friar, 
This fellow were a King for our wild Faction. 
1 Out. We'll have him. Sirs a Word. 
Speed. Maſter, be one of them: 
It's an honourable Kind of Thievery. 
Val. Peace,- Villain, 
' 2 Out. Tell us this; have you any thing to take to? 
Val. Nothing but my Fortune. | 
3 Out. Know then, that ſome of us are Gentiemen, 
Such as the Fury of ungovern'd Youth 
Thruſt from the Company of aweful Men : 
Myſelf was from Verona baniſhed, ; ? 
For practiſing to ſteal away a Lady, a 
An Heir, and Niece, ally'd unto the Duke. 
2 Out. And I frem Mantua, for a Gentleman, 


1 Out. And I for ag like pretty Crimes as theſe. 
hut to the Purpoſe ; for we cite our Faults, 


b 


de to Gentlemen 
That they may hold excus'd our Lawleſs Lives ; ; 


| | And partly ſeeing you are beautify'd 


With goodly Shape, and, by our own Report, 5 
A Linguiſt, 4 of fach Perfection 
As we do in our Quality much want. | 
| - 2 Out, Indeed becauſe you are a'baniſh'd Man, 
Therefore, above the reit, we parley to 925 ; 
Are you content to be our General? | 
To make a Virtue of Neceſlity, ' | 
And live as we do in the Wilderneſs? * EP 

3 Out. What ſay'ſt thou? wilt thou be of our Conlon, 
Lap Ay, and be the Captain of us all: 

We'll do thee Homage, and be ruld by thee, 
Love thee as our Commander and our King. 

1 Out. But if thou ſcofn our Courtefie, thou d t. 

2 Out. Thou ſhalt not live to brag what we have offer d. 

Tal E take your Offer, and will live with you, 
Provided that you do no Outrages 

- On ſilly Women, or poor Paſſengers. & 

3 Our. No, we deteſt ſuch vile baſe PrdBices,. | 
Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our Crews, 
And thew thee all the Treaſure we have | 
a> with ourſelves, ſhall reſt at my Dipole, TE xeunt. 


SCENE UI. 


1 nter Protheis, - 


Pro. Already have been falſe to Valentine, 4 
And now I muſt be as unjuſt to Thyris, - : 

- Under the Colour of commending him, 

3h have Acceſs my own Love to prefer; 

But Sri] is too fair, too true, too holy, 

| To be corrupted with my. worthleſs Gifts. 

When I proteſt true Loyalty to her, = 

She twits me with my Falſhood to my rend: 

When to her Beauty I commend my Vows. 

She bids me think how I have been forfworn 

In breaking Faith with Julia, whom I lov'd. E 

And notwithſtanding all her ſudden Quips, | 

The leaſt whereof would quell a Lover's Hope, 

Yet, Spaniel-like, the more ſhe ſpurns m 22880 

The more it grows, and fawneth on her E 

But here comes Thurto : New muſt we to her ., 


E 
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And give ſome Evening Muſick to her Ear. 
| 55 ; Enter Thurio du Muſicians. bs: 
Thu. How now, Sir Protheus, are you crept before us? 
Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for you know that Love 
Will creep in Service where it cannot go. | 
Du. Ay, but I hope, Sir, that you love not here. 
Pro. Sir, but I do, or elſe Iwould be hence. 79 
Thu. Whom, Silvia? 
Pro. Ay, Silvia, for your Sake. ; 
Thu. thank you for your own: Now Gentlemen 55 


Let's turn, and to it nſtily a chile. 
| Enter Hoſt, and ſulia in Boys Claths, 
Hus. Now my youngGueſt; methinksyou'reallycholly: 
I pray what is it ? dt 8 5 
Jul. Marry, mine Ho, becauſe I cannot be merry. 
Hef. Come, we'll have you merry: I'll bring yon 
where you ſhall hear Muſick, and ſee che Gentleman that 
yoo SEU. © „ 
Ful, But ſhall I hear him ſpeak ? 
Het. Ay, that you ſhall. - 
Jul. That will beMuſick. 
Hof. Hark, har 
Jul. Is he among theſe? 
Ho. Ay; but Peace, let's hear em. 


SON G. 


Who is Silvia? what is he? 
That all ber Scwains commend her ? 
Holy, fair and wiſe is foe, 
The Heaw'n fuch Grace did lend her, 
That jhe might admired be. | 
Is foe kind as foe is fair? 
For Beauty lives with Kindneſs. 
Lowe doth to her Eyes repair, 
To help bim of his Blindneſs: 
And being belp d inhahits there. 
Then to Silvia let us fing, 
Dat Silvia ze excelling ; 
She excels each mortal Thing 
Upon the dull Earth dwelling : 
T0 Her let us Garland! bring. 


2 
i 


od 
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| How now ? are you ſadder than you were before? 
Pri do you, Man? the Muſick likes you not, | 

Fl. You miſtake z the Muſician likes me not. 

Hef. Why, my pretty Youth ? 

Ful. He plays falſe, Father. 

Hoſt. How, out of Tune on the Strings? 

Jul. Not ſo; but yet + 
So falſe, that he grieves my very Heart rings. 

Hoff. You have a quick Ear. | 

Jul. Ay, I would: J were deaf; it makes me have a 
Now Heart. 
Hef. I perceive you delight not in Maſcck. 

Jul. Not a Whit, when it jars ſo, 

He. Hark what fine Change is in the Muſick. 

Ful. Ay; that Change is the Spight. . ., + 

. Hoft. You would have them always play but oneThing, : 
Ful. I would always have one play but one Thing. 
But, Hoft, doth this Sir Protheus, that we talk on, 


Otten reſort unto this Gentlewoman? 


Hof. I tell you what Launce, his Man, told me, 
He lov'd her out of all Nick. | 
Jul. Whereis Launce? | | 
H. Gone to ſeek his Dog, which Dosen, ay 
his Maſter's Command, he muſt carry ſor e a . to 
his Lady. 

Jul. Peace, ſtand aſide, the Company parts. | 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not; I will ſo plead, © 
That you ſhall ſay, my cunning Drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we? 

Pro. At Saint PTR s Well. 
Thu. «a [Ex. Thu. PR Mok 3 


K nter Silvia above. 


Pro. Madam, good Even to your Ladyſhip. f 
Sil. I thank you for Je Mufick, cs: 

Who is that that ſpake? 
Pro. One, Lady, if you knew his pure Heart Truth, 
Vou would quickly learn to know him by his Voice. 
Sil. Sir Protbeus, as I take it. ; 

Pro. Sir Protheus, gentle Lady, my your Servant. 

Sil. What's your Will? 

Pro, That I may compaſs yours. 
Sil. You have your * my Will is ever «x: ER 


We 


Vouchſafe me yet your Picture for my Lox e, | 


„And {o good Reft. 


To wrong him with thy Importunacy ? 
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That preſently thou hie you home to Bed. : 
Thou ſubtle, perjur'd, falſe, diſloyal Man, 

Think' thou I'am ſo ſhallow, ſo conceitleſs, 

To be ſeduced by thy Flattery, 

That haſt deceived ſo many with thy Vows? 

Return, return, and make thy Love amends, 


For me, by this pale Queen of Night I ſwear, | 


I am ſo far from granting thy . 


- . That I deſpiſe thee for thy wrongful Suit; 


And, by and by, intend to chide my ſelf, ©” 
Even for this Time I ſpend 1 in talking to thee. 2 
Pro. I grant, feet Love, that I did love a Lady, 


But ſhe is dead. 


Jul. 'Twere falſe, if I ſhould ſpeak it; 
For I am ſure ſhe is not buried. 

Sil. Say that ſhe be; yet Valentine, thy Friend, 
Survives ; to whom, thy ſelf art Witneſs, 
I am betroth'd : And art thou not aſham'd 


Pro. I likewiſe hear that Valentine is dead. 
Sil. And ſo ſuppoſe am I; for in his Grave, 


Aſſure thy ſelf, my Love is buried. 


Pro. Sweet Lady, let me rake it from the Earth. 
Sil. Go to thy Lady" s Grave, and call her thence, 
Or, at the leaſt, in hers Sepulchre thine. 8 

Jul. He heard not that. | 

Pro. Madam, if your Heart be ſo obdurate, Ws | 


The PiQure that is hanging in your Chamb er: | 
To that I'll ſpeak, to that I'l] figh and veep: 3 0 1 
For ſince the Subſtance of your perfect ſelf { 
Is elſe devouted, I am but a Shadow ; _ 
And to your Shadow will I make true Love. 

Jul. If "were a Subſtance you would fure deceive it, 
And make it but a Shadow, as I am. 

Sil. J am very loth to be your Idol, Sir; 
But ſince your Falſhood ſhall become you well, 
To worſhip Shadows, and adore falſe Shapes, 1 
Send to me in the Morning, and T'll ſend it: ; 


Pro. As Wretches have Oer Night. | . 
That wait for arch in nf the 1 * Pro. and 
Tu 


— 


4 * be cu Gentlemen 
= oft. BY my. FER} 1 was falt alleep. 
Jul. Pray you where lies Sir Protheus ? 
Hoſt. K at my Houſe: 


1 T ruſt me, I think tis almoſt Day. | 


Jul. Not ſo: but it hath — the longeſt Ni a 
That e'erI watch'd, and the moſt 1 [1 3 


SCENE. III. 


| E. nter Eglamour. 


| Bel. 'This is the Hour that Madam 8 5 

Entreated me to call and know her Mind: 3 
There's ſome great Matter ſhe'd ne 1 in. 
Madam, ne, | w; 


Enter Silvia above.” 


85 Who calls ? . 
Egl. YourServant and your F "KF | 
One that attends your Ladyſhip's Command. 
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thouſand times Good motrow. | 
Egl. As many, worthy Lady, to your elf : Ys 
According to your Ladyſhip's Impoſe, 4 
I am thus early come, to know what Service 
It is your Pleaſure to command me in. | 
Sil. Oh Eglamour, thou art a Gentleman ; "FS 
Think not] fatter, for I ſwear I do not; 
Valiant, wite, remorſeſul, well accompliſh'd ; 
Thou art riot ignorant what dear good Will 
I bear unto. the baniſh'd Valentine; | 
Nor how my Father would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very Soul abhorr- d. 
Thy ſelf haſt lov'd, and I have heard thee fay, . 
No Grief did come fo near thy Heart, 
As when thy Lady and thy true Love dy'&; 
Upon whoſe Grave thou vow d' ſt pure . 
„ Eglamour, I would to Valentine | 
To Mantua, where I hear he makes Abode : 
And, for'the Ways are dangerous to paſs, 
I do deſire thy worthy Company; 
Upon whoſe Faith and Honour Irepole., 
Vige not my Father” s Anger, Eglam aun; 
* think upon my C rief, a Lady 8 Grief, 


. > + 


And 
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And on the Juſtice of my flying hence, | 
To keep me from a moſt unholy Match, 

Which Heav'n and Fortune till rewards with Plagues, 
I do deſire thee, even from a Heart 

As full of Sorrows as the Sea of Sands, 

To bear me Company, and go with me: 

If not, to hide what I have to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

Egl. Madam, I pity much your Grievances 3 - 
Which, ſince I know, they virtuouſly are plac d, 
J give Conſent to go along with you, 5 

reaking as little what betideth me, 
As much I wiſh all good befortune ws 
When will you go? 

Sil. This Evening coming. 

_ Fel. Where ſhall I meet ou? 
$2. At Friar Patrick's Cell ; 
veuuy I ſe oy nc per | 

Egl. I will not fail your : 

Colmes Sutle | ts tires | 

Sil. Good-morrow, Kiba Sir E zie. [Exeumt, 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Launce. 


„ * when a Man's Servant ſhall play the Cur with 
hum, look you, it goes hard: One that I brought up of 
a Puppy, one that I ſav'd from drowning, _— three 
or four of his blind Brothers and Siſters went to it l 1 
have taught him, even as one would ſay preciſely, thus 
I would teach a Dog. I was ſent ta deliver him as 
a Preſent to Mrs. S:{v:a, from my Maſter; and 1 __ 
no ſooner into the Dining-Chamber, but he Reps 
to her Trencher, and ſteals her Capon's Leg. fo * 2 
| foul thing, when a, Cur cannot keep, himſelf in all 


Companies. I would have, as one ſhould ſay, one that 


takes upon him to be a Dog indeed, to be, as it were, a 
Dog at all things. If I had not had more Wit than 
he to take a Fault upon me that he did, I think ve- 
rily he had been hang'd for't, ſure as I live he had 
ſuffer'd for't ; you ſhall judge: He thruſts me himſelf 
into the Company of three. or four more Gentleman- 
* — under the * Table; he had not been 


— 
* 


there 


2 
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- quoth I, you mean to whip the 


- 


there, bleſs the Mark, a piſſing while, but all the Cham. 
ber {melt_him :+ Out with the Dog, ſays one; what 
Cur is that? ſays another; whip him out, ſays the 
third; hang him up, ſays the Duke: I having been ac- 
quainted with the Smell before, oo it was Crab, and 
goes me to the Fellow that whi e Dogs; F riend, | 
Bag ? Ay marry do I. 
quoth he. You do him che more Wrong, quoth I ; twas 
J did the thing you wot of; he makes no more ado, 
but 2 me out of the Chamber. How many Maſters 
would do this for his Servant? Nay, I' be fworn I 
have fat in the Stocks for Puddings he hath ſtoll'n, 
otherwiſe he had been executed; I have ſtood on the 
Pillory for Geeſe he hath kill'd, otherwiſe he had 
ſuffer for't : Thou think'ſt not of this now. Nay, I 
remember the Trick you ſerv'd me when I took m 


Leave of Madam Silvia; did not I bid thee ſtill mar 


me, and do as I do? When didſt thou ſee me heave up 
my Leg, and make Water againſt a Gentlewoman's 


| 9 Didſt thou ever ſee me do ſuch a Trick ? 


Enter Protheus and Julia. 5 
Pro. Sebaftianis thy Name? I like thee well, 


* 


B And will imploy thee in ſome Service preſently, - 


Pe In what you pleaſe: Dildo, Sir, what I can. 
T hope thou wilt. 
How now, you Whore- ſon Peafant, - 


Where have you been theſe two Days loitering ? 


Lann. Marry, Sir, I carr'd Mittreſß Silvia the Dog 


you bad me. E 


Pho. | Mlb ef de my little Jewel? 
Tau. 3 te Thanks your” Dog was a Cur, and 


eff you, r | is good rnovgh for fock's 
| rr Bur th . n 

Pro t me receiv Dog! 8 1 8 o £134 

Lawn. No indeed Soy . ede 


| Here have I brought him back again. 


Pro. What, did'ſt thou offer her this from me? 3 

1 Sir the other Squirrel was ſtoll'n from me 

y the lon an's Boy in the Market-Place'; 
4 then | er d her mne own, who is a Dog. 


As big as ten of yours, and therefore the Gift the greater. 


Fro. Go get the hence, and find my Dog agam, 5 
| ＋ 


Or ne'er return again into my Sight: 
Away, I ſay; ftay'ſt thou to vex me here? | 
A Slave, that ſtill an end turns me to Shame. Exit. Laun 
Sebaſtian, I have entertained: thee, 
Partly that I have need of ſuch a Youth, 
That can with ſome Diſcretion do my Buſineſs 3 
Far *tis no truſting to yon fooliſh Lowt : 
ut chiefly for thy Face and thy Behaviour, 
Which, if my Augury deceive me not, 
' Witneſs good bringing up, Fortune and Truth: 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
Go preſently, and take this Ring with thee 3 3. 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia. 
She lov'd me well, that deliver'd it to me. 
Ful. It ſeems you lov'd not OA to leave her Token: 
She is dead belike. 
Pro. Not ſo: I think ſhe lives. 
„„ 
Pro. Why do'ſt think cry alas? 
Ful. I cannot chuſe but pity her? | 
Pro. Wherefore ſhouldſt — pity her?! 
Jul. Becauſe methinks, that ſhe low d you as well 
As you do love your Lady Silvia: 
She dreams on him that has forgot her Love ; 
You doat on her that cares not for your Love. 
_ *T'is pity Love ſhould be ſo contrary ; 
And thinking on it makes me cry alas! 
Pro. Well give her that Ring, and erer 
This Letter ; that's her Chamber: Telbmy Lady, 
J claim the Promiſe far her heav'nly Picture. 
Your Meſſage done, bye home unto my Chamber, 
Where thou ſhalt 7 me ſad and ſolitary. [ Exit. Pro- 
Jul. How many Women would do ſuch a Meſſage * 2 
Alas, poor Protbeus, thou haſt entertain d 
A Fox to be the Shepherd of thy Lambs: 
Alas, poor Fool, why do I pity him 
That with his very Heart deſpiſeth me; 
Becauſe he loves her, he deſpiſeth me; 
Becauſe I love him, I muſt pity him. | 
This Ring I gave him when he parted from me, 
To hind' him to remember my good Will; 
And now Lam, unbappy Meſſenger, 
To plead for that which I wauld not ahtain; 
Ta carry that which I oy have refuſed ; 
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To praiſe his Faith, which I would have diſprais d. 


I am my Mafter's true confirmed Love, 


But cannot be true Servant to my Maſter, 


Unleſs I prove falſe Traitor to my elf : 
Yet will 1 woo for him, but yet ſo coldly, | 4 
As, Heav'n it knows, I would not have him ſpeed, 


3 ; Enter Silvia. 


8 good Day; I pray you be my mean 

To bring me were to ſpeak with Madam Silvia. 

Sil. What would you with her, if that I be ſhe ? 
Jul. If you be ſhe, I do entreat your Patience ; 


To hear me ſpeak the nn Jam ſent on. 


Sil. From whom? 
Jul. From my Maſter, Sir Prot heus, Madam. 
Sil. Oh! he onde you for a Picture 4 
Jul. Ay Madam. 
Sil. Urſula, bring my picture there. In, 
Go, give your Maſter this; tell him from me, 
One Julia, that his changing Thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his Chamber than this Shadow, 
Jul. Madam, pleaſe you peruſe this Letter. 
Pardon me, Madam, I have unadvis d 


Deliver d you a Paper that I ſhould not; 
This is the Letter to your Ladyſhip. 


Sil. I pray thee let me look on La ain. 
Ful. It may not be; good Madam, — me. 
S:/: There, hold g | 


I will not look upon yo or Maſter's Lines, 
IT know they are ſtuft with Proteſtations, 


And full of lewd Oaths, which he will break, 
As eaſy as I do tear his Paper. 15 
Tal, Madam he ſends your Ladyſhip this Ri ing. 
J. The more Shame for him that v4 ſends it me; 
For I have heard him ſay a thouſand times, 8 
His Julia gave it him at his Departure: 


Tho his falſe Fi inger have prophan'd the Ring, 
Mine ſhall not do his Julia ſo 1 Wong” 


Ful. She thanks you. 
Sil. Whatfay'ſt thou "ROM 
Ful. I thank you, madam, that: you: FE ber; 


Poor Gentleweman, my Maſter my.” ber much. 


Sil. Doſt thou know her? | 
I COS 2 Ws Fg” Fa 
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Fab. Almoſt as well as I do know my elf. 
To think upon her Woes, I do proteſt, © 

That I have wept an hundred ſeveral times. 
Sil. Belike ſhe thinks that Protbeus hath forſook her. 
Jul. I think ſhe doth; and that's her cauſe of Sorrow. 
Sil. Is ſhe not paſſing fair??? 
Ful. She hath been faber, Madam, than ſhe is; 
When ſhe did.think' my Maſter lov'd her well, 
She, in my Judgment, was as fair as you: 
But ſince ſhe did negle& her Looking-Glaſs, 
And threw her Sun-expelling Mask away, 


The Air hath ſtarvid the Roſes in her Checks, 


And pinch'd the Lilly - Tincture of her Face, 7 
That now ſhe is become OE as'T. 

Sil. How tall was ſhe? © Ly 

ul. About my Stature: For at Pentecoſt, 

When all aur Pageants of Delight were plaid, | 
Our Youth got me to play the Woman's Part, 
Aud I was trim'd in Madam Jalias Gown, '$k 

Which ſerved me as fit, by all DEE” 
As if the Garment had been made for me; 
Therefore I know ſhe is about my height. 
And at that time I made her weep * "3-1 


For I did play a lamentable Part. EG 


Madam, 'twas Ariadne paſſioning 


For Theſeus Perjury, and unjuſt Flightz _ 2 4 | 


Which 7 fo lively acted with my Tears, 
That my poor Miſtreſs, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly ; and would 7 might be dead, 
If 7 in Thought felt not her. very Sorrow. 
Sil. She is beholding to thee, gemle Youth. 
Alas, poor Lady ! deiolate and/left; 
1 weep my ſelf to think upon thy Words. 
Here Vouth, there is a Purſe; I give thee this 
For thy ſweet Mifſtreſs lake, beeauſe thou loy'ſt her, 


Farewel. * | [Exit Silvia. 
| Ful. And ſhe ſhall thank you for t, if e er you know 
A virtuous Gentlewoman, mild d andꝰ beautiful. 5 


I hope my Maſter's Suit will be but cold, 
Since ſhe reſpects my Miſtreſs Love fo much. 
Alas! how Love can trifle with it ſelf! 
HFlere is her Picture; let me fee; I think, 
If 7 had ſuch a Tire. this Fate of mine 
Were full as lovely as is _ of hers.” 
1 F 3 7 þ 
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And yet the | Painter flatter'd her a little, 


Unleſs 7 flatter with my ſelf too much, | 
Her Hair is Aoburn, mine is perfect Yellow. 
If that be all the Difference in his Love, LY 


1 get me ſuch a colour'd Perriwig. 


Her Eyes are Fon as Graſs, and ſo are mine; ; 4 
Ay, but her Forchead's low, and mine's as high. 


| What ſhould it be that he reſpects in her, 


But I can make reſpective in my (elf, . 

Ff this fond Love were not a blinded 'God 2 2 | 
Come, Shadow, .come, and take this Shadow up : 
For *tis thy Rival. O thou ſenſeleſs Form, ; 
Thou ſhalt, be worſhip'd, kiſs d, lov'd and ador d; gt, 
And were there Senſe in his Idolatry, e . 
My Subſtance, ſhould be Statue in thy Gead. 


Til uſe thee kindly for thy Miſtreſs ſake, 


That us'd' me ſo ; or elſe, by Fave I vow, 
J ſhould have ſcratch d out your unſeeing Eyes, 


To make my Maſter out of Love with thee. n 


ac T Vc: SCENE. * i 


Enter Eglambur. 


Fel. H E Sun ins to-gild the welem Sky, 
n And . about the very Hour © 


\. 


That Szivia, at Friar Patrici's Cell, ſhould meet me. 


She will not fail; for Lovers break not Hours, 


|. Unleſs it be to come before their time: 


So much they ſpur their Expedition. | 
See where ſhe comes. Lady, a happy Sg: 
Ent er Silvia, 
Sil. * Amen: Go on, good E glamour, 
Out at the Poſtern by the Abby-wall; 
I fear I am attended by ſome Spies. 
Eęl. Fear not; the Forreſt is not three League © off ; © 


It we recover A we are ſure enough. 128 | 


SCENE II. 


Ester Thurio, Protheus and Julia, | 
The. Sir Pratheus, what fays Sitvia to my Suit >. 
Pro. Oh, Sir, I find her milder than ſhe was, 
And yet ſhe takes Exceptions at your Perſon. 
Thu. What, that my Leg is too long? . 
. Pre. No; that it is 100 little. 
"The, I'll wear a Boot to make jt Smenbst roun cer. 
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. But Love will not be ſpurr'd to what it ot: 
Thu. What ſays ſhe'to my ace ? 
Pro. She fays it is a fair one. 


Thu. Nay, then the Wanton lies; my Face is Blacks, ; 


Pro. But Pearls are fair; and the old Saying is, 
Black Men are Pearls in beautecus Ladies Eyes. 
Jul. Tis true, ſuch Pearls as put out Ladies yes ; 


For I had rather wink than look on tem. [Aſde. 


Thu. How likes ſhe my Diſcourſe ? 
Pro. Ill, when you talk of War. 
Thu. But well when 7 diſcourſe of Love and Peace, 
Jul. But better indeed when you hold 3 
Thu, What fays ſhe to my Valour? 
Pro. Oh, Sir, ſne makes no doubt of chat. 
Tal. She needs not, when ſhe knows it Cowardiſe. 
Thu, What ſays ſheto my Birth? © 
Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
Þ © True from a Gentleman t ton x Fool. 
1. Conliders ſhe my Poſſeſſions di 
2 Oh, ay, and pities chem. | 
Thu. Wherefore?! +427 
Ful. That ſuch an Aſs ſhould anions: 
Pro. That they are out hy Leaſe. e 
Ful. Here comes the Duke. | 
| 1 Enter Duke. "ba: 
Duke. How now. Sir Protheus? how now, me, 7 
Which of you ſaw Sir MW of late 1 5 
Thu. Not J. 
= Nor J. | 50 - 
ue. Saw you m ter? 
Pro. Neither. F ugh | | 
Duke.” Why then $- 
She's fled unto the Peaſant Paleatize > Wh 
And Eglamaur js in her Company: OD 
ITis true; for Friar Laurente inet hn WY 185 
As he, in Penance, wander'd through the Forreſt : 
Him he knew well, and gueſt that it was he; 
But being mask 'd, "he was not ſure of i ik. FO 
Beſides, ſhe did intend Confeſſion - ; F 
At Patichs Cell this Even, ahdktheir the Was bot? 1 
Theſe Likelihoods confirm her Flight from hence. 
Therefore 7 pray you ſtand not to Keane. - 
Bus mount you * and meet with me 


— 
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| 57 oy the Rifing of the Mountain Foot | © 
That leads toward Mantua, whither they are fied, | 

Diſpatch, ſweet Gentlemen, and fallow me. Bali Duke. 
Thu.” Why this it is to be a peeviſn Girl. 

That flies her Fortune where it follows re 

ll after, more to he reveng'd of 1 8 ' 

Than ſor the Love of Silvia. PTS 44” 
Pre. And 7 will follow, more for Silvia) ; Love, | 1 

| Than hate of Eglamaur that goes with her. 

0 will follow, more to croſs that Love, 

Than nk 96 ann that i 1s Ren Lore. 2 5 * 


8 C. E N E III. 
ares, 


1 Out. Come, come; be patient 
- We muſt bring you to our Captain. 
Sil. A thadſand more Miſchances chenthirone 
Have learn'd me how to bro this patiently. 
2 Out. Come, bring her away. 1 
1 Out. Where is the Gentleman dle TIN 
3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he Seeger f 5 
But Moy/es and Valerius follow him. 
Go thou with her to the Weſt end of the Wood, 
There is our Captain: We'll follow him that's fed. 
| The Thicket js beſet, he cannot ſcape. | 
1 Oz. Come, I muſt bring you tour Capuain' oe, 
b Fear not; he bears an honourable Mind. 
And will notuſe a Woman lawleſsl 7. | 
| Sil. O Valentine]! this: 1 endute for thee. lee. 


3 

$ Emer Valentine. | 

4 Pal eb OY nen | 
| This ſhadowy Deſart, unfrequented Woods, 


J better brook. than. 5 — peopled n 8 | 
Here I can fit alone, unſee any, - | 


And to the Nightingale's N Notes 
Tune my Diſtreſſes, and record my Woes. 

O thou that doſt inhabit in my Breaſt, | 
Leave not the Manſion ſo long Tenantleſs,. Th 


Leſt, ee . _ 10 N 0 5 
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And leave no Memory of what it was. 

Repair me with thy Preſence, Silvia. ; 
Thou gentle Nymph, cheriſh thy forlorn Swain. 
What Hollowing, and what Stir is thisto Day ? 


Theſe are my Mates, that make their Wills their Law, 


Have ſome unhappy Paſſenger in chaſe. 
They love me well, yet I have much to do 
To keep them from uncivil Outrages. 5 
Withdraw thee Valentine: Who's this comes here? 
| Enter Protheus, Silvia, and Julia. 
Pro. Madam, this Service have I done for you, 
Tho? you reſpect not ought your Servant doth, 
To hazard Life, and reſcue you from him 
'That wou'd have forc'd your Honour and your Love. 
Vouchſafe me for my Meed but one fair Look, | 
A ſmaller Boon than this I cannot beg, 5 
And leſs than this Pm ſure you cannot give. 
Val, How like a Dream is this? I ſee and hear: 
Love, lend me Patience to forbear a-while. 
Sil. O miſerable unhappy that 7 am. 
Pro. Unhappy were you, Madam, ere I came; 
But by my coming 7 have made you happy. 


Sil. By thy Approach thou mak'ſt me moſt unhappy. 


Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your Preſence. 


| | | . LÜAlide. 
Sy. Had Ibeen ſeiz d by a hungry Lion, 
J would I had been a Breakfaſt to the Beaſt, 
Rather than have falſe Protheus reſcue me. 
Oh Heav'n be Judge how I love Valentine, 
Whoſe Life's as tender to me as my Soul ; 5 


And full as much, for more there cannot be, 
Ido deteſt falſe perjur'd Protheus ; 
Therefore be gone, ſollicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous Action, ſtood. it next to Death, 
Would 7 not undergo for one calm Look ? 
Oh, tis the Curſe in Love, and ſtill approv'd, 
When Women cannot love where they're belov'd. 

Si]. When Prothexs cannot love where he's belov'd. 
Read over 7ulia's Heart, thy firſt beſt Love, 
For whoſe dear Sake thou didſt then rend thy Faith 
Inte a thouſand Oaths; and all thoſe Oaths - _ 
Deſcended into Perjury to deceive me. 
Thou hait no Faith left now, unleſs thou'dſt two, 
And that's far worſe than none: Better have none 


And 


* 
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| Who by Repentance is not ſatisfy d, 


* 
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"Than plural Faith, which is too much by one ; 
Thou Counterfeit to thy true F Hens. 

Pro. In Love, 
Who reſpects Friend? 1 Hes 

Sil. All Men but Prat bens. | 
Pro. Nay, if the gentle Spiricof x caving. Words 
Can no way change you. to à milder Form; 
ll move you like a Soldier, at Arm's end, Nos 5 
And love you 'gainſt the Nature of Love; force ye. 
E-. of. Oh Heya |! | 

Pro. I'll force thee yield to my Deſire... 

Val Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil * auch. 
Thou Friend of an ill Faſhion. : 0 

Pra. Valentine! SIS 

Val. Thou mens that's ee Reith 2 | 
For ſuch is a Friend now: Thou treacherous Man! 
Thou haſt beguil'd my Hopes; nought but mine Eye _ 
Could have perſuaded me. Now I dare not ſay | 
I have one Friend alive; thou would'it diſprove me: 
Who ſhould be truſted now, when one W 
Is perjur d to the Boſom ? „„ 
Jam sorry I muſt never truſt thee more, 
But count the World a Stranger for thy Sake. 
The private Wound is deepeſt. Oh time, moſt accurſt 4 
'Mongit all Foes, that a Friend ſhould be the work 1 
Pro. My Shame and Guilt confound me: 
Forgive me, Valentine; if hearty Sorrow . 
| Be a ſufficient Ranſom for Offence, - _ 
I tender't here; I do as ar A ˙·— 
As cer I did commit. TW 26:05} 0 5 

Val. Then Jam Rid: 5 „ 
And once again I do receive thee honeſt. LR 


Gd 


Is nor of Heav'n nor of Earth for theſe are ples "Y 
By Penitence th' Eternal's Wrati's: 'd. Li 0,07 
And that my Love may appear-plain and free, 
All that was mine in Slay f. 2 des. e 
Ful. Oh merunhbappy is, 
Pro. Look ta the Boh. "IE 
Val. Why. Boy -- 
Wh Whag, how now ? what's the Matter? . | 


ul. O good Sir, my Maſter i d. me 10 deliver a 
Ring to Madam Silvia, which, out of my Neglect, was. 
never _ EY.” ; : Pro. 


nd : 39 


Pro. Where i is thatRing, Boy ? 
Jul. Here tis; This is it. 
Pro. How? let me ſee: 
Why, this is the Ring I gave to alia. | 
Jul Oh, cry you mercy, Sir, I have miſtook ; 
This is the. Ring you {ent to Sale. : 
Pro. But how A thou by this Ring? at my Depart 
I gave this unto Fulia. 
Ful. And Julia herfelf did give it me. 
And Julia herſelf hath brought it hither. 
Pro. How, Fulia? 
Jul. Behold her that gave Aim to all thy Our, 
And entertain'd *em deeply in her Heart: | 
How oft haſt thou with Perjury cleft the Root ? 
Oh Protheus, let this Habit make thee bluſ l! 
Be thou aſham'd that-7 have took upon me Fs 
Such an immodeſt en if Vikas livre 
In a Diſguiſe of Love. | ; 
It is the leſſer Blot Modeſty go rn RY 
Women to change their Shapes, than Men their. Minds. 
Pro. Than Men their Minds ? fon trae, on Heaw u. | 
were Man 
But conſtant, he were perfect ʒ that one Error 
Fills him with Faults, makes him run Abra 9 th'Sin: : 
Inconſtancy falls off e're it i 
What is in $:4v7a's Face, but I may ſpy 
More freſh in Julia s with a conſtant . 
Val. Come, come; a Hand from either: 
Let me be bleſt to make this happy Cloſe; | 
*T were pity two ſuch Friends ſhould be long Foes. 
Pro. Bear Witneſs, Heav'n, / have my Wh for ever. 
7 And mine 
Puter Duke, Thurio Ter) Out-laws 
Out. A Prize, à Prize, a Prize: a 
Val. Forbear, forbear, I ſay: It is my Lord the Duke: 
Your Grace is Welcome to a Man N 
Baniſhed Valentine. 
Dui Sir Valentines | 
Thu. Yonder is Silvia: And gibt $ mine 
Val. Thuri, give back; or elſe embrace thy Death 
Come not within the meaure of my Wrath. 
Do not name S:/via' thine ; if once again, 
Ferona ſhall not hold thee. Here ſhe ſtands, 
Take but Poſſeſſion of her with a Touch: 
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7 dare thee but to breathe upon my Love. 
Du. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I. 
T hold him but a Fool that will endanger 
His Body for a Girl that loves him not : - 
claim her not; and therefore ſhe is thine. 
Du. The more degenerate and baſe art thou, 
To make ſuch means for her as thou. haſt done, 
And leave her on ſuch flight Conditions. 


Now, by the Honour of my Anceſtry, 


*. 


do applaud thy Spirit, Valentine, 


And think thee worthy of an Empreſs Love: 


Know then, I here forget all former Griefs, 
Cancel all Grudge, r 


al thee home, again, 
Plead a new State in thy arrival'd Merit, 5 xt 
To which I thus ſubſcribe : Sir Valentine, 4 


Thou art a Gentleman, and well deriv'd, 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haſt 48 0 ber; 


Val. I thank your Grace; the Gift hath made me hap- 
7 now beſeech you, for your Daughters fake, EPs 


 To-grant one Boon that 7 ſhall ask of you. 


Are Men endu'd with worthy 
Forgive them what the 55 


One _y one : Houſe, one mutual Happineſs, knen A 


_ Da. I grant it for thine own, whate er it be. 

"Fat Theſe baniſh'd Men that I have kept e 
galities : 

have committed here, 8 
And let them be recall'd from their Exils. 
They are reform' d, civil, full of good. 

And fit for great Imgloyment, worthy Lord... 

Du, Thou haſt prevail'd, 7 pardon them ne 


Diſpoſe of them as thou know'ft their Deſerts. 


Come, let us go; we will include all Jars 


With Triumphs, Mirth, and all Solemnity. 


Val. And as we walk along, 7 dare be bold | 
With our Diſcourſe to make your Grace to ſmile, 


What think you of this Page, my Lord? | 
Da. I think the Boy. hath Grace in him, he bluſhes:. 
Fal. Iwarrant you, my Lord, more Grace than Boy. 


Du. What mean you by that Saying ! 

Val. Pleaſe you, 71! tell you as we paſs along, 
That you will wonder what-hath: fortuned. 
Come Prothens,'tis your. Penance but to hear 
The Story of your Loves diſcovered : 
That done, our Day of Marriage ſhall be yours, 


by 


71 2 5. 
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